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      “According to Chef Dugasse, your pie crust is too thick,” Lexy’s assistant Deena said as she fitted a sheet of dough into a pie pan taking care to flute the edges the way Lexy had shown her.

      Lexy glanced up at her as she worked the marble rolling pin over the dough, pounding it a little harder than necessary.

      “I don’t think Chef Dugasse knows his pie crusts,” Lexy replied pushing down the anger she felt and wondering for the umpteenth time why she had agreed to fill in as pastry chef at the rustic lakeside resort.

      When her grandmother Mona Baker, or Nans as Lexy called her, had phoned with the offer, it had sounded like fun … at first. The current pastry chef had been taken ill, they were desperate for a temporary replacement—and they were willing to pay very well for it.

      Still, Lexy wasn’t sure why she had accepted. She had her own bakery to run where she was the boss and didn’t have to listen to a pompous overpaid head chef berate her baking. But the promise of a free two week vacation in a rustic cabin with her fiancé, Jack, had won her over …

      … And she had regretted it every day since.

      “How’s this?” Deena stood back, indicating the pie plate.

      Lexy tilted her head, inspecting the work. Deena had a part time job in the kitchen for the summer and Lexy had been training the enthusiastic teen on various baking techniques. Deena reminded Lexy of herself at that age—full of energy and eager to learn everything about baking. Training her was one of the few things she’d enjoyed about the temporary job and Deena was turning out to be a quick study.

      “That looks great.” Lexy squatted down so that her eyes were level with the table, then turned the pie plate and pointed to one section. “It’s a teeny bit higher here.”

      Deena looked at the pie plate from table level and nodded. “Oh yeah. I can see that from this angle.”

      Lexy shrugged. “It just takes practice. You did a really good job for your first try.”

      Deena beamed with pride. “Thanks. If you ask me, Chef Dugasse is just being a jerk. Your pie crust is delicious.”

      Lexy agreed. Chef Dugasse was a jerk. He had been a thorn in her side since she took the position. She wasn’t the only one that thought so, either. Most of the staff was at odds with him and it was no wonder with the way he was always yelling and screaming at them.

      But he was world renowned, and his food was excellent, so he could do as he pleased and the resort kept him on.

      Lexy glanced around the kitchen. The resort itself dated to the 1940s, but the kitchen had been recently renovated. Billed as a rustic-campy get away with five star dining, the meals had to be cooked to perfection so the kitchen, which sat inside a gigantic antique log cabin structure, was top notch.

      It would be a pleasure to work in it … if it wasn’t for the domineering presence of Chef Dugasse.

      Dugasse’s voice thundered from the other side of the kitchen as if sensing Lexy’s thoughts. “Theeze eggs are not up to our standards! You vill throw them out and start over!”

      Lexy turned in the direction of the screaming. Dugasse was in a white chef’s outfit complete with a tall hat. His six foot frame carried a three foot wide body, his gigantic bulk towering over a terrified first year cook, Thomas, who cowered in the corner. She watched as the head chef picked up the warming tray full of scrambled eggs and dumped them in the trash, then stormed off toward the back door that led outside.

      Lexy saw Sylvia Spicer, Dugasse’s long suffering sous-chef, rush over to soothe the cook’s ruffled feathers. Sylvia’s eyes shot daggers at the retreating back of the head chef before she started toward the door after him.

      Lexy turned back to Deena who was still looking in the direction of the cook, wide-eyed with terror and her heart clenched for the poor girl. Lexy didn’t see why Dugasse had to run the kitchen this way, almost everyone was terrified of him and it created an unpleasant work environment.

      “Uh hum …”

      Lexy turned toward the throat clearing noise to find one of the chefs, Brad Meltzer, standing next to her. Brad worshipped Dugasse and the head chef often took advantage of that by sending Brad to do his dirty work, which Brad appeared to delight in.

      Brad was as thin as Dugasse was wide. He had narrow, beady eyes and a pointed face which made Lexy think of a weasel. He didn’t seem to like Lexy very much, which was fine with her since the feeling was mutual. Lexy raised an eyebrow at him.

      “Dugasse says you have to make the cornbread for the Chili Battle.” Brad jerked his head toward the back of the room where Dugasse had just disappeared.

      “Excuse me?”

      “The Chili Battle. They have it every year and it’s a huge deal. The winner gets their own chili label to be sold nationally in grocery stores. Everyone knows Dugasse has a prize winning chili recipe so he’s a shoe in. But he needs a cornbread side and that’s where you come in.”

      Lexy felt her cheeks growing warm, anger causing her pulse to pick up speed. Having your own chili label was worth a lot of money, not to mention the branding opportunities for the chef. But she didn’t see why she should have to put in extra hours to help make him rich and popular—not someone as mean spirited as Dugasse. She was sure he wouldn’t do the same to help her if the tables were turned.

      “That’s not part of my job. I’m up to my eyeballs in pies and desserts here. I don’t have time to make cornbread so that Dugasse can win some contest.” She punctuated the chef’s name by slamming her palm on the counter a little bit harder than she probably should have.

      Brad’s eyes grew wide. He took a step backwards and spread his hands at his sides. “Hey, I’m just the messenger.”

      Lexy swiveled her head toward the back of the room. Dugasse wasn’t there—he must still be outside.

      “Sorry, Brad. I know that. But I’m sick and tired of being bossed around by Chef Dugasse.” She spun on her heels and started toward the kitchen door. “And I’m going to put a stop to it once and for all.”
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        * * *

      

      Lexy felt the eyes of the entire kitchen staff drilling into her back as she stormed over to the door. A blast of cold air from the giant freezer that stood next to it did nothing to cool her anger as she ripped the screen door open and stepped outside.

      It was still early in the morning, but the heat of the day was starting. Lexy’s hands clenched at her sides as she stood just outside the door ready to lay into the head chef.

      Where was he?

      Her eyes darted around the area, her heart pounding with anger. Straight ahead the woods full of tall pines was empty except for birds and squirrels. Normally, Lexy would delight in watching them scamper and fly about, but this morning she was too mad to notice.

      To her left was a short path that led to the parking lot, to her right the dumpster, surrounded by the stench of rotting food.

      Did he go somewhere with Sylvia? She’d thought she had seen the sous-chef head out here after him, but where could they be? Lexy cocked an ear to listen for their voices but didn’t hear anything except the flies buzzing around the dumpster.

      Tentatively, she picked her way around the end of the large metal container. She peered around to see if they were on the other side, her breath catching when she saw a pair of chef’s clogs. But instead of the soles lying flat on the ground, they were sticking up as if the person were lying down.

      Lexy raced to the other side of the dumpster. Her heart lurched up into her throat when she saw what lay on the other side. Chef Dugasse, lay on the ground—a big, shiny mahogany handled chef’s knife sticking straight up out of his chest.

      Lexy threw herself down beside him, her anger at the chef forgotten. “Chef Dugasse?”

      No response.

      Her mind whirled. What should she do? Should she pull the knife out and try to stop the bleeding?

      Lexy realized she should check for a pulse. She placed her fingers on his neck.

      Nothing.

      She bent over him, putting her ear to his mouth to see if she could hear him breathing.

      Nothing.

      She tried his wrist.

      Nothing.

      Lexy sat back on her heels with a sigh, realizing there was nothing she could do.

      Chef Alain Dugasse was dead.
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        * * *

      

      A scream pierced the air, interrupting Lexy from digging her cell phone out of her pocket. She whipped her head around to see Sylvia Spicer standing just behind her, hands over her mouth, eyes wide.

      “You killed him!” Sylvia rushed over to Dugasse’s other side, slapping his face and lifting his arm.

      “What? I did not kill him. I found him like this.” Lexy narrowed her eyes at Sylvia who had given up on the face slapping and arm lifting and was now staring at her over the chef’s body.

      “Where were you?” Lexy asked.

      “Me? I was in the kitchen.” Sylvia turned her attention back to the chef. “Should we hide the body?”

      Lexy stared at the sous-chef as she pulled out her cell phone. “Hide the body? We can’t do that. We have to call the police.”

      “Right, of course, I don’t know what I’m saying.” Sylvia pushed herself up and backed away from the body as if she just realized what it was.

      Lexy made the 911 call while Sylvia paced back and forth, a whiff of musky perfume teased Lexy’s nose every time the sous-chef walked by.

      “Did you kill him?” Sylvia asked after she had hung up the phone.

      “No. Of course not.” Lexy studied Sylvia’s worried face as she paced back and forth, wringing her hands. “Did you?”

      Sylvia stopped and looked at Lexy. “Me? I wasn’t even here.”

      “But I saw you come out after him.” Lexy gestured toward the dead chef. “Right after he reamed out Thomas about the eggs.”

      Sylvia’s brow wrinkled and she shook her head. “No, I didn’t. I was in the freezer, cooling off. I was really mad so I went in there otherwise I might have killed him.”

      Lexy’s teeth worked her bottom lip. She could have gone into the freezer, it was next to the door. And Lexy hadn’t actually seen her come outside.

      “But you have blood all over your shirt.” Lexy pointed to Sylvia’s chef’s coat which was smudged with red. Had it been that way before she knelt next to the body? Lexy couldn’t remember, she had been too distracted.

      “So do you.” Sylvia nodded at Lexy’s shirt. Lexy looked down and her heart froze. She did have blood all over her—much more than Sylvia.

      “Well, of course I do. I bent over him to see if he was breathing.”

      Sylvia stared at her. “Well, if you did kill him, you did all of us a favor.”

      Lexy rolled her eyes in exasperation. “I didn’t do it.”

      Sylvia looked off toward the road as the sound of sirens split the air in the distance.

      “Well, I don’t care whether you did or didn’t kill him, but my advice would be to get your ducks in a row.”

      “Why is that?” Lexy wrinkled her forehead at the other woman.

      “Because I don’t think the police are going to be very understanding when I have to tell them that I came out here to find you leaning over a dead body with blood all over your shirt.”
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      It didn’t take long for word to get around and the kitchen staff crowded outside to see what was going on. Lexy was doing her best to keep them back from the crime scene when the police arrived.

      “What’s going on here? Don’t you people know this is a crime scene? Haven’t any of you ever watched TV?”

      A short, round man flashed a badge and the crowd parted to let him and his entourage through. He stopped short when he saw Lexy and Sylvia with their matching blood stains.

      “And who might you be?” He ping-ponged his dark eyes between the two women, his brows slightly dipped in a question.

      Lexy stepped forward and introduced herself, Sylvia followed suit. The man’s handshake was firm. He introduced himself as Detective Payne and the man beside him as his associate, Detective Wells.

      They made an odd couple. Wells was over six feet tall, where Payne must have been only five foot six. Wells looked to be in his late twenties, Payne nearing sixty complete with partial balding and a protruding stomach. Wells looked professional in a dark blue tailor-made suit. Payne looked like a dork in a light blue polo shirt, and blue and red plaid Bermuda shorts.

      “So you two found the victim?”

      “Not me. She did.” Lexy’s stomach lurched as Sylvia pointed to her.

      Payne swiveled his eyes toward Lexy. “So that’s how you got the blood on you?”

      “Yes. I saw him lying there and rushed over to see if I could do some sort of first aid. I must have gotten the blood on me then.” Lexy’s stomach churned as she looked down at her shirt.

      “Hmm …” Payne cut his eyes toward Wells, then walked back to the edge of the dumpster and looked at the kitchen door. “So, why were you out here, on this side of the dumpster?”

      “What?” Lexy furrowed her brow at him, then remembered why she had walked around the dumpster. “Oh, I came out looking for the chef.”

      Payne raised his brows. “Do you normally find him behind the dumpster?”

      “No.” Lexy bit her lip. This wasn’t going good. Maybe she should stop talking now, before she got herself into trouble. “I thought he would be just outside the back door. But when I didn’t see him there, I peeked around and that’s when I saw his shoes.”

      Payne scrunched up his face and walked over to the kitchen door. He made a big show of looking around, then came around the side of the dumpster.

      “Oh yes.” He nodded, pointing the pencil he held in his hand at the shoes. “They stick right out.”

      Lexy did a half smile and nodded as Payne came back over to them.

      “And you?” Payne fixed his attention on Sylvia. “How did you get the blood on you?”

      “I came out and saw chef on the ground and ran over to him to try to revive him. I didn’t realize that Lexy had already determined he was dead.”

      Payne looked up at the sky, pursed his lips together and tapped them with the eraser end of the pencil.

      “Yes, but what made you come all the way over to this side of the dumpster?”

      Lexy saw a cloud pass over Sylvia’s blue eyes and her brows wrinkle slightly. “Well … I …” She looked toward the door, then back at the body. “I came outside to have a word with Chef Dugasse and heard the commotion over here, so naturally I came over to see what was going on.”

      Commotion? Lexy didn’t remember making any commotion.

      Someone jostled Lexy’s elbow—apparently a crime tech who was trying to do their job of cataloguing the scene. It was getting crowded around the body and Lexy shuffled closer to the dumpster to give them room.

      Payne looked around, wrinkling his nose as if suddenly becoming aware of the crime scene investigators swarming the scene and the stench of the dumpster.

      Payne pointed to Lexy and Sylvia. “Let’s finish this inside,” he said jerking his head in the direction of the kitchen. He turned and started toward the door, almost tripping over an investigator that was scouring the ground for evidence. Wells fell in step behind him.

      Lexy exchanged a raised eyebrow glance with Sylvia and followed them inside. The kitchen staff, who had been gathered in a circle, quickly dispersed to their various stations as soon as they entered the kitchen. Lexy realized that with Dugasse gone, Sylvia was now in charge.

      Payne rambled over to the least crowded spot in the kitchen—the table where Lexy had been rolling the pie dough—and leaned against it. Wells stood to the side as if awaiting orders.

      Payne looked down at a small spiral bound flip pad he had taken from his pocket when they were outside.

      “Now, where were each of you when the murder happened?” Payne poised his pencil above the paper and widened his eyes at Lexy.

      “Oh, I was right here. I was rolling pie dough and I saw chef over there.” Lexy pointed to the end of the kitchen where she had seen Dugasse yell at Thomas. “Then I saw him go outside. I didn’t go out until a few minutes later and found him with a knife in his chest.”

      “And someone saw you here?”

      “Yes, several people. My assistant Deena and another chef, Brad.”

      Payne scribbled on the pad, then turned to Sylvia. “And you?”

      “Well, I’m not sure exactly when he was murdered, but I went over to Thomas after Dugasse yelled at him, then I went into the freezer for a few minutes. When I went outside, he was already dead.”

      Payne’s eyebrows mashed together. “Who is this Thomas?”

      “He’s one of our cooks.” Sylvia looked around the room, then spotted Thomas by the sink and pointed him out to Payne. Payne gave Wells a slight nod and the other man headed off toward Thomas, presumably to harass him with his own line of questioning.

      “And why was Mr. Dugasse yelling at him?” Payne pronounced the chef’s name as de-gassey and Lexy stifled a giggle.

      “It’s pronounced doo-gah-say,” Sylvia said.

      Payne made a face. “What?”

      “The chef’s name. It’s pronounced doo-gah-say,” Sylvia repeated, then continued. “He didn’t like the eggs Thomas had prepared, thus the yelling.”

      “And did this chef yell a lot?”

      Lexy and Sylvia both nodded.

      Payne looked up at the ceiling and tapped the eraser end of his pencil on his lips. “So, would you say he was unpopular?”

      Lexy and Sylvia nodded again.

      “And who would have wanted him dead the most?”

      Lexy looked around the kitchen. The rest of the staff, who had been craning to hear what was being said, suddenly developed a keen interest in their various tasks. She felt a shiver run down her spine. The head chef had just been murdered, yet everyone was going about their business as if nothing had happened. Then again, the resort couldn’t shut the kitchen down. The meals were included in the price for paying guests so the food service had to continue uninterrupted.

      No one liked the recently departed chef, but would anyone here have disliked him enough to kill him? She turned to look at Sylvia. If they didn’t bring in anyone from the outside to replace Dugasse, she’d benefit the most. Was a head chef’s position worth killing over?

      She shrugged. “No one really liked him that much, but I don’t think anyone here would kill him.”

      Payne tapped his pencil on his lips while he looked around the room. He narrowed his eyes at Lexy and Sylvia, his gaze moving to their bloodstained shirts.

      “You were both out there with the body. Either one of you could have had time to thrust the knife into the chef … or both of you together. It only takes but a second.”

      Lexy’s stomach dropped, anger flaring at the detective. But then she realized he was only drawing the logical conclusion … she’d probably think the same thing herself. Except she knew that she didn’t do it. Sylvia, she wasn’t so sure about.

      Payne twisted his face into a grimace, making exaggerated sniffing noises. “What is that smell? Is something burning?”

      Lexy sniffed. She did smell something burning. She whipped her head in the direction of her ovens, her heart clenching when she saw smoke streaming out of them.

      “My pies!”

      She ran to the ovens and jerked the doors open. A dark cloud of smoke billowed out. She shoved her hands in some oven mitts and batted at the smoke. Choking and coughing, she reached inside the oven and brought out twin flaming pies.

      She dumped the pies in the sink, running water on them to douse the embers.

      “You bake the pies?” Payne gestured to the other pies on the counter, the ones that weren’t blackened hunks of coal.

      “Yes, I’m the pastry chef here.” Lexy tore off the oven mitts and tossed them on the counter, her spirits sinking. She’d have to work fast to get the right number of pies out in time for dinner and Payne was taking up valuable time.

      “What kind of pies are these?”

      “Huh?” Lexy scrunched her face at the detective who gestured at two of the pies she had finished earlier which were cooling on the counter. “Apple and blueberry.”

      “And this one?” he asked pointing to one in the back.

      “Lemon meringue.” Lexy wondered what this had to do with the dead chef.

      Payne tapped his lips with the eraser end of his pencil. “May I?”

      Lexy’s brow creased deeper. Was this guy for real? He wanted a piece of pie? Now?

      She nodded slowly.

      Payne reached over and grabbed a chef’s knife, cutting a large slice of pie. He looked at the knife as he pulled it out.

      “This looks similar to the knife that killed your chef.” Lexy’s stomach clenched as Payne turned his dark eyes on her. She glanced over at her knives, her shoulders relaxing when she realized they were all there.

      “Well, all my knives are accounted for, so it wasn’t one of mine that killed him.” She nodded toward the knife rack on the counter, then remembered the mahogany wood on the handle. “Besides, that knife had a mahogany handle … mine are rubber.”

      Payne narrowed his eyes at the knife, then grabbed a plate from a stack of clean ones beside him and plopped the pie on it. His eyes darted around the counter, looking for something to eat the pie with. Lexy held out a plastic fork hoping to speed up the process and get rid of him.

      “Mmm…’s good,” he mumbled around mouthfuls. Lexy shuffled her feet impatiently.

      “Detective … the murder?” Wells appeared at Payne’s side, eyeing the piece of pie he was demolishing.

      “Right,” Payne said, swiping a gob of meringue from the plate with his sausage-like finger and then licking it off. He put the plate down and consulted his flip pad.

      “Chef Dugasse was murdered.” He announced the obvious, looking up from his pad. “And someone in this room is most likely the killer.”

      All work in the kitchen ceased. All eyes turned to Payne.

      “How do you know that?” Lexy asked.

      “Well, you all had opportunity.” Payne looked around the room. “Since you were all here in the kitchen, anyone could have slipped out to do the killing.”

      “But what about motive?” A voice from the other side of the kitchen cut in. Lexy cringed, recognizing the voice as her grandmother’s. It would be just like Nans to run on down here upon hearing there was a murder. Her grandmother had an odd hobby. She investigated murders and, judging by the gleam Lexy saw in the older woman’s eyes, she was right on top of this one.

      Payne’s eyes lit up. “Very good Ma’am. Who here wanted the chef dead?”

      His question was met with silence.

      “No one? You all loved the chef?”

      Most of the staff looked down at the floor, some shuffling their feet and many of them murmuring, “no”.

      “You all didn’t like him, then?”

      Lexy saw Brad step forward. He gave her bloody shirt a pointed glance.

      “Some of us liked him, but many didn’t. Especially her.” Lexy’s heart lurched as Brad pointed straight at her. “In fact, right before Chef Dugasse was murdered, I heard her say she was going to put a stop to being bossed around by him once and for all.”

    



OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen.png





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/new-dobbs-bakebattleandroll-2.jpg
Lelghann 0})19 S

USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR

ffezcy c/Jja/éer

COZY MYSTERY

baCCle
ROl





OEBPS/images/cupcakesforheader2.jpg
S





