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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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      Willow Hollow in late October wore silence like velvet.

      The tourists had gone. The laughter, the clink of wineglasses on the terrace, the whir of ski lifts at nearby Big Sky Resort—all of it had dissolved into the cold, metallic air that swept down from the mountains. Aspen leaves trembled in shades of molten gold, clinging stubbornly to branches as if refusing to surrender to winter.

      Brinkles Resort stood at the edge of town like a grand lady past her prime—still imposing, still proud, but fraying at the seams if one looked closely enough.

      Cassandra Fairweather always looked closely.

      Perhaps it was her artist’s eye—her instinctive sensitivity to nuance, to the subtle shifts of colour, temperature, texture, and light that most people moved past without noticing. She saw when a room felt colder than it should. When a smile held no warmth. When the surface of something beautiful concealed strain beneath it.

      Perhaps it was her hypersensitivity, honed long ago by the vigilance she had learned as a child. Some children were taught arithmetic or piano scales. Cassandra had learned to read atmospheres. To sense danger in silence. To hear tension in the scrape of a chair, the pause before a door closed, the false brightness in an adult voice. She had learned that survival often depended on noticing what others dismissed.

      Or perhaps it was something rarer still. The quiet superpower she had been gifted with: intuitive intelligence. Not magic. Not mysticism. Something deeper and more practical than that. A swift, wordless knowing that gathered fragments before the mind had named them. The glance too quickly averted. The sentence overexplained. The hand that trembled only once. The object slightly out of place. While others waited for proof, Cassandra often felt the truth gathering itself in the room.

      She did not simply observe people.

      She sensed them.

      She sensed where grief had settled. Where resentment had hardened. Where fear lived just beneath the skin. She noticed the effort it took some people to appear calm, the strain behind practiced charm, the loneliness hidden inside anger.

      And because she was an artist, she understood composition. She knew when something in the picture did not belong. A shadow in the wrong place. A color too bright for the palette. A line forced where it should have flowed naturally. A pause that broke the rhythm of a story.

      These things were never random.

      They were clues.

      So now, standing in the hush of autumn and suspicion, with the snow forming in the clouds, Cassandra felt that same familiar stirring low in her body—that tightening of awareness, that inner signal that had guided her more faithfully than logic ever had.

      Whatever the cause, something felt off.

      She turned off the narrow road that curved past Willow Hollow’s lake and drove toward the resort’s timbered façade. The gravel crunched under her tires. Only six cars dotted the parking lot. More evidence of a resort in decline. A silver sedan with out-of-state plates. A battered pickup truck. A faded red hatchback, she recognized as Kat’s. She existed on the edge of Willow Hollow’s polite society—a long-term resident who paid in labor more often than dollars. A ghost drifting through the hallways, her cats always orbiting her like small, devoted planets.

      The wind tugged at her scarf as she stepped out of her car. It carried the faint scent of pine and woodsmoke—and something else. Something she couldn’t quite name.

      She told herself it was just the season turning.

      Inside, the lobby lights were dim despite the early hour. The enormous stone fireplace was unlit. The front desk sat unattended for a moment too long.

      Then Paul Brinkley appeared.

      Closer to seventy than sixty, he still moved with the athletic ease of a man who had once been formidable. Six foot two. Broad shoulders still carrying the echo of his champion skiing days. His hair, streaked prematurely with silver, was combed back in a way that suggested more vanity than practicality.

      “Cassandra,” he said, spreading his arms as if welcoming royalty. “The artist arrives.”

      She smiled, polite but guarded. “I brought the spring florals you commissioned for the lobby.”

      “Ah, yes. We need to remind people this place still has life in it.” His smile lingered just a beat too long.

      His handshake was firm—too firm. The faint scent of whiskey clung to him despite the hour.

      Christine Brinkley emerged from a side corridor, pale and delicate, her cardigan buttoned neatly at the throat. She carried a clipboard like a shield.

      “You’re early,” Christine said softly, not unkindly. Her gaze flicked to her husband and away again, as though looking directly at him required effort.

      Cassandra set the paintings down gently. Daisies. Simple. White petals. Golden centres. Unapologetically themselves.

      “They’re pretty,” Christine said, after a lengthy silence. “I’ve always liked daisies,” she said.

      Her voice was calm. Too calm.

      “They’re honest.” She stepped closer. “Not showy. Not pretending to be something they’re not.” Her fingers hovered near the painted petals.

      But did not touch. “They don’t try to impress anyone.” She stood silently staring into the flowers. “People overlook them.”

      Cassandra said nothing.

      When Christine spoke again, there was a note of desperation in her voice. “Daisies are said to represent mothers who’ve lost their sons.”

      She turned, and Cassandra met her gaze.

      “I know,” she said gently. “I painted them with you in mind.”

      Something flickered across Christine’s face. Not grief. Not exactly. Something harder to name.

      Because Christine Brinkles had not lost a son.

      But she had lost something. A life. A version of herself. A future she had once believed in.

      From down the hall came the hollow echo of raised voices.

      Paul’s jaw tightened. “Staff issues,” he said dismissively. “Off-season nonsense.”

      Cassandra knew enough about small towns to understand that ‘nonsense’ was rarely meaningless.

      She followed Paul into the main dining area. The restaurant was dark.

      The dining chairs were stacked on tables. The bar shelves were half-empty. The air smelled stale and abandoned.

      “Are you closed?” she asked.

      “Temporarily,” Paul said briskly. “Cost-cutting measure. Chef took it personally.”

      As if summoned by the word, Chef Manuel stood in the kitchen doorway. His apron hung loosely around his waist. His eyes, dark and wounded, met Cassandra’s briefly before sliding to Paul.

      “You did not warn me,” Manuel said evenly. “I have staff. I have bills.”

      Paul threw up his hands. “It’s business, Manuel. Not personal.”

      Manuel’s lips pressed thin. “Everything is personal when you take a man’s livelihood.”

      The tension crackled like a struck match. Paul dismissed him with a flick of his wrist. Manuel disappeared back into the kitchen shadows.

      Cassandra felt it then—that tremor beneath the floorboards of civility.

      Outside, a car door slammed. Voices rose again—this time angrier. She drifted toward the window.

      A grey-haired man stood beside a silver sedan, gesturing furiously toward a scrape along the passenger side. Lance Strong, she remembered vaguely—retired truck driver, in town for a hunting trips.

      Paul strode out to meet him.

      “You call this security?” Lance barked. “Three nights I stay here, and someone keys my car. And you don’t want to know?”

      Paul’s laugh carried sharply through the glass. “Not my monkey, not my problem. If you keep making a scene, I’ll call the sheriff and have you trespassed.”

      “You threatening me?” Lance stepped closer.

      “I’m telling you I’ll call the sheriff.”

      Lance’s face flushed crimson. “Why won’t you take responsibility. You’re hiding something.”

      Paul’s smile vanished. “Be careful,” Paul said quietly.

      The words hung heavier than the cold. Cassandra turned away, unsettled.

      She carried her paintings into the lobby.

      Daisies after winter. Fields waking. White petals lifting toward a pale spring sun, their golden centres warm and steady, as if holding light through the last of the cold. A scattering of blooms pushing through thawing earth, fragile and determined. A meadow just beginning to green, dotted with small, unassuming flowers that did not demand attention—and yet quietly witnessed the landscape transforming.

      As she fetched the final canvas, she noticed Kat sitting cross-legged near the fireplace, three cats curled in her lap. Kat’s grey braid hung over one shoulder. Her coat was patched, her boots worn thin.

      Kat’s eyes followed Paul through the glass doors outside. “He thinks he’s untouchable,” Kat murmured.

      Cassandra crouched beside her. “What happened?”

      Kat’s hand stroked a ginger cat absently. “He promised me free rent. Said I’d just tidy rooms. Now I scrub floors till my back screams.” Her voice hardened. “And one of my cats turned up dead last week.”

      “Your cat? Oh, gosh, I’m sorry,” Cassandra said gently.

      Kat’s gaze sharpened. “It weren’t no accident.”

      Outside, Paul and Lance stood nearly chest to chest.

      The wind rose. Clouds gathered over the mountain ridge, darkening the sky.

      Christine returned to the desk, her hands trembling as she shuffled papers. A ledger slipped from her grip. Pages fanned open across the counter.

      Cassandra glimpsed columns of numbers—crossed out, rewritten, circled. Before she could look closer, Christine snapped it shut.

      “They’re confidential,” she whispered.

      

      Nick Brinkley arrived just after 1pm, looking like trouble even when he meant well. His truck fishtailed slightly in the gravel before grinding to a stop outside Brinkles Resort.

      He climbed out slowly, tall and broad-shouldered, his movements carrying the loose unpredictability of someone who had spent years abusing his body and was still learning how to live inside it again.

      Thirty-two. Handsome in the kind of reckless way women often mistook for mystery. Dark blond hair always a little too long. Scruffy jaw like he forgot to shave. Eyes that shifted between sharp intelligence and complete exhaustion in the span of seconds. But it was his gaze people remembered.

      Restless.

      Haunted.

      Like a man forever waiting for something bad to happen because, usually, eventually, it did. He’d been in and out of her rehab more times than Cassandra could count. ‘Maybe it’s my art therapy classes that keep you coming back’, she’d said lightheartedly. He had talent, real talent, if only he could put his mind to painting instead of drugs.

      He barely nodded to her as he passed, storming toward his father. “Why are you closing the restaurant?”

      “It’s temporary,” Paul replied.

      “You told Manuel yesterday it was permanent.”

      Paul’s expression hardened. “Don’t start.”

      Nick’s lips curved in a wry smile. “That’s ironic. You’re the one who always starts.”

      Christine stepped between them. “Not now. Not here.”

      Nick’s jaw worked. “You can’t keep screwing people over and think nothing’s gonna happen.”

      Paul stepped forward. “You want to talk about screwing things up? Let’s talk about rehab bills.”

      Nick went pale.

      They stared silently at each other, lips pursed, brows forced low across their eyes. Cassandra looked toward the mountains. A flurry of late-season snow spiralled down.

      “The winds got teeth,” she said, watching as the resort guests retreated indoors, slamming doors, drawing their curtains against the cold.

      She should be heading back to her studio but she lingered. To ensure her paintings were placed somewhere safe until someone hung them, she told herself. Just being thorough, she added.

      But in truth, she didn’t want to leave just yet. The air in the lobby felt charged, and her instincts cautioned her to stay.

      Paul poured himself a drink behind the bar despite the restaurant’s closure. The amber liquid sloshed heavily into the glass.

      Christine watched.

      Kat watched.

      Nick watched.

      Manuel watched from the kitchen.

      Lance lingered in the parking lot, smoking, eyes narrowed toward Cabin Seven.

      The sky turned bruise-purple.

      Cassandra gathered her coat. “Storm’s coming,” she said quietly. “I should be heading back.”

      Paul lifted his glass in a mock toast. “Storms always pass.”

      

      An hour later, she stepped outside into the biting wind. Halfway to her car, she hesitated. What was that? She turned. From Cabin Seven—a cabin Paul used as his private retreat—came the sound of something shattering.

      Then a woman’s scream tore through the dusk.

      Sharp. High. Full of terror.

      Cassandra’s heart slammed against her ribs.

      The resort lights flickered once.

      And went dark.

    





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/free-twist-of-fate-newsletter-signup-bookbrushimage-2024-4-5-14-3333.jpg
) 8.0 .0 ¢ ¢

‘A fun, spark-
filled short
story. Full of
quirky humor
and the
promise of
romance.’

FREE
BOOK!






OEBPS/images/cassandralogos1-2-2.jpg
&%

PUBLlSEING






