
Crafting Secrets (Men Who Stitch Mysteries #5):

A Diverse Cozy Mystery

by Kate Silvers

The characters and events in this book are entirely fictional. Any resemblance to actual persons—living, dead, crafty sheriff’s patrol officers, confused teenage pottery enthusiasts, or otherwise—is entirely coincidental. This is purely a work of fiction.

~~~~~~~~

To join Kate Silvers’ newsletter and get behind-the-scenes info, updates on new releases, fun character interviews, and insights on life in Prospector’s Rest, sign up at: http://eepurl.com/iu0PZo

~~~~~~~~~

To find out more about her books, check out her webpage at: https://katesilvers.katherinegilbertauthor.com/

~~~~~~~~~

For all other inquiries and questions, you can contact her at kate.silvers@katherinegilbertauthor.com

All Rights Reserved

©2025 Katherine Gilbert

Cover Art by MiblArt


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Kate Silvers’ Men Who Stitch Mysteries

Chapter 1—Working in a Jewel Mine, Going Down, Down

Chapter 2—Waiting at the Station

Chapter 3—A Meeting of the Men Who Stitch (Plus a Teenage Girl)

Chapter 4—A Weasel Hunt

Chapter 5—Officer Miles’s Slipped Secrets

Chapter 6—Interrogations with Craft and the Men Who Don’t Stitch

Chapter 7—Plans and Plots

Chapter 8—Taking On Ridiculously-Named Criminals Without a Plan

Chapter 9—A Post-Kidnap Chat

Chapter 10—Back to the Fête!

Chapter 11—A Chat with Aunt Mary

Chapter 12—Advice from the Prospector’s Rest Contingent of the Men Who Stitch

Epilogue—Fireworks at the Resort

About the Author

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Dedication

[image: image]


For my beloved sister, Armida, who encourages me no matter where my muse leads me. Thank you for always being at my side.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Kate Silvers’ Men Who Stitch Mysteries

[image: image]


Short Prequel: “The Cutest Puppies in the World”

#1: Tempting Fête

#2: A Study in Shih Tzus

#3: Election Frog

#4: Black Tie Blackmail

#5: Crafting Secrets

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]
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If there were three things 16-year-old Shirley MacLaine Contreras (known—if you didn’t want an argument—as Lainey) understood, it was:

#1) People with the “mean look” were going to get annoying fast.

#2) Never contradict your mother when she’s on a roll, especially in Spanish (which was a really good language to lecture someone in, especially if they didn’t speak it).

And, finally:

#3) Everything’s always easier when your brother’s around.

Right now, she was dealing with a #1 without her #3. And her mother wasn’t even there to pull a #2 on them.

For the last week, Lainey and her brother, Kennedy (full name: John F. Kennedy Contreras—her parents had been new to the U.S. and hadn’t known what the F. stood for at the time), had had the amazing good fortune to be brought in on crafting scholarships to the scenic and tiny mountain town of Prospector’s Rest, North Carolina. The whole place was maybe two miles wide or so, although there were a lot of little outskirts down the mountain roads which would eventually wander into being one of the other three local towns which shared the same high school. The fact that she’d be going to that school and not to the one she’d learned to dread in her hometown of Albuquerque, New Mexico, had had her grinning like mad for weeks.

Overall, this deal seemed like heaven. Prospector’s Rest was where one of her brother’s favorite people, Obadiah (Di) Goode and his new wife, Sheriff MacBeth (Mac) Welles, lived. Although they were both now going by the shared last name Welles-Goode which was unwieldy and seemed to be confusing everyone, it clearly made them happy, so there was no point in arguing over it.

The town was tiny and seemed to have a GDP—or whatever the town version of that was—which consisted mostly of the profits from its many craft shops and other tourist attractions, as well as its various several-days-long street fairs and such.

While it definitely wasn’t the most diverse place, Lainey—whose parents were Chilean immigrants and proud, newly-minted citizens for about the last two years—had actually experienced a whole lot less suspicious side-eye here than she had in Albuquerque. There, despite the fact that you pretty much couldn’t toss a ball of yarn without hitting somebody with Latin ancestry, she was still generally seen as an outsider, if not an actual invader. Trying to tell people she’d been born there only made them angrier.

But, mostly, Prospector’s Rest was fairly chill. Yeah, a lot of the town was white, but the main reason they looked at her with suspicion wasn’t because of her medium-brown skin or ancestry but because her parents hadn’t lived here for at least three generations. And, even then, it was more a “Huh. Why?” look than a “Get back to your own hellhole, you . . .” Well, fill in the blank. Somehow, it was a lot less toxic, even if she wasn’t immediately one of the community.

Besides, all the people who ran the craft stores seemed to love her, which was nice.

One of the highlights of her new scholarship was that she got to rotate through all the various craft shops in town to help out and see how they were run—as well as get inspiration and advice on possible new crafts. It was cool and fun to try out all sorts of new skills, and all the store owners were incredibly welcoming and happy to help out the next generation of crafters. None of them seemed to judge her for her skin tone or her lack of residence in the town—although that might have been because a lot of them had come from somewhere else originally, too.

Mostly, this was fun, then. In fact, this was her second day of interning at Prospector’s Fortune, which was an old, actual mine which went deep into the mountainside, although it was mostly played out by now, and the actual mine part of it was closed and off-limits. Still, the sort of trough outside the mine was a cool place for families to pan for jewels and gold, even if they mostly went home with a baggie of crystals and some pyrite.

The owner had had to show her how to do it and had let her try, so she could help out the customers. Had she been the sort of girl whose family had the money for trips, she would have been the kid begging to come here and never leave. While panning for gold was not the way she wanted to earn her living, the open, touristy vibe to the town was warm and inviting and made her long to move in for more than the year of her scholarship.

Last night, too, the cool guy who owned Prospector’s Fortune, and the jeweler who worked here to set and ship out any possible finds people made and paid to upgrade, had even let her play around at making something with a very small gold nugget.

What she’d come out with was supposed to be a swan, although Lainey thought it probably looked more like a sick duck, but Mr. Howell (the owner) and Jeremy (the jeweler) had been nice enough to act all impressed and hadn’t done it in a way which made her feel like a pathetic kid. Jeremy had even tweaked it so that her creation had a loop on its top to string a chain through and had insisted on giving it to her as a necklace. While Lainey had tried to object and told them it was fine to melt her attempt back down, they’d pretty much demanded that she accept.

So now she had her own, weird creation hanging around her neck. She’d had to stop herself from playing with it several times already.

But this was much harder when she was being yelled at by one of the mean-look people.

This particular one was a white guy who’d been grumpy from the second he’d shown up. He was middle-aged with thinning hair and looked like the sort of person who referred to looking after his own kids as “babysitting.”

Lainey wasn’t at all surprised that his wife had taken off for a while. If she’d been married to him, he wouldn’t have seen her for the tire marks.

And he was so upset and nasty, too, that it was even hard to tell what he was yelling at her about. Lainey had done her absolute best to be polite and to offer to help in whatever ways she could, so long as he could slow down a little and tell her what exactly was wrong.

It didn’t help, though. The mean guy just kept screaming.

Usually, Lainey had Kennedy around to back her up in these sort of situations, but their scholarships meant that they were mostly helping out at different stores at different times, she guessed so all the stores got their chance at some extra free workers. Maybe, too, some of them wouldn’t have had enough work for two more people at a time.

So, today, Kennedy was helping out at Fit ‘n’ Knit, the local crafts supply store. While it sounded pretty boring to Lainey, Kennedy was loving it. He’d even come home last night with a bag of old yarn in odd colors which Ms. Underwood, the owner, had been trying to sell in the discount section for several months. Knowing Kennedy, he’d make something cool with it—or, if not, he might pass it on to IF, who was a champion knitter of really weird sweaters.

Today, though, she seriously wished her big brother were here.

As the mean customer got even louder and more in her face—she guessed he felt like he could, given how young and how much smaller she was, and it was possible there was some sort of racist element here, too—his kids stood behind him, seeming miserable. She got the feeling their dad had ruined many a vacation for them already.

By this point, she was leaning back, both her hands held out in front of her.

“Sir,” she tried again. “I’m sorry. If you could slow down . . .”

But her attempts only added fuel to the fire, his mean face turning even redder.

“Well, if you could speak English, you would know what I’m saying!” he screamed, and Lainey took in a small breath.

Yeah, I think I nailed the racist thing.

As Lainey had been born and raised in the U.S., she didn’t have any accent except a basic American one. And, while she could understand and speak Spanish pretty well, she wasn’t actually that great at reading it, as what she knew she’d picked up
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