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      For my mum.

      I’ll always miss you.

      Love you to the moon and back.

      xoxoxo
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        A star chef. A cutthroat competition. And a killer stirring up trouble.

      

        

      
        Celebrity chef Lyra St. Claire has it all—adoring fans, a red-hot career, and Cinnamon, her sharp-nosed beagle with a knack for sniffing out more than just snacks. But during a high-stakes cooking contest, her agent suddenly vanishes… and a rival competitor turns up dead.

      

        

      
        With paparazzi swarming, egos clashing, and dangerous secrets simmering beneath the surface, Lyra must rely on quick thinking, culinary skills, and Cinnamon’s keen nose to uncover the truth. Because someone in this cutthroat contest is serving up more than drama—they’re dishing out murder.

      

        

      
        As the stakes rise, Lyra realizes her reputation—and her life—are both on the chopping block. Can she solve the mystery before the final course is served, or will she become the next victim in this deadly recipe?

      

        

      
        [image: paw prints] A fast-paced culinary cozy mystery filled with suspense, humor, and one determined beagle on the case—perfect for fans of celebrity chef scandals, foodie sleuths, and dog-loving detectives!

      

        

      
        You’ll  find a great recipe at the end of the book!
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      Lyra St. Claire was in her element, piping swirls of buttercream onto cupcakes in the Portland Hotel suite she frequently leased. Her beagle, Cinnamon, lounged nearby, ever hopeful for a sugary mishap.

      The frosting bag slipped from Lyra’s grip as Maggie Parker, her assistant, burst into the room like a whirlwind. The bag arced through the air, landing with a splat on Cinnamon’s head. A thick line of frosting dripped between the dog’s caramel-colored eyes, but before Lyra could react, a quick swipe of Cinnamon’s tongue cleaned up half the mess.

      “Good thing it wasn’t chocolate frosting,” Lyra quipped, stooping to reclaim the frosting bag. “What’s got you in a frenzy, Mags?”

      Cinnamon seemed utterly unbothered by the incident, her tail wagging as she sat at Lyra’s feet, waiting for the inevitable cupcake crumb. The mostly white beagle’s back was dappled with a warm brown hue, as if a shaker of cinnamon had been tipped over her as a pup. Though her coat had since faded to a lighter, biscuit-like shade, her name had long since stuck. Besides, Lyra thought with a grin, Cinnamon had a much sweeter ring to it than Biscuit.

      When Lyra glanced up, Maggie was leaning heavily on the kitchen counter, her face pale.

      “Mags, you don’t look well. Are you sick?”

      Maggie shook her head. “I wish there was an easy way to say this. There’s been an accident at the contestants’ hotel.”

      “An accident?” Lyra frowned. “Did someone get burned?” It wouldn’t be surprising, given the high-stakes cooking contest she was judging in Boise. Burns were an unfortunate occupational hazard. “Please tell me they’re okay.”

      Maggie’s grimace said otherwise. “Justine Long fell from her balcony. She’s... dead.”

      Lyra’s breath caught. “Oh no. Do they know what happened?”

      “Not yet,” Maggie replied, shaking her head again. “She went back to her room after the practice session. The police are there, but it’ll take time to question everyone.”

      “The other contestants must be in shock. I should go back and check on them.”

      “Your agent contacted me,” Maggie said, stopping her. “Symon wants you to stay here in Portland. He said the police will come by to talk to you later. That’s all he told me. I’m sorry.”

      Lyra frowned. “Symon phoned you? Why didn’t he contact me?”

      Maggie screwed up her nose. “I was surprised too. The contestant’s hotel manager called the producer, and he called Symon. Your agent might not have bothered to come on this trip, but you know how tuned in he is to everything that’s going on.”

      Lyra knew exactly what Maggie meant. Symon’s finger was firmly on the pulse of every detail of her career—whether she wanted it or not. He should have called her himself, but she couldn’t deny it was a relief not to have him around when his presence upset everyone. Including Cinnamon.

      Full of reasons for what he expected of her while ignoring her suggestions, she’d bet a strawberry cheesecake he already knew exactly what had happened but was thinking of damage control and not Justine, her family, or the other contestants.

      She dialed Symon’s number, which clicked to voice mail almost immediately. Clearly she wouldn’t get any information from him until he was good and ready, but she desperately needed to know more. She was involved whether he liked it or not, and felt responsible for all the contestants’ well-being.

      Lyra was well-known as a celebrity chef, and her TV show, A Lesson with Lyra, featured guests who were also celebrities. Her platform was the girl-next-door who could teach anyone to cook recipes packed with flavor.

      She also hosted regional cooking contests. Boise was the last one and the competition was fierce. After that, the winners of each leg would appear in a grand final held here in Portland. She’d unfortunately had to make the extra trips back and forth to do various pre-show promotions.

      Lyra snatched up a cloth and wiped the counter vigorously. “This is tragic. She was so talented, and destined to do well, but I can admit to you that I wasn’t particularly fond of Justine. Her abrasive personality made her unpopular with everyone, and sometimes she was downright cruel. I personally witnessed her ‘accidentally’ knocking other contestants’ dishes over on more than one occasion and had to step in.” Lyra paused, cloth in hand. “Surely, another contestant didn’t have anything to do with her death?”

      Maggie frowned. “Do you mean is this a did she fall or was she pushed scenario?”

      “Exactly. Because I can’t believe Justine would take her own life when she had so much to live for.” The words came out a little shaky. “If there was an argument and Justine lost her footing—that’s one thing. But what if that wasn’t the case?”

      “Wow. You think someone wanted retribution? I guess anything’s possible.” Maggie let that sink in before adding, “We’re back there in a few days for the final. I’m sure you’ll know more by then either via the papers or if Symon gets in contact.”

      The counter couldn’t be any cleaner, and, needing something to do, Lyra finished frosting the last of the cupcakes. “That’s true, although, if it was foul play, they might cancel the rest of the contest.”

      Leaning over the tray, Maggie followed each swirl with fascination. “They never have after an accident. Then again, no one died before.”

      “Thank goodness. But however the death happened, it will be hard for the rest of them to continue.” Lyra shook her head at her assistant. “I don’t know how you can eat, but help yourself. I’ll make coffee.”

      “Food makes me feel better when I’m upset.” Maggie grabbed a cupcake and sniffed in appreciation. “Mmmm, chocolate.”

      Lyra couldn’t argue with the reasoning. “Chocolate with a twist. Made especially for you.”

      Cinnamon, now miraculously clean, padded around the counter to Maggie for a scratch, big eyes glued to the cupcake.

      “Poor Cin. I’d give you some if I was allowed.”

      “She knows she can’t have chocolate. Although, it doesn’t stop her from wishing I’d drop more than the frosting.”

      Lyra made coffee, and they sat companionably at the counter.

      “These are so good.” Maggie nonchalantly reached for a second cupcake.

      “I knew you’d love the caramel center, but perhaps you could save one or two for Dan.”

      Her driver, who did anything else required, would be here soon, and he loved all of Lyra’s baking. Between these two, she had discerning taste testers on hand whenever she needed them, and, along with Cinnamon, they took her mind off the troubles which had lately escalated.

      Maggie reached for a napkin and dabbed her mouth, the beagle still at her feet in case a few crumbs happened her way. Suddenly, Cinnamon ran to the door, and then a knock sounded. It was Maggie who checked the peephole and admitted the police while Lyra calmed her nerves by wiping the counter some more and making a fresh pot of coffee.

      Maggie had done her best to take Lyra’s mind off Justine, but if she were honest, she’d barely been distracted. There were so many unanswered questions, and she hoped the officers had answers.
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      Returning to Boise was hard, but necessary. The mercifully short flight took them over the small-town of Fairview which had once been her home. Lyra peered out the window to catch a glimpse. Though she hadn’t been back in years, and lived in a lavish apartment in LA, a part of her would always miss the familiar crisscross of roads, the lake, and sense of peace that had been lacking since she left.

      As soon as they landed her driver collected the delivered limousine and took them straight to the contestant’s hotel. It wasn’t super fancy, but, as Lyra could attest, when you were young and struggling to find your way, a hotel that had working elevators and clean towels every day was amazing.

      Not all the contestants fit into the financially challenged category. Justine Long certainly didn’t, and, according to Lyra’s agent, her parents were out for retribution. Maybe they deserved it, but from whom or what, no one seemed to know, which made things doubly upsetting—and awkward.

      The police believed Justine committed suicide, so Symon sent her into the fray to do damage control. He played to her weakness of caring and wanting to make things right with the excuse that he was too busy.

      Too busy to do his job? Lyra swallowed her anger and slipped out of the cab after Maggie. None of this was the contestants’ fault, and she worried how it was affecting them.

      Nodding to the concierge, who was expecting them, they hurried to the elevator and rode it to the next floor. Maggie had arranged for the manager to let them use the conference room so Lyra could speak to the contestants together.

      Some were tearful, while others paced the room, but they were all there. “Thanks so much for coming this morning. I know Justine’s death is a terrible thing to come to terms with, and I’m proud of you for not quitting.” She looked at each of them, having already decided to be completely honest no matter that Symon had told her what to say. “You have every right to be upset by this and what the media are reporting about it not being an accident, despite what the police say.”

      A dark-haired contestant sat at a table chewing her nails. “They don’t know for certain that it wasn’t,” she muttered.

      “Do you know something that would prove there was foul play, Ashley? This is important. I don’t want anyone else to get hurt, and I’m sure you don’t either,” Lyra implored.

      Ashley’s mouth quivered. “I only know what we all do. Justine bagged you the whole time. She was jealous of anyone who got more airtime than her, but she truly couldn’t stand you.”

      Lyra grimaced. The police might find that interesting, and she wondered what Ashley had told them. “Do you know why?”

      “Isn’t it obvious? You have everything she wanted and was determined to get no matter how many people she had to step on.”

      Lyra’s skin prickled. “Did she do anything about her dislike of me?”

      “Ashley, you don’t have any proof,” Cameron Willett gently admonished his fellow contestant. Older than the rest but younger than Lyra, he was a favorite because of his kindness. Always looking out for the ones who struggled, he’d never had a cross word with any of them, as far as she knew.

      “Maybe not,” Ashley continued, “but we all know it was Justine who let that paparazzi guy onto the set when Lyra banned him.”

      “That is true,” he admitted.

      Lyra’s mouth was suddenly dry. “You mean Duane Buchanan?”

      Ashley nodded. “The day after that, there was a write-up on Justine and how she was the favorite to win.”

      Lyra’s heart hardened. This was no coincidence. Since she banned him against her agent’s wishes, which hadn’t been easy, Duane was always looking for ways to attack Lyra, and spreading false information was his favorite way to do that. Still, killing a contestant had to be a step too far to get at her. Didn’t it?

      “Then there was the day your soufflé flopped. Before you came on set, I saw her do something to your flour.” Ashley’s lip wobbled. “I’m sorry I didn’t say anything, but she threatened me.”

      “That’s my fault,” Cameron said quietly. “When Ashley told me what she’d seen and that Justine knew, I thought if she stayed quiet, Justine might leave her alone.”

      It took an effort to continue as normal so as not to upset the group more than they were. “Justine was particularly rough on you, Ashley. I should have stepped in, and I’m sorry for that.”

      The young woman sniffed. “I know you tried, and I understand that the producers love all that stuff for the ratings. I just wanted to get through until the end despite her dislike of me. I certainly never harmed her.”

      “No one thinks that.”

      Ashley’s shoulders slumped. “The questions the police asked sure made it sound like they did.”

      “Justine wasn’t liked by any of us, but we don’t think she’d kill herself. She was too intent on beating us and gloating.” Cameron paled. “The rest of us are worried, because if she didn’t throw herself off the building, who did?”

      The other contestants nodded anxiously. Clearly they had discussed this at length and were on the same page. Scared by what this could mean, naturally they wanted to know more—just as she did. While Lyra agreed that it was unlikely a young woman with everything pointing to a standout career as a chef would kill herself, she couldn’t encourage them to do more than stay in the competition. Searching for answers might put them in danger.

      “I hear what you’re saying, but the police have decided it was death by misadventure. Therefore, the producers can resume. The kitchen will be open tomorrow, and I’ve ordered more security until the final episode because of the paparazzi. Please continue to practice, even though I appreciate it will be hard. You’re a great team, and you will get through this.”

      “I don’t know how you live like this.” Ashley sniffed again. “The press and the studio all yelling and giving orders scares me.”

      “Unfortunately, it comes with the territory,” Lyra admitted. “But it’s not all bad. I get to spend time with people such as yourselves, and I love that.”

      Cameron put his arm around Ashley’s shoulder. “We’ll be all right. I’ll look after you.”

      Lyra swallowed hard. “Is everybody else okay?”

      The group nodded with little enthusiasm.

      Cameron smiled gently. “As upset as we are, we won’t let you down, Ms. St. Claire.”

      “Thank you—all of you. Spending so much time together, I’m sure this tragedy affects you all more than the rest of us involved. If anyone needs to talk, you can contact me or this grief counselor.”

      Cameron took the cards she offered and handed them to the others. Sadly, it appeared to be something they would all consider.

      “One last thing. I have a surprise for you. Tonight, you’re having dinner in this room, and you don’t have to lift a finger. If you can, take a little time out of your grief to enjoy the meal and one another’s company.”

      That cheered them up a little, which helped Lyra face her next task—speaking to Justine’s parents. They were meeting in a suite upstairs, and only one thing made this a little easier—Maggie and Cinnamon were coming with her.

      Lyra called them in for a few minutes so Cinnamon could say hi to the contestants. They loved the beagle, and by the time Lyra left, the mood seemed less somber. But in the elevator, after Lyra explained to Maggie what had been said, she was back to needing answers to why Justine had taken her life or who might have orchestrated her death.
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      Maggie knocked on the door and Mr. Long opened it. He was pale except for the red around his eyes. When they entered, Maggie made Cinnamon stay with her while Lyra continued further into the room to where Justine’s parents now stood by the floor-to-ceiling windows. Mrs. Long’s cheeks were tearstained and she glared at Lyra.

      “Thank you for seeing me. I want to say how sorry I am for your loss. We all are.”

      Mr. Long snorted. “I find that hard to believe when the competition is proceeding with no respect for our daughter.”

      Lyra privately agreed but wasn’t successful in swaying the producers. “It was a hard decision to make, but we’re so far through already, and the other contestants wish to continue⁠—”

      “Of course they would now that their biggest threat is gone,” Mrs. Long interrupted tartly.

      Since the other contestants couldn’t hear this, Lyra let the hurtful words slide off her. “Justine was very talented, like so many of the others.”

      “She was better than every one of them and every bit as good as you, but that’s not the point.” Mrs. Long clutched at a silk scarf around her neck. “Our child was left in your care, and now she’s gone.”

      “I appreciate that Justine may have been struggling in this environment, but she never mentioned any issues, and I wasn’t aware of any. If I had known, I would have made sure she had help.”

      “I refuse to believe our daughter killed herself,” her father began, “but if she did, it was due to the stress, and you should have noticed that. We’re going to sue you.”

      “I’m sorry you feel that I’m to blame, Mr. Long. Please let us know the details of Justine’s funeral. I’m sure some of the people attached to the show will wish to come.”

      “As if we would want any of them there. The way my daughter was treated is shameful, and each of you is just as guilty as the next.”

      Lyra chewed her bottom lip for a second. “I don’t think me being here is doing any good. Again, I’m so sorry. Please feel free to use the room for as long as you like. All expenses are taken care of.”

      “So they should be,” Mr. Long muttered, and his wife began to sob.

      Cinnamon whined as they left the couple and waited for the elevator.

      “I’m sorry you didn’t get to use your magic, Cin,” Lyra murmured. “They’re hurting too much right now to let you try.”

      The beagle tilted her head as if weighing that up.

      “You handled that as best you could,” Maggie assured her. “They wouldn’t even look at me, and I didn’t feel I could add anything anyway.”

      “Nothing either of us could say would have made a difference. They need to blame someone, and it’s natural that they see me as the person who should have protected Justine.”

      Maggie pursed her lips. “No other celebrity would front up the way you have. Symon should have been the one dealing with this. Or the producers. Between them they could have found someone to take the heat off you.”

      “You’re not wrong, Mags, but I still would have felt obliged to see Justine’s parents. It’s my name on the show, and I feel a responsibility for what happens on it.”

      “I know, but you didn’t hurt the girl, and if she’d been on any other show, Justine would have been given the boot a month ago for the things she said and did.”

      Lyra nodded but couldn’t shake the feeling that she should have done something when the other incidents happened. Her recipes were perfected before she made them in public, so when one failed, it was not only rare but there had to be a reason that had nothing to do with her. Only, how could she have proven that without causing a huge disruption and upsetting all the contestants? “I’ll be glad when this leg of the contest is over and we can move on to the grand finale in Portland. These heats have been more exhausting than any I remember.”

      “With so much going wrong, I’m not surprised you’re exhausted. I’ll be glad to get home too.” Maggie peered into the lobby as soon as they reached the ground floor. “There’s a bunch of reporters outside, and I’m sure one is Duane Buchanan.” She signaled to the concierge, and he hurried over. “Could you take us out another entrance, please?” she asked him.

      “Certainly.” He led them down a hall and swiped his card at the door. “Do you have a car?”

      “Yes, I’ve messaged the driver. Thank you.”

      Once outside, Lyra sucked in the fresh air before they rushed to the end of the building where her driver waited. It wasn’t until they were on their way that she relaxed into the seat. The familiar warmth of Cinnamon leaning against her was reassuring and settled her thoughts.

      She turned to face her assistant. “I have to do something, Mags. Mainly for the other contestants, but I can’t live with myself if I ignore everything and something else happens. The tragedy will follow them until the show finishes, but after this heat, there’s still the final to get through for the rest of us.”

      “Tell me how I can help.”

      Maggie didn’t hesitate, which made Lyra smile. “I’m going to investigate this myself. Symon will hit the roof if he finds out, so I’d like you to run interference whenever possible.”

      “No problem as long as you promise to stay safe.”

      “I promise. If I could shut the show down, I would, but Symon won’t hear of it.”

      Maggie snorted. “Did you imagine he would? It’s all about the money for him.”

      Lyra nodded. Symon wouldn’t risk them being sued no matter what she said.

      She’d never felt as trapped as she did right now by the job she loved, and the craving for her small hometown of Fairview was growing every day. Or maybe she’d simply been pretending all this time that living a high-pressured existence in LA, and on the road, didn’t get to her anymore.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            3

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      A month later, Lyra’s stomach gave that familiar swirl when she peered out of the elevator. Maggie stood at the hotel lobby door and beckoned her. With the assurance that she wasn’t about to get mobbed, Lyra wrapped the diamond-encrusted leash around her hand and hurried across the foyer with one nosy beagle.

      The doorman tipped his hat as they stepped outside into the sunshine of spring in Portland, and a camera went off in her face. Blinded for a second, Lyra couldn’t see who was behind it and stumbled down a step, gripping the leash of her frightened beagle.

      Maggie caught Lyra’s arm and managed to keep her upright. Her driver appeared on her other side, and between them, they bundled her into her limousine.

      Maggie thrust Cinnamon on Lyra’s lap and climbed in beside her. “Get us out of here, Dan.”

      They pulled away from the curb with a squeal of tires, and Lyra turned in time to catch a glimpse of a man in a dark trench coat. Coal black eyes stayed with her on the drive. Not the color—the hatred in them. She shouldn’t be shocked. Duane Buchanan turned up everywhere she went sooner or later.

      Maggie groaned. “I’m really sorry about that, Lyra. I swear I checked every doorway up and down for thirty feet, and Dan stayed to make sure it remained clear while I went inside to get you.”

      Lyra nodded. Dan was extremely careful, and he’d be upset that Duane had slipped by him. “I know you both did your best. Paparazzi don’t play by the same rules as the rest of the world.”

      “Never knowing when they’ll pop out of the woodwork is driving me crazy, and it’s not just that.” Maggie huffed. “After the incident in Boise, Symon promised to be around to cover all contingencies. I wish you’d find another agent, or at least hire a bodyguard.”

      She’d been saying the same thing for several months, and each time, Lyra felt the truth of her words a little deeper. Especially after Boise.

      All the work she’d done to find the reason Justine died came to nothing. Every contestant insisted Justine was determined to win the competition at all costs, and they all had accounts of threats and interference by her. Since she always appeared so confident, and happy to be in the limelight, nothing indicated Justine was suicidal.

      Lyra also spoke to everyone at the hotel involved with the group, including the concierge and cleaners. They’d already been interviewed by the police and had nothing to add about strangers around the contestants or seeing anything out of place.

      She should have been mollified, but Lyra had a lingering fear that somehow, she was to blame. No matter that her agent told her she was being dramatic, she couldn’t shake the idea that someone wanted to hurt her and, unable to do so, had vented their frustration on an innocent bystander.

      When Symon found out she was asking questions, he was furious. It didn’t stop her, but with no leads, she had to let it go for the sake of the contestants, who were over the scrutiny. It was hard to continue with the heat, but in the end, Cameron Willett was crowned the winner, and the rest of the group seemed happy about that. He made a great speech, thanking Lyra for his opportunity, and mentioned Justine’s talent.

      Now she was back in Portland to cover the finals, and her anxiety was through the roof. All the finalists were clearly talented, but would their aspirations outweigh their sense of fair play, or was she barking up the wrong tree?

      “I’ll deal with the security issue when we get home, Mags. I promise.” Tackling Symon about anything was like walking a tightrope and never pleasant. While he’d done a lot for her, Symon dropped the ball too many times. Constantly unreachable, and with security faltering more with each trip, it was time to have a reckoning. Maggie was right—it was long overdue.

      “I’m holding you to that, because quite frankly, I’m scared for you,” Maggie pressed. “You’ve had recipes go wrong, and valuable gifts have disappeared. Last week you were almost run down, a week prior there was the electrical fault in your restaurant, and now this. You could have broken something if you’d fallen down the rest of those steps.”

      “There are plenty of logical reasons for what happened. The electrical issue might have been lack of maintenance, and I didn’t get more than a couple of scrapes with that car business. The stumble was caused by a photographer’s flash. All those could be bad luck or coincidence.”

      Maggie raised an eyebrow. “You don’t believe that, and neither do I.”

      Lyra sighed, and Cinnamon, who’d been watching attentively, nosed her cheek. Maggie didn’t mention the death of Justine Long. In between the Boise competition and the finals, they’d gone home to LA and the subject was barely raised. It also hadn’t appeared again in the papers after the first wave of headlines and was as if it hadn’t happened. This made her sad and wary. Symon had a lot of sway with the media, but how far did it extend?

      Mentally shaking herself, Lyra knew she couldn’t dwell on this now. It was time to focus solely on today’s competition, and that meant keeping things positive no matter how she felt.

      Luckily, they were at their destination and Portland had turned on a great day. First out of the limo, Maggie stood opposite the door as a shield in case the press had been alerted. Dan chose to stay away from the obvious entrances of the show, and that had clearly worked. The limousine alone attracted attention, and even with her scarf pulled up high, Lyra ran the risk of being spotted. Symon always insisted she play the part of a star, from her makeup and clothes to where she stayed and how she arrived in each city.

      Having Cinnamon with her was another huge giveaway, but they were a duo and rarely out of each other’s sight, so Lyra accepted long ago that privacy hung on a knife edge. That didn’t mean she had to make it easy for the paparazzi.

      Lyra emerged, followed by Cinnamon, who stepped by them to look up and down the street like the good watchdog she was. “Is it safe, girl?”

      “Woof!”

      Lyra grinned at her sweet girl, who was arguably as famous as she was. “I’ll take that as a yes.”

      “Are you sure you’ll be okay from here?” Dan asked.

      He’d already scouted the area and the setup but hated to leave anything to chance.

      “We’ll be fine. Everyone will be around the corner where the stage is, and that’s where they’ll expect me to come from.”

      She knew he watched them for a while before he drove the limousine back down the tree-lined boulevard, and it made her smile. The three of them bypassed the mayor’s offices, which were attached to the courthouse. They rounded the corner where the imposing building showed off its century or two of architectural elegance to the best advantage.

      Maggie led her between the buildings and into the cordoned-off area behind the tent. She was hardly onto the walkway when a woman screamed at her from behind the velvet rope.

      “Lyra, Lyra. I love you!”

      This set off a chain reaction around the crowd, and a flush crept up her cheeks, which was silly when she’d been treated to this level of adoration consistently for the last few years. A trainee chef plucked from obscurity and turned into a TV show host, Lyra was still in awe that so many people loved her style of cooking and, by default, her.

      The concept of taking the ordinary and making it restaurant quality had grabbed her imagination from the time she first learned to cook as a child with her mom showing her the basics.

      “Thank you,” she said, her voice drowning in the sea of other shouts, while cameras flashed in her eyes and a reporter shoved a microphone at her face, just missing her nose.

      “Let’s save our questions until after the presentation.” Maggie ran interference, pulling Lyra to the side and through a gap into a large white tent. “Whew! It never gets any easier to get past them.”

      “I’d be a nervous wreck if it wasn’t for you, Maggie. I swear some of them would take a piece of me if they could.” Lyra ran her fingers through the long red waves of hair released from the scarf. Photographers and news crews weren’t too fussy with what they chose to show, and she was just vain enough not to want to look a complete mess.

      When the local television station sent someone down to the Portland cookery school she attended four years ago, she was one of a class of sixteen and in her third year of training. Unaware of the visitor in the room—a well-known producer of cooking shows—until he began to watch her closely and ask questions, her focus was entirely on filling the tortellini she’d made.

      Being literally in the right place at the right time, her signature dish from that day, crispy salmon with a miso-dressed salad, had come along for the ride. The ratings proved that from the pilot, and after that, the show became a runaway success.

      With work as her focus and no other distraction, she’d written four cookbooks she was proud of and opened her restaurant, La Joliesse, six months ago. Pronounced “jo-lee-ES,” the name came from the French word for grace and loveliness. This was her greatest achievement and came a close second only to her love of Cinnamon.

      Lyra sat in the chair she’d been directed to so the makeup artist could touch up her face. Cinnamon made this a little awkward, since she insisted on lying under the chair, where she didn’t exactly fit, and every time she moved, the chair rocked.

      Just as the makeup was done, a runner poked her head around the door opening, startling the beagle, who banged her head for the tenth time.

      “Ms. St. Claire, there’s a group of six children from the local school who’d like to present you with flowers at the end. Would you mind?”

      “Tell Maggie who they are so she can get security to let them through if they’re not part of the paid group, then send them up on stage before I finish.”

      “They haven’t paid, and since it’s a sellout, there’s no room. The guests might get antsy if they have to squash up anymore,” the runner said, hopping from one foot to the other. “They’re happy to wait outside the tent.”

      Her sympathy for the children was touching. Symon would have cut off any suggestion that plans should change. Since he wasn’t here, the decision was an easy one.

      “Bring them up on stage now and have them sit on the far side. They can hand me the flowers at the end and watch the show for free.”

      The runner gasped. “Thanks so much, Ms. St. Claire. They adore you, and I know they’ll be thrilled at the opportunity to see you up close.”

      Lyra shared a smile with Maggie, who understood Lyra’s need to impassion everyone with cooking, especially children.

      For the next few minutes, Lyra mentally went over the speech she was making today while Maggie studied her clipboard and checked off all the elements of the show that she oversaw.

      A hand touched her shoulder, making Lyra jump slightly.

      “You’re on,” Maggie said softly.

      Taking a deep breath, Lyra stood. “Come on, Cinnamon. It’s showtime.”

      Cinnamon’s head gave the folding chair another thump, and she threw the world an accusatory look as she eased her way out with difficulty. Considering how smart her dog was, the way Cinnamon consistently squeezed into too-small spaces—and always with the same result—made Lyra laugh.

      This was the best medicine and a great way to start the show.
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      Maggie led them from behind the canvas door, and Lyra was back in the bright sunlight. Her sunglasses were in her bag, but she wouldn’t use them, as much as it would be a relief. Intent on making a connection with her fans, she understood that they liked to look in her eyes and know she saw them too.

      One thing she’d learned in this mad life she called her career was that no matter how famous a person might be, they didn’t stay that way if they didn’t show up and give the fans what they wanted. Social media had a lot to do with being accessible, but there was no substitute for the real thing. It was a balancing act of being grateful to her fans and keeping something of herself back to retain her sanity, but the scales often leaned in one direction more than the other.

      A round of applause accompanied more shrieking of her name—and Cinnamon’s. She smiled, waved, and made eye contact with as many as she could. Cinnamon barked to announce her presence, trotting along and wagging her tail at all the excitement buzzing around them. Then they were at the podium. The crowd settled down, and on cue, Cinnamon flopped at Lyra’s feet.

      “Good morning. Thank you so much for coming to this wonderful event. I’m honored to have been one of the judges and appreciate that you’ve been waiting a while, so I won’t talk too much before we move on to the fun stuff.”

      A few laughs ensued.

      “As you know, I’m here for two purposes. Firstly, to announce the winner of the best new junior chef in Portland, and secondly, to open the children’s competition. As you see, we have eight stations set up to your left, where our young contestants are ready to show how they got here by cooking their signature dishes. One finalist each will be chosen from the savory and sweet categories.”

      Heads turned to face the children, who wore expressions ranging from scared witless to overly excited and everything in between. Lyra knew the feeling too well, having been only twenty-three years old when she’d been plucked from her training and thrown into the deep end of celebrity status. It was heady stuff, even now at twenty-seven. At twelve to fourteen years of age, she imagined it would be even more of a culture shock for all but the hardiest of these young contestants.

      She’d met each of them and watched them in the earlier rounds, which were held in the studio’s headquarters in Portland. They’d touched her heart with their earnestness and, in some cases, bravado. Each one impressed her in different ways, but they were all so focused—something she could also relate to. As far as she was concerned, the best contribution she could give them—apart from helping with the jump into fame, if that was the way it went—was to make sure they had fun while they cooked.
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