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      “Diane Vallere has stitched up an engaging new series.”—Sofie Kelly, New York Times bestselling author of the Magical Cats Mysteries

      

      “There’s a new material girl in town…[A] resourceful and gutsy sleuth.”—Krista Davis, New York Times bestselling author of the Domestic Diva Mysteries

      

      “Vallere weaves a tapestry of finely knit characters, luxurious fabrics, and…murder.”—Janet Bolin, national bestselling author of the Threadville Mysteries

      

      “With delightfully engaging characters and riveting mystery, it is a series I am looking to see more of!”—Open Book Society

      

      “Vallere stitches an intrepid heroine together a nicely layered plot that fits well with the fabric imagery. The secret of the velvet makes for a clever surprise. Fans of Jenn McKinlay’s Hat Shop novels may also enjoy this small-town cozy." —Booklist

      

      “This entertaining series that began with Suede to Rest, continues with yet another fantastic read. In fact, this one may be even better." —Suspense Magazine

      

      “Vallere has a good cast of characters as well as a good mystery, but there's always something more.” —Kittling Books

      

      “I realized just how much I have come to love these characters when I started the book.  It was absolutely fabulous to be spending time with them again.” —Carstairs Considers

      

      “This is a well-written whodunit that quickly became a page-turner …. The pacing reached its high point when Poly’s nosiness propelled others to take action and we discover the truth of her sighting. Overall, this was a delightfully entertaining tale.” —Dru’s Book Musings
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      “Where’s the fire?” Charlie asked. She stood across from me in my fabric store, holding a bag of store-bought buns in one hand and a bicycle pump in the other.

      I ignored her dig at me as I rushed around Material Girl, my fabric store, dressed in a black and white tea-length dress that was far too formal for the task at hand. I’d been putting off doing a full inventory of my shop since reopening it this past year, but between ongoing loan payments and new deliveries, I needed more cash and more space. The clearest solution was to sell something off. If I finished inventorying the store before the end of November, I’d be well positioned to find a buyer in December when fabric stores were flush. Come January, everybody in the business would shift to clearance mode and run liquidation sales.

      Timing was key, but there was one giant flaw in my thinking, and it was called Thanksgiving.

      “Take those buns upstairs. Genevieve’s getting my kitchen ready. Duke’s there too.”

      “Duke’s already here?” She glanced over her shoulder. “How’d he get up the stairs?”

      Duke was a veteran who lost the use of his legs in combat. He owned the Broadside Tavern, the bar across the street. His clientele was a mix of rough customers, who gave the bar a bad name, and local business owners, who understood the importance of supporting each other.

      “Big Joe carried him up the stairs early this morning before delivering donuts to the Waverly House. Duke got here before Genevieve. He wants to impress her.”

      “Considering who she married, the bar for impressing Genevieve is pretty low.”

      I swatted Charlie. “All of that is behind her. Single life agrees with her. She’s a whole different person after coming back from Paris. Relaxed and open to what life brings her way. You might not even recognize her.”

      Charlie made a pffft sound. Charlie didn’t like to give in to the notion that people could change because it threatened the very foundation of her whole life. She’d have to forgive a lot of grudges if she ever acknowledged she was wrong.

      Charlie stepped away from me and assessed my dress. “Isn’t that fancy for inventory?”

      “What, this little old thing?” I held up the sides of the ivory chiffon skirt of my dress and twirled. The skirt fanned out. I’m not the most coordinated person in the world, and on my second spin, I lost my balance and knocked into a fixture holding bolts of sheer fabrics. They tumbled like dominoes, but I managed to keep myself upright. “I found it in the back of Aunt Millie’s closet. She copied it after the dress Grace Kelly wears in Rear Window.”

      “But you always wear black.”

      “I wear black for practical reasons. Today is a special occasion, right?”

      “According to you, today is just another Thursday.”

      This time, I made the pffft sound.

      I left the mess of fabric on the floor and led Charlie to my staircase. I inherited the fabric store and the Victorian apartment above it after my great-uncle Marius went to the great textile store in the sky. The shop had been closed for ten years, and reopening it hadn’t been easy. I couldn’t remember the last time I pulled the covers over my head and slept for an extra hour. There was always something to do, always some new opportunity to seize or some new bill to pay. People liked to tell me that most businesses failed in the first three years, but I was determined not to be one of them. I’d slow down and sleep when I was dead.

      Living above the fabric store was convenient when it came to my commute home, but the flight of stairs itself was intimidating. By the time I reached the top and entered my apartment, I was a little out of breath. The chiffon of my dress skirt had caught on an exposed nail and left a one-inch tear. I sighed. It would be easy enough to repair, but it was one more thing.

      “Hooray!” Genevieve said. She clapped her hands, and flour, the pixie dust of bakers, fluttered into a small cloud. “Inventory is done, and now you can relax and enjoy Thanksgiving.” She picked up a tray of orange-clove muffins and extended it toward me.

      “Inventory isn’t done yet,” I said. “I left a bunch of fabrics by the bottom of the stairs. There’s a buyer coming to possibly make an offer.” I held up my hand, fingers crossed.

      “You work too hard,” Duke said. He was on the sofa. His wheelchair was empty and pushed to the far corner of the room, abandoned under the branches of a potted tree. My cats, Pins and Needles, were curled up in the center of the seat like yin and yang. Someone had taped a cardboard turkey decoration to the wheel hubs for the occasion. “It’s a holiday. Sit down and take a load off.”

      “But—”

      “All work and no play makes Poly⁠—”

      “A successful fabric store owner,” I said before he could finish the sentence differently.

      “It’s one day,” Genevieve said. She patted the chair next to her. “All that fabric waited ten years to be inventoried. It will still be there tomorrow.”

      It was a losing battle. I smoothed the fabric of my dress and sat on the Queen Anne wingback chair. The upholstery was a print of books in burgundy, chalk, and blue. It was nestled half into an alcove backed with two floor-to-ceiling built-in bookcases, both full of novels and nonfiction accumulated over multiple decades. On the few occasions that I did slow down, I found myself sitting right there, pulling a classic novel from the shelves and imagining which of my relatives read it.

      A large window was next to the bookcase, and floor-to-ceiling sheer curtains hung on either side. The news service predicted a storm later today, but I doubted the forecast was accurate. It was a little after nine in the morning, and already, bright sunlight streamed into the apartment, highlighting the colorful pattern of the crocheted throw blanket on the back of the sofa, the texture of the chenille on the cushions, and the wear patches of the Persian rug under the coffee table. It was a homey room, lacking any one design influence, but it reminded me of my family, and that made it perfect.

      “Tell me again why you’re working on Thanksgiving?” Duke asked.

      “I’ve been open since April, and I’ve made a couple of strategic purchases to fill the shelves. Now that business has evened out, I either need more space, or I need less fabric. I keep getting ideas for the shop, but I can’t do anything about them unless I free up some capital too.”

      “You can’t convince me the fabric business runs on a different timetable than the rest of the world,” he said. “Today marks the official beginning of the holiday season. Rest, relax with friends and family, and enjoy yourself because starting tomorrow things get real.”

      I was hoping I’d be able to keep this next part to myself, but there was no avoiding it. “I’m planning to sell off some stock. The silk radzimir, organza, chiffon, and gauze. They take up a lot of space, and there’s not much of a need for them in the local fabric market.”

      “What about wedding dresses? Didn’t you make one recently?” Duke asked.

      I shook my head. “That didn’t go as planned. I think it’s better to leave that business to the specialists.”

      Charlie bit into a muffin and spoke with her mouth full. “Sounds like your business plan is flawed. You don’t need money for new fabrics. You need customers to buy the old ones.”

      “Do I tell you how to run your auto shop?” I asked.

      “You don’t have to. I’ve been in the black since the day I opened it.”

      “When is this appointment?” Genevieve asked. She stood next to Duke. Genevieve owned a tea shop down the street. She’d arrived with the basket of muffins, baked earlier that morning, and an envelope of freshly batched ginger tea, which she brewed in my kitchen. The muffin basket sat on the dining room table. As good as they smelled, we all knew her Thanksgiving meal would be even better, and nobody wanted to ruin our appetites.

      “Monday morning,” I said. I pulled the curtain back and stared out the window. “But with tomorrow being Black Friday, after today I won’t have another chance to get ready for him.”

      “What kind of person does inventory on Thanksgiving?” Charlie asked.

      “A successful fabric store owner,” Duke said, parroting me.

      I cast a cutting glance at them and looked out the window.

      Bonita Avenue was empty. The street was comprised of businesses, bars, restaurants, shops, salons, and one bank—each of them closed for the holiday. Even Lopez Donuts, the most popular spot on the street, was missing the steady stream of customers that usually came and went. Maybe that’s why I noticed the person moving around the apartment above Duke’s bar.
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      “Who’s that?” I asked. I pointed out the window. Three of the four people in my living room peered out the window. Genevieve remained in the kitchen, attending our Thanksgiving meal. The apartment smelled like butter and sage and ten extra pounds.

      “Is that Tina?” Charlie said, mistakenly thinking I was pointing at the hair salon next to Duke’s. “She said she wasn’t leaving until noon.”

      “No,” I said. “Above the Broadside Tavern.” I leaned closer to my window, as if the six-inch difference would allow me to more easily see inside the usually empty apartment. With an assist from the bright, California sun, I made out a man and a woman moving about the interior of the room. The man wore a purple sweater, and the woman wore a version of my regular daily dress code: head-to-toe black. The couple faced each other with a buffer of two feet between them. The man held up his finger, pointing at the woman’s face. She leaned away. Their body language did not say “happy couple.”

      “Those are my new tenants,” Duke said. Charlie and I turned away from the window and looked at Duke.

      “You didn’t say anything about lodging tenants,” I said.

      “Didn’t think I had to.” He took a bite from a muffin. Duke had a crush on Genevieve and refused to let any of her food go unappreciated, regardless of the feast that would be coming in a few hours. “I finally got the apartment over my bar up to code. Listed it last month and got a tenant the first weekend. Nice couple.”

      Since moving to San Ladrón, I’d learned that living in a small community meant one thing: we knew each other’s business. Initially, I had resisted that, mostly because I was the one being gossiped about. Now that I’d been here long enough for the rest of the community to accept me as one of their own, I was on the receiving end of the gossip.

      I shifted my attention to Charlie. “Did you know about this?”

      She shook her head. She turned and looked over her shoulder at the kitchen. “Hey, Frenchie. Did you know Duke rented out the apartment over his bar?”

      Genevieve appeared with a tray of blueberry buckle. Duke, ever helpful, arranged two wide round cork coasters on the coffee table. Genevieve set the tray down. Two small creases appeared between her eyebrows. “You rented out your apartment and didn’t tell me?”

      Duke colored. “Didn’t think it was interesting enough to tell.”

      “Who are they?” Charlie asked.

      “I don’t think it’s appropriate to ask a landlord about his tenants,” I said.

      Duke said nothing. Despite my words, I waited for him to break his silence and fill us in on the newcomers. He took another bite of his muffin. After he swallowed, he spoke. “I’m new to this whole landlord thing, but I think Poly’s right.”

      “You’re not going to tell us anything?” Geneieve asked.

      Duke set his muffin down. “Like I said, they’re a nice couple. She’s some kind of sales rep. Travels a lot. They wanted to live someplace safe. They liked knowing the apartment was owned by a veteran.”

      “They obviously overlooked the clientele of your bar,” Charlie said sarcastically. Duke’s Tavern had been known to draw a rough crowd in the past.

      “We should invite them over,” Genevieve said definitively. “Nobody should be alone on Thanksgiving.”

      “Are you kidding?” Charlie asked. “Nobody in their right mind would accept a last-minute invitation to spend a holiday with a room full of strangers.”





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/image-45-sheer-window-f4.jpg
v A MATERIAL WITNESS MYSTERY

National Bestselling Author







OEBPS/images/official-polyester-press-logo.jpg
Polyester Press





