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      "An atmospheric mystery with a heart! Murder on the Canvas is not only a gripping whodunit but also a love letter to art and creativity. Cassandra Fairweather is a character you’ll root for—she’s sharp, compassionate, and full of surprises. The perfect cozy read for a rainy afternoon!"

      

      
        
        ~ Samantha L

      

      

      "This book has everything I love about the cozy mystery genre: a picturesque setting, a cast of quirky suspects, and a clever sleuth. The art retreat is the perfect backdrop for a murder mystery, and the twists and turns kept me hooked. I can't wait for the next book in the series!”

      

      
        
        ~ Emily R

      

      

      

      “Brilliantly plotted and filled with rich, atmospheric details. I loved the interplay of art and mystery—it added so much depth to the story. The suspects are multidimensional, and the reveal was as satisfying as it was surprising. Highly recommend”

      
        
        ~ Megan W.
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      When small-town politics turn toxic, one artist discovers that beauty can’t always hide the truth.

      When a local mayoral candidate’s billboards are repeatedly slashed and defaced, artist and amateur sleuth Cassandra Fairweather can’t help but notice the ugliness beneath Willow Hollow’s picture-perfect charm. But when that same candidate—Dawn Smoulders, a woman both admired and despised—is found dead at her campaign headquarters, Cassandra’s quiet Montana valley erupts with suspicion.

      As Sheriff Tom Archer investigates, whispers ripple through town: jealous rivals, betrayed lovers, bitter artists, even a troubled teen prodigy with a sketchbook full of eerie drawings. Each clue pulls Cassandra deeper into a tangled web of secrets, ambition, and revenge.

      Armed with intuition, compassion, and her artist’s eye for hidden patterns, Cassandra begins to see what others miss—the truth concealed in color, shadow, and brushstroke. But when she discovers fingerprints linking a beloved student to the murder, she must confront her deepest fear: what if innocence can be manipulated as easily as paint on a canvas?

      Set against the sweeping beauty of Montana, Murder on the Campaign Trail is a story of art and empathy, redemption and ruin—a cozy mystery where every portrait hides a motive, and every heart carries a secret.
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      The children called her Miss Marian.

      Every Tuesday afternoon, they gathered in the small sunny room at Willow Hollow’s therapy practice. The shelves were lined with paint pots and picture books, a basket of fidget toys sat by the door, and a giant jigsaw puzzle sprawled across the low table. Marian Lake had a gift: she could coax laughter from the shyest child, quiet the storm inside the loudest, and make each one feel seen. Parents whispered in gratitude. Teachers sighed in relief. The whole town quietly agreed—Miss Marian was a blessing.

      Marian never thought of herself that way. She was tall, almost willowy, with long blonde hair she usually swept into a loose knot and pale green eyes that turned soft when she listened. She had the kind of slim, natural beauty that turned heads, though she never seemed aware of it. Her cardigans were often smudged with paint from a child’s hand, her shoes scuffed from kneeling on the floor beside them.

      Dawn Smoulders noticed, though.

      Dawn stood barely five foot two, her coarse shoulder-length hair dyed a flat, inky black, straightened within an inch of its life. Grey roots betrayed her age no matter how often she booked her salon touch-ups. Beside Marian, Dawn always felt… diminished. Forgotten. She never forgave her for it.

      That morning, Dawn swept into the practice, her heels clicking too loudly, her perfume cloying. “Marian, a word,” she snapped, not bothering to close the office door. Her smile was wide and politician-polished, but her eyes were cold, sharklike.

      Marian set down a drawing a young boy had proudly given her—stick figures holding hands beneath a rainbow. “Of course, Dawn. What’s the matter?”

      “The matter,” Dawn purred, adjusting her silk scarf as though she were on stage, “is that the government funding we receive needs to be redirected. Efficiency, you understand. New optics. We can’t be seen wasting resources on long-winded ‘play therapy.’” She made air quotes with her manicured fingers. “What the voters want is measurable outcomes.”

      Marian blinked. “The outcomes are children sleeping through the night without terrors. Parents who can finally breathe. Students who aren’t being suspended. These aren’t numbers, Dawn—they’re lives.”

      Dawn’s smile sharpened. “You’re a lovely woman, Marian, but too soft. I’ve decided to terminate your position. Effective immediately.”

      The words dropped like stones. Outside the office door, two teenagers froze, one clutching a stress ball Marian had given her. The rumor spread before lunch—Miss Marian had been fired, without warning, without reason.

      Dawn’s version of the story, of course, was different. She spoke of “restructuring” and “strategic redirection.” She preened at Chamber of Commerce luncheons and boasted about her fiscal responsibility. She made sure every local reporter caught her soundbites, carefully rehearsed in the mirror.

      Behind her lacquered facade, though, she was already siphoning government funds meant for children’s therapy into her mayoral campaign. The few who suspected stayed silent. Dawn had a way of ruining reputations with a single phone call.

      And so, the town simmered. Parents seethed. Children acted out. And among them was a girl named Harper Jennings, who clenched her fists and muttered under her breath, Somebody has to stop her.
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            TOWN HALL DEBATE

          

        

      

    

    
      The billowing flag hung crookedly above the stage in Willow Hollow’s Town Hall, the red, white, and blue ribbons curling at their edges as though exhausted by the mayoral campaign already. Folding chairs scraped across the timber floor as the townsfolk squeezed into every row, clutching thermoses and programs, the air thick with the scent of anticipation. The mayoral debate had always been part politics, part theatre—and tonight promised to be both.

      Cassandra Fairweather sat halfway down the aisle, her sketchbook balanced on her knees. She had come, as she often did, not because she cared for the bluster of small-town politics, but because people fascinated her—their gestures, their half-hidden emotions, their masks. And no one in Willow Hollow wore a mask quite like Dawn Smoulders.

      Dawn stepped onto the stage as though it were her rightful place. Her black hair, coarse and over-straightened, gleamed under the hall’s fluorescent lights. Cassandra caught the dull gray roots glinting beneath the dye, the way a badly concealed secret sometimes gleamed beneath a smile. Dawn’s crimson blazer was cut sharp, the kind of statement that said I mean business—and that she did, though no one in Willow Hollow had yet agreed on whose business she meant.

      She approached the podium with her usual self-assured strut, her smile as tight as stretched plastic. “Friends,” she began, her voice syrupy, “it’s so good to see all your familiar faces tonight. We’re here because we care—about Willow Hollow, about our future, about our children.”

      Cassandra’s pencil moved, tracing the arc of Dawn’s hand mid-gesture. She had an artist’s instinct for noticing what others missed: the tension in Dawn’s jaw, the minute flicker in her left eye when she spoke the word children.

      If anyone else saw it, they didn’t show it. The townsfolk leaned forward, caught by the performance. Only Ginny Fletcher, the other candidate, seemed immune. Sitting beside her, Ginny looked every bit the picture of wholesome sincerity—soft curls, pastel cardigan, the glow of a woman who baked her own bread and said her prayers. But Cassandra had painted enough portraits to know sweetness could be as much a weapon as a knife.

      When it was Ginny’s turn to speak, she stood with gentle confidence, a modest smile tugging at her lips. “Our town doesn’t need more divisions,” she said, her voice calm. “It needs healing. It needs transparency.”

      The audience hummed its approval.

      Dawn’s smile faltered just a touch. Cassandra noticed the twitch of her fingers on the podium, the way she pressed the papers beneath her palms as though to still herself. The move was small, practiced—but to Cassandra it screamed insecurity.

      She turned a page in her sketchbook, shading in Dawn’s face with quick, sure strokes. Beside her, Henrietta Hart, her friend and part-time gossip correspondent, leaned in. “You’re catching her essence,” Henrietta whispered. “All frost and fakery.”

      Cassandra didn’t answer. She was watching something else now—movement by the aisle.

      A teenage girl lingered near the back of the hall, her body half-turned toward the exit as if she might bolt at any moment. She clutched a sketchbook to her chest, the edges worn soft from use. Harper Jennings. Cassandra recognized her from the art retreat’s children’s program—bright, intense, and painfully observant. Harper’s eyes, quick as birds, were fixed on Dawn.

      Every few seconds, her hand darted across her page, capturing something—a curve of light, the angle of a frown. Cassandra felt a pang of recognition. She knew that kind of concentration. It was how artists protected themselves: by watching instead of feeling.

      The debate rolled on. Dawn promised efficiency, Ginny countered with empathy. The crowd shifted and murmured, clapping at intervals that revealed where loyalties lay. Cassandra’s gaze kept returning to Harper, whose pencil had grown more furious, her lips pressed tight as she drew.

      And then it happened—so quickly that Cassandra might have missed it if she hadn’t been watching.

      A man in a plaid jacket leaned down near the stage, pretending to retrieve something from his bag. When he rose, he placed a folded piece of paper on the edge of Dawn’s podium and disappeared into the crowd.

      Dawn’s words stumbled for a beat. She reached down, fingers brushing the note. Cassandra watched her eyes narrow slightly as she read. For one raw second, the polished mask slipped—the veneer cracked, revealing something jagged and human beneath.

      Then it was gone. Dawn tucked the paper neatly under her prepared remarks and lifted her head, smiling wider than before.

      “Together,” she said, voice trembling just faintly, “we can make Willow Hollow stronger than ever.”

      The crowd applauded, a few rose to their feet. Henrietta clapped politely. Cassandra didn’t. Her pencil hovered above the page, indecisive. There were moments when art could catch truth, but this—this was something else entirely.

      She glanced back toward the door. Harper Jennings was gone. Her seat sat empty, sketchbook forgotten on the floor. Cassandra bent, retrieving it before someone could step on it. The page was still damp from graphite dust. Dawn’s face stared back at her—perfectly rendered, except for the eyes.

      Harper had drawn them hollow.

      And just above the image, in neat, careful letters, she had written:

      SOMEBODY HAS TO STOP HER.

      Cassandra shut the sketchbook gently, the sound drowned by applause. She glanced once more at Dawn Smoulders—who now glowed beneath the stage lights like a woman who believed she’d already won—and felt the first chill of something dark threading its way through Willow Hollow.
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