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‘I am now officially the happiest woman on Earth,’ I said. 
I was sitting in front of Sandy’s Diner. Despite it being late autumn, the sky was clear and blue. The kind of day that made me glad I was alive. Sitting opposite me was my best friend Kim Chen, but neither she nor the weather was the reason for my happiness. 
Sandy Clementine, the owner, came over with my coffee and a water bowl for my dog, Trixie. My beagle eagerly lapped the water as I took the first gulp of my jumbo double-shot caramel latte.
‘Rosie Ryan,’ Sandy said. ‘That’s a very odd grin on your face.’ She eyed Kim. ‘Has she just been to a champagne breakfast or…’
‘Alcohol is not involved,’ Kim assured her. 
‘Who needs alcohol when I’ve got one of these?’ I asked, taking my newest acquisition from a box. 
One of these was my new handbag, a Russell Fletcher winter edition made of high-quality black faux leather. Not only did it have thirty-four compartments, but also a lifetime guarantee. The bag had been delivered by courier this morning. I patted my chest. ‘Be still, my beating heart.’
‘How much did it cost?’ Sandy asked. 
‘Er,’ I said evasively. ‘A bit.’ 
‘Rosie’s credit card went Chernobyl,’ Kim said flatly. ‘A total meltdown.’ 
‘Quality costs,’ I pointed out. ‘And good quality costs a lot.’ 
Sandy peered more closely at the object of my undying love. ‘That’s a lot of pockets,’ she said. ‘Don’t you think it makes it easier to lose things?’
I didn’t want to admit that handbags with lots of pockets were a personal fetish. ‘A girl can never have too many pockets.’ I showed them my old bag. ‘This old lady has served me many years. Despite having only twelve pockets, my old Clarissa Taylor was my pride and joy. But all things must end, and every ending is a new beginning.’ I transferred items to my new bag. ‘There’s my purse…tissues…keys…phone… ah, there’s that lucky charm…I wondered where that went…oh, and a packet of…oh, haven’t needed them for a while….’
Sandy’s only response was hmm as she disappeared back into the diner. 
‘Rosie,’ Kim said. ‘I love your bag, but we need to talk.’
I glanced up. ‘About what?’
‘Chris Dawson.’
‘Huh?’
Kim leaned close. ‘You remember,’ she said in a low voice. ‘He’s co-authoring the book with Katy Dark. I told you about him.’
Both those names rang bells, but one peeled with far more volume. There weren’t many people who didn’t know the famous Katy Dark. In addition to starring in three Australian films, and surviving a season of Australia’s Survival Island, she had just signed a big deal to appear in a new Hollywood blockbuster. 
This week, while Katy was vacationing at Cape Carson’s Lighthouse Inn, I was joining her entourage to do a series of stories that my editor, Harry Blackshore, was calling, A Week with Katy Dark. During that time, I’d conduct interviews with her and the people around her. Among that group was the lesser-known Chris Dawson, who was co-authoring her biography. 
‘Oh,’ I said, the lightbulb finally going off in my head. ‘I remember.’ 
‘How could you forget?’ Kim asked. ‘I met Chris when I was sixteen and he was eighteen. He was visiting Cape Carson with his parents. I was swimming at Shelly Beach when I got a cramp, and Chris helped me to shore.’ She sighed. ‘It was love at first sight. We spent that whole summer together. When it ended, we made a lot of promises, but we were both young. His parents took him back to Sydney, and I never saw him again.’
‘And now he’s returning to Cape Carson,’ I said. ‘Kim, what are you expecting to happen?’ 
She pushed back her black hair. ‘I don’t know,’ she said. ‘Maybe nothing. Maybe something. But I’ve got to move on from Robert. He’s getting married to Alex. They’re going from strength to strength.’ Her bottom lip quivered. ‘And what am I? An old maid working at the library—’
‘Kim. You’re not an old maid. You’re the same age as me: forty-three. And being a librarian is an important job. You’re the last arbiter of truth in a world where some people believe the Earth is flat.’ 
‘I know I’m being silly. It’s just…’ She shook her head. ‘Have you ever wondered how your life could have been different?’
I thought about my own marriage. It had fallen apart too. After twenty years, I’d caught my husband George having an affair with Blossom, his secretary. 
Yes, my life could have been different, but then I wouldn’t have had my daughter Amanda, and I wouldn’t have finally ended up living here in Cape Carson. But life for me was good—perfect was too much to expect—but it was good. 
Kim continued. ‘Rosie, what if Chris had returned to Cape Carson all those years ago?’ she asked. ‘What if we’d gotten married? Had kids? My whole life would have been different.’
‘You’ve got two wonderful kids.’ They lived in Melbourne and were doing fine. ‘You can’t regret anything.’
‘I don’t,’ she said, peering across at the horizon. The ocean was clear and flat today. ‘But a girl can wonder. Anyway, I’ve got to meet him while he’s here.’
‘Okay,’ I said. 
‘But I haven’t contacted him.’ 
‘Why?’ 
‘What if he doesn’t remember me? I’d be mortified. What if that summer has flown from his head completely?’ She shook her head. ‘No. I need to accidentally bump into Chris. Then…who knows? It could be love at first sight—again.’ Kim’s eyes fixed on something. ‘And talking about love….’
I followed her gaze. Todd Parker, the very handsome sergeant at Cape Carson Police Station, was on the other side of the road. He saw us looking, smiled, and gave a small wave. Built like the Hulk, his police uniform only just contained his bulging physique. 
I looked a little closer. Maybe I was imagining things, but Todd looked slightly less musclebound than when we’d first met. Perhaps he’d been spending less time with the weights and more time enjoying coastal living. 
‘Kim,’ I muttered. Nothing had happened between Todd and me. I think it was partly because Todd was a cop, and I worked for the paper. He probably saw a relationship with me as sleeping with the enemy. We’d also butted heads on more than one occasion; I suspected we were too much alike. ‘Todd and I are just friends.’
‘Sure you are,’ she said, nudging me. 
‘You’re an idiot.’
‘But a smart idiot,’ Kim said, laughing. Todd crossed the road, and Kim took this as her signal to make a getaway. She said a quick hello-goodbye before racing off. 
‘Hey,’ Todd said.
‘Hey you,’ I replied. 
Trixie barked, and Todd gave her a pat, his eyes crossing to my two handbags. ‘Been stealing handbags again?’ he said. ‘You know that’s illegal?’
‘Really? I had no idea.’
‘Mind if I join you for coffee?’
‘Go right ahead.’
Todd sat and ordered. Contrary to my own caramel lattes, Todd always drank espressos. I don’t know how he did it. Just the thought of short black coffees made my face implode. 
His drink arrived, and I watched him take a sip. 
Amazing, I thought. No implosion. 
‘So,’ I said. ‘Are you ready?’ 
‘Ready?’ 
‘Todd.’ I levelled my gaze at him. ‘The Cupcake Festival. You know it’s this week?’ 
‘Uh, yes.’
‘Well?’
He stared at me in utter confusion. ‘Okay. What have I missed?’ 
I sighed. ‘The Annual Cape Carson Cupcake Festival brings visitors from all over the Victorian south-west,’ I said. ‘It’s one of the biggest events of the year. It also results in more threats, bad blood, jealousy, and acts of outright violence than any other event.’ 
‘The Cupcake Festival?’ Todd said the words as if trying to wrap his lips around a foreign language. ‘This is the thing where everyone makes cupcakes, there’s a contest, a parade and—’
‘And murders.’
‘What?’ 
‘There’s been no less than two murders over the years. One was decades ago when old Mrs Jacobs laced a pink frosted buttercream cupcake with enough strychnine to kill an elephant. Her victim was her next-door neighbour, Mrs Perkins. She claimed that Mrs Perkins had stolen her recipe, although that was never proven. 
‘The second murder was only six years ago when poison was also used, but it was less obvious. Mrs Lansing discovered her husband Carl was having an affair with his business partner. She put weed killer into Carl’s cupcake, hoping the police would think it an accident. As it turned out, they didn’t.’ 
Todd was staring at me as if waiting for a punchline. ‘Hang on, Kim,’ he said. ‘You’re not kidding. Two people have been murdered over…cupcakes.’ 
‘The most recent one was solved by Wanda Gibson, who used to run the library.’
‘Okay,’ he said. ‘Some people may be as nutty as fruitcakes—’
‘Or cupcakes, as the case may be.’ 
‘—but I’m sure that between the other officers and myself, we can handle—’
My phone beeped. ‘Oh,’ I said. ‘I’ve got to get to work. And, yes, I know. It’s embarrassing to call in reinforcements.’
‘Reinforcements?’
‘Let’s not forget the riot of seventy-seven.’ 
‘The—what?’
‘The riot of seventy-seven.’ After gulping down my coffee, I stood and flung my new handbag over my shoulder. ‘Cupcakes are serious business here in Cape Carson. The festival brings out the best and worst in people. Be prepared for anything.’
And upon saying this, I headed off to work. 
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‘I’m here!’ I announced loudly as I marched through the front door of the Cape Carson Gazette. Trixie gave an excited bark. ‘And Trixie too!’ 
Doris Glow, the paper’s seventy-year-old receptionist, glanced up from her desk. ‘So I see,’ she said. ‘Rosie, the phone has been ringing off the hook, and you’ve already got a few messages. But I know Harry wants to speak to you.’
Harry Blackshore, the paper’s editor, yelled from his office. ‘Has my favourite reporter arrived?’ he asked. ‘Send her in.’
Favourite reporter? 
This could only mean one thing—trouble. I leaned into Harry’s office. ‘You called?’ 
‘Grab a seat.’ 
Harry waved me into a high-backed chair that was jammed between stacks of back issues of the Cape Carson Gazette. If he doesn’t clean up this place soon, he’ll end up buried under one of these stacks. Trixie laid her head on my knee, and I ruffled her neck. Harry’s office wasn’t her favourite place. Not enough room and too stuffy. 
‘How’s it going with Katy Dark?’ he asked. 
My heart sank. The last person I felt like talking about was Katy Dark. ‘Well,’ I said. ‘I haven’t spoken to Katy yet. Only her publicist, Cindy Hillspring. It looks like she’s bringing quite an entourage with her, including her husband.’ 
‘Cameron Dark? From that TV soap opera?’
‘Horseshoe Farm,’ I said. The program ran for twelve years. Cameron Dark, the lead actor on the show, had been written out after getting married to Katy. ‘I never saw it. Soaps aren’t my thing.’ 
‘At least you know Katy,’ Harry said.
'Oh, yes,’ I said absently. ‘I know Katy.’ 
‘And not only will we have a movie star, but Spud Butler’s arriving in a few days too.’
Spud Butler was an Australian country singer who was coming to Cape Carson as part of the Cupcake Festival. The festival's highlight would be his live performance on Percy Street of his song Mabel’s Cupcake Shuffle. The town was trying to set a world record for the most people dancing to the song. 
‘Yep,’ I said. ‘Great.’ 
Harry’s eyes fixed on me. ‘Okay,’ he said. ‘What is it?’
‘What?’
‘I can tell when something’s going on.’
I groaned. ‘Okay, Harry. You know I’ve met Katy Dark once before.’
‘That’s right. So you said.’
‘What I didn’t mention was that the meeting didn’t quite go as expected. You know that photo of Katy? The skirt picture?’
‘The skirt—’ Harry stopped as realisation slowly spread across his face. ‘You’re kidding. That was you?’
I’d been an entertainment reporter back then. Most of my interviews had been with movie and television stars—and I’d spoken to some of the biggies over the years. The Melbourne paper I worked for had sent me to Sydney to interview Katy. Unfortunately, the flight had been late, and I’d driven like a madwoman to get to the hotel in time. Just as I arrived, I was dismayed to see Katy and her entourage leaving the hotel lobby. 
I raced across the lobby. By then, Katy had headed up a flight of stairs to the mezzanine. When I started up after her, I stepped on her skirt. 
‘She was wearing this long, flowing thing,’ I said. ‘Horribly impractical. Anyway, I stepped on it, and she kept going. It got pulled down and…’
Well, if anyone had ever wondered what Katy Dark’s bare butt looked like, they need wonder no longer. To make matters worse, a press photographer had taken a photo at that exact moment. 
This had been published in just about every newspaper in Australia and even made the nightly news.
I blushed. I had a clumsiness gene, but it usually only affected me. This had affected Katy and her entire career. Maybe the worst part was the expression on Katy’s face. After her initial astonishment, she’d turned with a look of utter fury. If looks could kill, I wouldn’t have survived the day. Her security guard immediately formed a barrier between us as she pulled her skirt back up. Then Katy and her entourage had continued up the stairs, ignoring my desperate apologies. 
Needless to say, I didn’t get an interview. 
Harry had contacted her publicist, Cindy Hillspring, and talked her into having a journalist around while Katy visited Cape Carson. My job was to keep a diary of events during her visit: places she went, people she met, how she spent her time. 
Katy probably had no idea who they were sending. Had she known…
‘She might not remember you,’ Harry said gently. ‘Even if she does, maybe she’ll rise to the occasion. You know. Forgive and forget.’ 
‘Maybe.’ 
I wasn’t convinced. 
‘Of course,’ Harry continued. ‘This week, we’ve got the age-old news problem: there’s either nothing happening, or everything’s happening at once.’
‘You mean the Cupcake Festival? And Spud Butler?’ 
Harry stroked his chin. ‘The festival’s one of the biggest events of the year. I’ve got Jay covering a lot of the stories.’ Jay Patel, our junior reporter in the office, usually covered sports but was filling in while I shadowed Katy. ‘And I’m quite busy at the moment with er…paperwork.’ He pointed vaguely at some pages on his desk. ‘There’s only so much a man can do.’
‘Okay.’ Where was this going? I was already spending the week with Katy Dark as well as interviewing Spud Butler. ‘Do you need help with something?’ 
‘I was hoping you’d say that. Jay can handle the stories around the festival: the contest, the parade, and the world record attempt. So, if you can judge the Cupcake Contest, then I can—’
My jaw dropped. ‘Wait a minute,’ I interrupted. ‘Judge the Cupcake Contest? Harry, I can’t do that. You know what that’s like!’
‘Which is why we need a level headed individual—’
‘Harry, if blood is going to be shed, it’ll be over cupcakes.’
‘All you need do is pick a winner.’ Harry said it as if he were describing how to make a sandwich. ‘I’d judge myself, but I’ve done it eight years running, and I feel the festival needs someone new.’ He picked up some random pages. ‘And I’ve got these…er, papers to look after.’ 
‘Those are last month’s fishing reports,’ I said. ‘Can’t you find someone else? I’m not even in town.’ 
‘You’ll be at the lighthouse. It’s two minutes up the road. You can hang out with Katy and then pop down to do a spot of judging.’
‘Pop down to do a spot of judging?’
‘You’re making it sound like an onerous task.’
‘Really? Because it’s worse than onerous! I’d rather have my appendix taken out with a spoon! Don’t you get death threats? Hate mail? Bribes?’
Harry waved away my concerns. ‘Some people take it all a bit too seriously,’ he said. ‘You just need to remain true to your beliefs. Pick the entry you think deserves to win.’ He leaned closer. ‘Although, a word of advice. Try not to pick anyone you know.’
‘Try not…’ I stared at him. ‘Harry. I know half the town.’ 
Harry sighed. ‘I know,’ he said. ‘Good luck with that. By the way, the contest’s at the Scout Hall again this year. I’ve rung the Cupcake Committee and told them you’re dropping in today.’
‘Really?’ I said, frowning. ‘You told them I’m dropping in? How did you know I’d agree to judge?’ 
‘Because you can always be relied on to do what’s right,’ Harry said. ‘That’s why everyone loves you.’
Grumbling to myself, I went to my desk, where Jay and Ellie were speaking. Jay was holding out a plate of cupcakes to Ellie Applegate, the twenty-two-year-old who looked after social media, advertising, and the paper’s website. 
‘I’m not sure,’ Ellie was saying. 
‘Not sure about what?’ I asked, plonking down on my chair. I still had to finish a piece on the festival's history before leaving early for the day. Then I needed to meet with the Cupcake Committee and head home to pack a few things before joining Katy Dark’s entourage. 
Jay pointed to the cupcakes. ‘My mother’s been baking,’ he said. ‘She has finally perfected her recipe.’
‘Oh?’ The cupcakes were very yellow. ‘What type are they?’ 
‘Curry.’ 
‘Curry cupcakes? You’re kidding.’
‘Not at all. They’re nice. Try one.’
He offered the plate. It was a little early in the day for sweets, but I cautiously took a bite. ‘That’s…actually not too bad,’ I said. ‘In fact, it’s pretty good.’ 
Encouraged by the fact that I hadn’t fallen down dead, Ellie picked up one and tried it. ‘Hmm,’ she said. ‘Surprisingly tasty.’
‘Your mother may have redefined what a cupcake can be.’ Ellie grabbed another cupcake and made good her escape as I turned to my computer. After a moment, I realised that Jay’s gaze was still on me. ‘Was there something else?’ 
‘My mother would love to win the contest.’ 
‘I’m sure she would.’ 
‘She’s asked if you’d like to come for dinner.’
That’s odd, I thought. I’d met Jay’s parents, but they’d never invited me to dinner before. 
‘Hang on,’ I said, frowning. ‘Did Harry tell you that I’m judging the cupcake contest?’
‘He might have mentioned it. Anyway, Mum asked me to tell you about her cousin Aakesh. He’s very wealthy and seeking a wife.’
I sat back from my desk. ‘Jay,’ I said. ‘Is your mother trying to bribe me?’
‘No!’ Jay said. ‘That would be…well…okay, it’s a kind of bribe. But I met Aakesh when he came to Australia. He’s very charming. Only twenty-four and just started as an engineer—’
‘Twenty-four?’ I groaned. ‘I’m old enough to be his mother! And, Jay, I will not be bribed. The cupcake contest is supposed to unite the town in the spirit of friendly competition.’
‘Really? My mother calls it a battle of survival with the weak being crushed underfoot while the strong prevail.’
‘Well, she’s…well…I’m busy.’ I turned back to my computer. ‘I’ve got to finish this story.’
‘Sure,’ Jay said, offering the plate again. ‘Another?’
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It ended up being a longer day than I’d expected. 
I got out of the office just before three. From there, I headed down to the beach. Some days I just had to clear my head before I did anything else, and this was one of those times. Trixie tore past me and chased seagulls across the sand as I wandered along the coastal path. A tepid breeze blew in from the sea. The water was calm, and the sky above it, a sheet of turquoise blue. A fishing boat rounded the breakwater and arrowed for the fisherman’s wharf. 
I drew a deep breath. 
This is the life.
I called to Trixie, and she came bounding back. ‘You’re a naughty dog,’ I admonished, laughing. ‘Those seagulls will be forever scarred.’
She gave an answering bark before she glanced up the beach at a figure on the path. 
I wasn’t expecting to see you, I thought. 
‘Hey George,’ I said. 
My ex-husband nodded. His hands were sunk deep into his jacket, and he hadn’t shaved. He’d put on weight too. 
Considering he’d recently come back to live in Cape Carson, it was surprising that I hadn’t seen him much. 
‘You busy?’ he asked. 
I wasn’t sure if he meant right at this moment or life in general, so I just nodded. ‘Lots of stuff’s happening,’ I said. ‘You keeping okay?’ 
George nodded absently. ‘Fine,’ he said. ‘Everything’s great.’
‘Really?’ We’d been married a long time, and I could always tell when he was unhappy. ‘You seem a little down.’
‘It’s nothing. Really.’ He stopped. ‘Blossom’s in New South Wales.’
‘For how long?’ This sounded final. ‘What’s she doing there?’
‘She’s on a retreat with Madame Topaz.’ 
‘Madame—who?’
‘The woman specialises in healing harmonic vibration…I don’t know…of gems or something.’
‘Right.’ I tried to feel glee at George’s dismay. He had—after all—broken my heart and wrecked our twenty-year marriage. Yet, I couldn’t muster up a feeling of hatred. All I felt was a little sad. 
‘Would you like to do dinner one night?’ he asked. 
‘What?’ 
‘Dinner? There’s that Thai place? What’s it called? Super Thai?’
It was the last place I wanted to go for a meal. Not only was it overpriced, but also a dive. Still, I didn’t want to argue. 
‘Sure,’ I said, trying to keep my voice neutral. ‘When?’ 
We coordinated calendars and set a date. George headed off, and I went back up the road to my 2005 red Wrangler jeep. It was only as I climbed in, and Trixie had jumped in next to me, that I thought about what I’d just agreed to. 
‘Oh, Trixie,’ I said. ‘I can’t believe I just did that. I’m going to dinner with George.’
Trixie barked. 
‘Is that a good bark or a bad bark?’ 
She barked again. 
‘I’ll take it as bad,’ I said. ‘And I don’t blame you one bit.’
My jeep started on its third attempt. I’d been having a few problems with it for a while. Well, quite a while. 
I drove through town, turning onto Lennon Street, where the old Scout Hall sat nestled under gumtrees. The place was operating as the exhibition space for the cupcake contest. 
It was a lovely big old building. My footsteps reverberated on the huon pine floorboards as I entered. Scouting paraphernalia hung on the walls: the Scout Promise, faded knot charts, photos of camps from years gone by, and maps of local bushwalking trails. Stored on the rafters above were battered canoes, tents, and boxes of dusty Christmas decorations. 
The cupcake committee was huddled in what appeared to be an all too serious discussion. Wanda Gibson was the committee president. She had run the local library for thirty years before Kim took over as head librarian. Wanda had her arms crossed and was glaring at Sharon Costa, the wife of Giuseppe Costa, one of the area’s biggest property developers. Sharon was a tall, buxom woman whereas Wanda was built like a bulldog. They could not have been more different. 
The committee’s third member was Reverend Raymond Tyler, the vicar from the Cape Carson Anglican Church. He was a small, twiglike man who had short-cropped grey hair and held his hands as if delivering a sermon. 
‘—reach agreement on the simple things,’ he was saying. ‘Then we can move on to more complex matters.’ 
‘Complex!’ Sharon snapped. ‘We’re talking about how to arrange tables in a hall.’
‘They’ve always been laid out in a herringbone pattern,’ Wanda replied. ‘For the entire fifty-nine year history of the festival. Do you want to create a riot?’
‘Really? Over the layout of tables?’
Reverend Tyler tried to intervene. ‘Some people take these things quite seriously. They don’t—’
‘Rosie!’ Wanda bellowed as she spotted me. ‘So glad you’re here. We need the insight of a local with a discerning eye.’
The group bore down on me like a pack of hungry wolves. 
Oh, dear. 
‘Now here is a real issue,’ Sharon said. ‘Nothing against you, Rosie, but I’m not sure you should be judging the contest.’ 
I was about to agree with her when Wanda cut me off. 
‘Why not?’ Wanda demanded loudly. ‘Rosie’s a local and an intelligent woman to boot!’ 
‘The judge should be a local,’ Sharon said as if I weren’t standing right in front of her. ‘And Rosie’s only a relative newcomer to the area.’
‘But she did marry a local boy,’ Wanda pointed out. 
‘But they’re now divorced,’ Sharon said. 
‘But her daughter Amanda is also a resident.’
‘But Amanda did not grow up in the area.’
‘But Amanda’s husband Tom did and—’
‘Ladies,’ Reverend Tyler interrupted, conveying infinite blessings on them again. ‘If we can stay focused on the table setup—’
‘All right,’ Sharon said, giving up. ‘We’ll have to take what we can get.’ 
‘—although it is a shame Harry can’t make it this year,’ the Reverend continued. ‘He’s been such a good judge. There’s no way he can be convinced?’ 
‘He is experienced,’ Wanda pointed out. 
I stared at the three faces. The last thing I felt like doing was judging the Cupcake Contest. At the same time, I didn’t like being kicked out of the job before I’d even started. 
‘Harry can’t make it this year,’ I said. ‘He’s…indisposed. Very busy with…things. I’m the judge, and I want to remind you that we’re raising money for the local hospital.’
‘Then we need a final word on the table layout,’ Wanda said. 
I glanced about the hall. ‘It’s usually in a herringbone?’ 
‘It is.’ 
‘Then you should stick with it.’ 
Wanda smiled. Sharon grimaced. Reverend Tyler shot a grateful look towards Heaven. 
Sharon began. ‘This town needs to get with the twenty-first century—’ 
‘Anyway,’ Wanda bulldozed over her loudly. ‘A decision’s been made, and we must abide. Rosie, do you have a copy of the manual?’ 
‘Manual?’ 
‘The Cupcake Judging manual. You can’t judge without it.’
Taking my look of confusion as no, Wanda dove into her bag, dragged out a thick leather-bound folder and thrust it into my hands. A growing sense of dread enveloped me as I turned to page one. The contents page listed thirty-eight chapters with topics as diverse as texture, colour, flavour, moistness, sponginess, decorative value, and positivity index. 
‘What’s this?’ I asked as my gaze narrowed on a heading. ‘Inappropriate Decorations?’ 
‘Cupcakes may not be adorned or topped with images of an offensive nature,’ Wanda explained firmly. ‘Section Fourteen. Paragraph nine.’  
‘What does that mean?’ I asked, sitting the folder down. ‘Exactly?’
‘Three years ago, we had a young lady who entered cupcakes with images of, shall we say, parts of the body best kept behind closed doors.’ 
‘Huh?’ 
Sharon smirked. ‘Boobs.’ 
‘I see.’ 
Reverend Tyler dived in. ‘It’s not just…er, inappropriate body imagery,’ he said. ‘But any imagery that is offensive.’ He paused. ‘I’ll just say it: images of witchcraft should not be promoted.’
‘Witches can be fun,’ I said. ‘At Halloween—’
‘Oh, that’s all light-hearted,’ the reverend said, waving away my concerns. ‘But some people are just trying to push their own agenda.’ 
‘Which people?’ 
‘Exactly. Witch people.’
I laughed, then realised Reverend Tyler was looking at me reproachfully. 
‘We have a group of witches in town,’ he said, lowering his voice. ‘A coven.’ 
‘Really? I had no idea. I should interview them sometime.’ 
‘Oh no! We don’t want to promote them.’
Actually, they sounded like an intriguing topic for a story, but before I could express that opinion, my phone buzzed. I checked it: a reminder that I had to head home and pack before meeting Katy Dark. ‘I’d





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    
      Contents


    

    
      
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        1.
        
        Chapter 1
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        2.
        
        Chapter 2
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        3.
        
        Chapter 3
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        4.
        
        Chapter 4
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        5.
        
        Chapter 5
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        6.
        
        Chapter 6
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        7.
        
        Chapter 7
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        8.
        
        Chapter 8
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        9.
        
        Chapter 9
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        10.
        
        Chapter 10
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        11.
        
        Chapter 11
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        12.
        
        Chapter 12
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        13.
        
        Chapter 13
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        14.
        
        Chapter 14
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        15.
        
        Chapter 15
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        16.
        
        Chapter 16
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        17.
        
        Chapter 17
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        18.
        
        Chapter 18
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        19.
        
        Chapter 19
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        20.
        
        Chapter 20
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        21.
        
        Chapter 21
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        22.
        
        Chapter 22
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        23.
        
        Chapter 23
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        24.
        
        Chapter 24
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        25.
        
        Chapter 25
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        26.
        
        Chapter 26
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        27.
        
        Chapter 27
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        28.
        
        Chapter 28
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        29.
        
        Chapter 29
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        30.
        
        Chapter 30
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
      


    
  



OEBPS/images/c2d01e24-b342-4e39-8e6d-3f3c825eb46e.jpeg
DARRELL PITT

R ings,
Reelks
and
Murder

A ROSIE RYAN COZY MYSTERY
BOOK TWO








