
  
    [image: A Guilty Confection]
  


  
    
      A GUILTY CONFECTION

      TRADITIONAL COZY MYSTERY

      
        CUPCAKE COZY MYSTERIES

        BOOK SIX

      

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

    
      
        MORGANA BEST

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        A Guilty Confection

        Cupcake Cozy Mystery Book 8

        Ruth Hartzler

        Copyright © 2025 Ruth Hartzler

        All Rights Reserved

        ISBN 9781923098640

      

      

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      This is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to any person, living or dead, is purely coincidental. The personal names have been invented by the author, and any likeness to the name of any person, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER 1


          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      I sat at the kitchen table with my hands wrapped around a mug of meadow tea, trying not to stare at my silent phone on the counter.

      Detective Damon McCloud had been gone for what felt like years. In reality, it had only been a couple of weeks while he gave evidence in a court case in Scotland, but time had taken on a stretched-out quality, like taffy that had been pulled one time too many.

      I took a sip of tea and tried to focus on the here and now.

      The here and now involved my kitchen, which looked as though it had lost a fight with a baking supply store. Mixing bowls, measuring cups, bags of flour, sugar, and cocoa powder covered every surface. A muffin pan already lined with paper cases waited on the counter.

      Matilda sat across from me, legs neatly crossed, knitting something that I suspected would eventually become a perfectly serviceable cardigan for someone. With Matilda, it was always difficult to know where her domestic pursuits ended and her spy instincts began. She could knit at surprising speed while still remaining fully aware of everything that moved inside and outside the house.

      Eleanor stood at the counter beside the stove, her hair rollers in place, peering earnestly into a mixing bowl. Mr. Crumbles lay on his back on a nearby chair, one paw in the air, fast asleep.

      I sighed.

      Matilda looked up from her knitting. “You’re thinking about Damon again.”

      I had given up trying to hide anything from Matilda long ago.

      “I was just wondering what time it is where he is,” I said.

      “Very early morning,” she said. “He’ll be awake. They will have him marching up and down court corridors in that very serious way he has.”

      I could picture him in his suit, his expression focused, his jaw set with determination. My stomach gave a little flip.

      “I miss him,” I admitted.

      “You can miss him and still enjoy your tea,” Matilda said. “There’s no rule against that.”

      Eleanor straightened, holding her bowl as though it were a priceless object. “I have important news.”

      Matilda set her knitting on her lap. “If your important news involves the incident yesterday with Billy and the laundry basket, I already know.”

      Eleanor waved that away. “No, no. This is far more exciting. I’ve taken a step forward in my baking career.”

      I sat up a little straighter. “You have a baking career now?”

      “I’ll have one after this,” she said. “I’ve entered a famous baking competition.”

      Matilda lifted one eyebrow. “What do you mean, entered?”

      Eleanor put her bowl down with great care and rested both hands on the counter. “I mean I filled in a form on the computer and was notified that I was successful. They wanted local flavor and authenticity. I’m local, and I’m authentic.”

      I stared at her. “Eleanor, what competition are you talking about?”

      “The one they’re filming in town. You know the one. They have the big white tent in the square. The television people.”

      I nearly choked on my tea. “You signed up for that competition?”

      “Of course I did,” she said. “They said it was open to professionals and amateurs. I’m an amateur. I thought it was important to represent our household. Besides, how hard can it be to make little cakes in front of some cameras?”

      Matilda folded her hands on top of her knitting. “You failed to mention this earlier.”

      “I didn’t want to tell you until it was all confirmed,” Eleanor said. “In case the computer changed its mind. I was worried it might. Machines can be fickle.”

      “When is this competition?” I asked.

      “They start filming the first round tomorrow,” she said. “That’s why I’m practicing now.”

      I looked again at the kitchen. Flour dusted the counter and part of the floor. There was a bag of sugar that looked a little more deflated than it had that morning. Something sticky dripped very slowly down the side of one mixing bowl.

      “Tomorrow,” I repeated in horror.

      “Yes,” Eleanor said. “There will be judges and a host and all kinds of cameras.”

      Matilda frowned. “Did the message say anything about camera angles or lighting?”

      Eleanor blinked. “Camera angles?”

      “Sometimes producers like to show the ingredients on the counter,” Matilda said. “And they might want a few close-ups of your hands while you pipe frosting. We will have to practice that. The way you hold the piping bag is important. It needs to look authoritative.”

      I ran a hand over my face. “You’re both very calm about this. Eleanor, you have never baked under pressure, let alone in front of cameras.”

      Eleanor lifted her chin. “Jane, I’ve trained a goat to wear underpants on its head. I can make cupcakes in a tent.”

      That was hard to argue with, although I was not entirely reassured. “What are you making today?” I asked her. “For practice.”

      Eleanor picked up the bowl again and peered into it. “I’m not really sure now. I was basing it on something Rebecca sells in the shop.”

      The mention of the shop made me think of my twin sister, going about her day with calm competence among the cupcake cases and frosting bags at the Amish cupcake shop. Rebecca would be quite interested to learn that Eleanor intended to appear on television as a baker.

      “Have you told Rebecca?” I asked.

      “Not yet,” Eleanor said. “I thought I would surprise her. I’ll just add the last of the milk and then I’ll be ready to put the batter into the cases. You’ll see, this batch will be perfect.”

      She took a step toward the fridge. “Oh, I forgot the milk,” she said. She spun back around.

      The bowl didn’t.

      It slipped from her hands, did a half turn in the air, and for one suspended heartbeat I thought she might somehow catch it. Instead, it tilted at exactly the wrong angle.

      The entire contents poured straight down onto Mr. Crumbles.

      One moment the large gray cat lay dozing on his chair, minding his own business. The next, he was covered from head to tail in thick, sticky cupcake batter.

      There was a sound that, in any other creature, I would have called a roar. Mr. Crumbles shot upright, his fur plastered to his body, his whiskers stiff with batter.

      Eleanor clapped her hands to her cheeks. “Oh dear. Mr. Crumbles, I’m so sorry.”

      Mr. Crumbles didn’t appear interested in apologies. He leaped from the chair to the floor, landed with a wet splat of batter, and then bolted across the kitchen.

      With every step, he left a paw print of pale beige goo.

      “Catch him,” I said, jumping to my feet.

      Eleanor lunged for him and missed by several inches. Mr. Crumbles swerved like a furry, batter-coated eel and streaked past her legs, leaving a trail of prints in a wide curve.

      Matilda remained seated for exactly one second, then set her knitting aside and stood. “Don’t chase him. You’ll make him think this is a game.”

      Mr. Crumbles chose that moment to sprint toward the hallway.

      I dove for the doorway and managed to swing it mostly shut, but one battered paw slapped against it and the cat skidded to a halt inches from my toes.

      We stared at each other. His entire expression radiated indignation.

      “Mr. Crumbles,” I said, trying to sound soothing and reasonable. “You need a bath.”

      He flicked an ear, then sat down and lifted one paw as if to inspect it. Batter dangled from his claws.

      “Don’t let him start grooming,” Matilda said. “We don’t know how much baking powder he might ingest.”

      “Is baking powder dangerous for cats?” I asked.

      “It’s not ideal,” she said. “We will avoid adding experimental data to the question.”

      Eleanor edged closer, hands spread. “I’ll pick him up. He trusts me.”

      Mr. Crumbles flicked his tail. Batter sprayed off the end and hit the cupboard.

      “I’m not sure trust looks like that,” I said.

      Eleanor inched closer. Mr. Crumbles gave a warning hiss, which, given the batter drooping off his chin, lost some of its usual effect.

      “Eleanor, wait,” I said. “Let me get a towel first. We need something between you and all that.”

      She stopped. “Good idea. I’ll get one.” She turned quickly, and her elbow bumped the bag of flour. It tipped, then righted itself at the last moment.

      Matilda moved to the counter and steadied it. “Perhaps you should focus on one incident at a time,” she said.

      I threw Eleanor a towel I kept for animal emergencies and then opened the hallway door a little wider. Mr. Crumbles watched me warily.

      “All right,” I said. “We’re going to wrap you up like a little burrito and then rinse you off. It will be quick.”

      He didn’t look convinced.

      Eleanor approached with the towel held out in front of her like a shield. “On three,” she said. “One, two, three.”

      I reached for Mr. Crumbles at the same time she swooped in with the towel. For a moment, it looked as though he might dart to one side again. Then the towel landed over his back.

      There was a muffled yowl and a flurry of movement, but between us we managed to scoop him up, batter and all, and bundle him firmly.

      “I’ve got him,” Eleanor said, hugging the towel-wrapped shape to her chest.

      “You have most of him,” Matilda said. “His tail is hanging out.”

      The tail in question flicked back and forth with clear opinion.

      “It will have to do,” I said. “Carry him to the laundry sink. We need to rinse this off before it dries.”

      As we moved toward the laundry, I glanced back at the kitchen floor. Batter paw prints covered half the linoleum in a pattern that would probably have delighted a modern artist.

      Eleanor carried Mr. Crumbles through the doorway, still apologizing in a low stream of chatter. “You’re a very good cat, and I appreciate your patience, and I promise you’ll get some treats later.”

      Mr. Crumbles responded with a series of muffled sounds that I decided to interpret as dignified acceptance.

      The next half hour involved a great deal of water, a surprising amount of cat hair, and more towels than I would normally use in a week. By the time I rinsed the worst of the batter off, I was wet from my elbows down, Eleanor had a streak of it across her cheek, and Mr. Crumbles looked like a small, grumpy lion.

      He shook himself, then stalked out of the laundry with as much dignity as he could manage in his damp state.

      “I’ll bring him his treats,” Eleanor said. “He deserves a reward.”

      I followed her back to the kitchen. The paw prints on the floor had begun to dry at the edges.

      Matilda already had a bucket and mop ready.

      “I took the liberty of mixing some water while you were in there,” she said. “You can mop, and I’ll scrape the thicker bits off with this spatula.”

      She held up one of my spatulas.

      “I use that for frosting,” I said.

      “Not anymore,” she said.

      I decided not to argue.

      As we set about restoring the kitchen, Eleanor untied her apron and inspected the front of it. There was a smear of batter across the fabric where Mr. Crumbles had brushed against her. “This is all my fault,” she said. “I should have put the bowl on the counter while I got the milk. That’s what they would say on television. They always talk about proper kitchen safety.”

      I swiped the mop across a cluster of paw prints.

      “It was an accident. No one was hurt.”

      “Mr. Crumbles was hurt in his dignity,” she said. “That’s still very important.”

      Matilda scraped a thick dollop of batter off the chair where the bowl had first landed.

      “If anything, this has been a useful rehearsal,” she said. “You have just experienced how important it is to maintain control of your equipment under pressure.”

      Eleanor nodded. “That’s true. Tomorrow there will be cameras and people talking and other bakers moving around. I’ll have to concentrate.”

      “I’ll make a perfect batch today,” Eleanor added. “Then I’ll make another one this evening. I’ll practice until I can do it with my eyes closed.”

      “Please keep your eyes open around the oven,” I said.

      She laughed. “Very well. I take your point.”

      Mr. Crumbles padded back into the kitchen and hopped onto his chair. His fur was still damp, but he had regained much of his normal composure. He curled up, wrapped his tail around his paws, and closed his eyes.

      I looked around at the batter splatters we had not yet reached and the avalanche of measuring cups waiting in the sink.

      Eleanor, on a televised baking competition.

      It would certainly be an experience.
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      The town square looked very different with a huge white tent in the middle of it.

      Usually I associated the square with buggies and cars going around the fountain, people walking between the stores, and the occasional tourist trying to take a photo of everything at once.

      That morning, the fountain and the benches were still there, but a bright cluster of cables, vans, and equipment surrounded the tent like a strange metal garden.

      Matilda and I joined the line of people waiting to go inside. A person with a clipboard stood at the entrance, and a camera on a tall tripod pointed toward the opening of the tent.

      “There will be security footage of everyone going in,” Matilda murmured as we reached the front.

      “I thought we were just coming to watch a baking show.”

      “Television people love documentation,” she said. “It helps them keep track of continuity. And everything else.”

      Inside, the tent felt like someone had taken the idea of a kitchen and multiplied it by ten. Long rows of stainless steel workstations stretched away from us, each one with its own mixer, stovetop, and oven. Above, lights hung from metal frames. Crew members adjusted them and checked cables.

      A few contestants had already claimed stations and were lining up bowls and spatulas with serious expressions. Others stood in little groups, talking in low voices. There was a low, excited hum of sound, broken now and then by a call from one of the crew.

      “Where is she?” I said.

      Matilda shaded her brow with her hand and scanned the length of the tent. “Near the middle. That’s the best place for camera coverage.”

      We followed the signs to the audience seating at the far end of the tent. Temporary bleachers had been set up on either side of a central aisle, facing toward the rows of workstations. An open space at the front marked where the host and judges would stand.

      We found seats in the second row, right behind a low barrier. It was close enough that I could see Eleanor’s station clearly. Camera operators moved around, adjusting angles.

      A person with a headset spoke into a microphone and pointed toward different sections of the tent. A large digital clock had been set up high on one central pole, and a smaller one hung over the pantry shelves.

      Contestants finished setting up their workstations. Each one had a mixing bowl, a row of utensils, and a crate of basic supplies under the counter.

      A person with a stack of cards walked along the front of the stations and spoke to each baker briefly, making notes on the cards. When they reached Eleanor, she nodded energetically and made some sweeping gestures, which probably did not make the person’s job any easier.

      The buzz of activity slowly settled. Crew members took their positions. The person with the headset lifted a hand and called out that they were about to start. The conversation level dropped as everyone moved to their places.

      A woman in a bright dress walked into the open space at the front. Her hair was perfectly arranged, and her makeup looked as though several experts had taken turns on it. She smiled at the nearest camera.

      “Welcome to Cupcakes Across America,” she said. “We’re here in beautiful Lancaster to celebrate local flavors, local bakers, and of course, cupcakes.”

      A small cheer went up from the audience. I clapped with everyone else. Matilda joined in with restrained but definite enthusiasm. The host turned slightly and gestured toward the rows of bakers.

      “Today our contestants begin their journey to the cupcake crown with a challenge that celebrates where they come from. Bakers, for your first round, we want to see cupcakes inspired by this location and your connection to it.”

      “You’ll find all the basic ingredients you need under your countertops and in our well stocked pantry,” the host continued. “During this round, we want to see creativity, skill, and a sense of place on your plates.”

      A camera operator panned across the contestants. Some looked solemn, others excited. A few bounced on the balls of their feet like runners at the start line.

      “You’ll have fifteen minutes to think and make notes before your baking time begins,” the host said. “Use that time wisely. When the clock starts, you’ll have one hundred twenty minutes to bake, decorate, and present twelve identical cupcakes to our judges.”

      The big clock above the pole flickered on, showing fifteen minutes. It did not start counting down yet.

      The host was still speaking. “Your thinking time starts now.”

      The digital numbers ticked. All along the row, contestants reached for notebooks and pens. Some hunched over their benches and scribbled.

      “Bakers, your thinking time is almost up. Finish your notes and get ready to bake.”

      The last few seconds ticked away. The fifteen minutes hit zero with a loud beep. The host faced a camera. “Bakers, you may begin.”

      The tent burst into motion. Mixers whirred to life. Bowls clanged against counters. Drawers slid open. People moved between their stations and the pantry with more urgency.

      Eleanor appeared, holding two large cartons of eggs, one in each hand, and moving toward her station with the air of someone carrying a valuable treasure.

      The floor of the tent was made of some kind of temporary platform, slightly raised above the ground. When Eleanor reached the slight join between two sections, her foot caught on the edge. She pitched forward.

      For one terrible second, I thought she was going to fall face first onto the floor.

      Somehow she managed to right herself at the last moment, but the eggs did not share her balance. Both cartons flew in opposite directions like startled birds. One landed flat on the counter in front of her with a soft thump. The other hit the corner of the station and flipped open.

      A shower of eggs escaped, arced neatly through the air, and landed on the floor with a series of cracks. Several contestants gasped. A crew member hurried over with a roll of paper towels.

      The camera on a sliding track moved along the row of bakers, capturing action shots of ingredients being poured and mixers starting up.

      An operator with a shoulder camera came closer to Eleanor, aiming for an over the shoulder view of her bowl. Eleanor measured flour into the large bowl with great care. She leveled each cup with a knife blade and tapped it gently to smooth the top. She set the flour aside and reached for the sugar. She unscrewed the lid on a jar, scooped out a generous cupful, and dumped it into the bowl.

      “Matilda,” I said. “Did you see that jar?”

      Matilda leaned forward until the hem of her cardigan brushed the barrier. “It looked like the second jar from the left.”

      “Do you think that was sugar?” I asked her.

      “The label appeared to have an S on it,” Matilda said. “But the pantry staff might have their own system.”

      One of the fixed cameras zoomed in on Eleanor’s bowl. The picture appeared on a monitor mounted near the crew, and for a moment I could see the mixture on the screen. The crystals in the bowl looked coarser and more opaque than sugar.

      “It looks like salt,” I whispered. Matilda narrowed her gaze at the screen.

      “She picked up the wrong jar,” she said. “The sugar is on her left. That was the jar on her right.”

      “We need to warn her,” I said. I waved both arms in the air. “Eleanor,” I called, trying to pitch my voice over the noise without sounding like a person in need of medical attention.

      Several audience members in front of us turned their heads. One of the crew glanced our way.

      The host continued her cheerful commentary without missing a beat. Eleanor, who was in the process of cracking eggs into a smaller bowl, looked up. Her face lit up when she saw us waving. She waved back very enthusiastically, eggshell still between two fingers.

      I tried pantomiming shaking a jar and making a face. I pointed at my mouth and pressed my cheeks in, hoping she would understand the universal sign for something tasting unpleasant.

      Matilda pointed firmly at the row of jars on Eleanor’s station and then made big crossing motions with her arms.

      Eleanor frowned, tilted her head for a second, then waved again. She turned back to her bowl and poured the egg mixture into the flour and crystals.

      The host wandered between the stations, asking contestants brief questions as she passed. A crew member with a boom microphone hovered just out of frame.

      The cameras tracked the host’s movements. She paused at a nearby baker and asked about their inspiration before moving in Eleanor’s direction. “And what are you making for us today?” she asked.

      “I’m making maple and walnut cupcakes with a maple Swiss meringue frosting,” Eleanor said. “The maple flavor represents this area, the Amish maple nut cake, and the maple and the meringue frosting represents my appreciation for fat and carbohydrates.”

      “That sounds delicious.” With a nod, the host moved on to the next baker.

      Matilda leaned closer. “There’s no point worrying now. The batter is already mixed. We will have to trust that the judges have strong constitutions.”

      “I would rather trust that Eleanor used sugar,” I said.

      By this time, the smell of butter and baking filled the tent, though I tried not to think about it too much.

      Oven doors opened and closed in a steady rhythm. Timer bells chimed. Contestants moved between cooling racks and decorating stations.

      “We also have a very special guest joining us for this round,” the host said. “Someone known for his honest, detailed feedback and his passion for precision in baking.”

      I felt my shoulders tighten. Honest and detailed feedback did not always go hand in hand with kindness.

      “Bakers will need to impress not just our regular judges, but also our guest taster,” the host added.

      A man walked up the central aisle between the rows of stations. He wore a tailored jacket and carried himself with the ease of someone used to being on camera. A few of the contestants straightened when they saw him.

      “Please welcome renowned food critic and television personality, Caleb Whitmore,” the host said. The cameras followed him as he reached the open space at the front. He offered a polite nod to the bakers and another to the audience. The host turned back to the nearest camera.

      “Caleb will taste the cupcakes and share his thoughts,” the host said. “Bakers, you have just under an hour left. Use your time wisely.”

      The clock continued to tick down. Somewhere near the middle of the tent, Eleanor stirred a bowl of frosting with the same enthusiasm she brought to everything.

      I clasped my hands together and watched. I could not shake the uneasy feeling that something bad was about to happen, something even worse than Eleanor’s baking. I had never watched a television tasting in person before. It felt a little like being at a school assembly and a little like being in a very quiet circus.

      The ovens were off, the mixers were silent, and all twelve contestants stood behind their stations. The cameras had shifted positions. One was aimed down the length of the row, another hovered on a rolling track, and a third stood near the front to catch wide shots.

      The host stood beside the two regular judges in the open space at the front. Caleb Whitmore waited a short distance away with his hands folded.

      The big clock over the pole showed zero. The baking time had finished. A crew member had swept through the tent to collect any leftover ingredients and make sure nothing remained on the benches, though I had noticed Eleanor tried to keep hold of her maple syrup until they suggested very firmly that she move it out of the way.

      “All right, bakers,” the host said. “The time for baking is over. The time for tasting has arrived.“

      A small ripple ran through the contestants. I could almost feel it from the audience seating.

      The host turned to face a camera. “Each contestant has chosen their best cupcake. The guest taster will taste one at a time and give his comments. This will be anonymous. Caleb will not know the identity of the baker of each cupcake. After he has finished, the judges will examine each person’s remaining cupcakes for evenness as well as taste and presentation.”

      Caleb selected a cupcake from the fancily decorated plate in front of him. He cut neatly into the closest cupcake with surgical precision, examining the crumb structure like a pathologist.

      “Acceptable crumb, though the cell structure suggests over mixing,” he said flatly. “The sponge has the density of a doorstop. Whoever made this clearly doesn’t understand the science of creaming butter and sugar. The flavor is identifiable as vanilla, which is the only thing preventing this from being a complete disaster.”

      Caleb bit into the next cupcake, chewed thoughtfully, then his eyebrows lifted. “The spices in this cupcake are so overpowering I can’t actually taste the cake. I’m eating a spice rack that someone accidentally baked. Subtlety is apparently a foreign concept to this baker.”

      Applause drifted from the audience. It felt a little odd to clap for someone being insulted, but everyone seemed to understand the cue.

      For the third cupcake, Caleb paused mid-bite. “The texture suggests this baker learned everything they know about baking from the back of a box mix. The frosting is so sweet it could put a diabetic into a coma. I’ve consumed less sugar eating pixie sticks straight from the package.”

      At the fourth, he examined the piping work with obvious contempt. “Beautiful piping work, completely wasted on what I can only describe as cake-shaped cardboard. This sponge is so dry it’s a fire hazard. I’m genuinely concerned about choking.”

      The fifth was a whoopie pie cupcake, which made me think of Rebecca and the shop. Caleb took one bite and set it down with visible disgust. “This baker has apparently never heard of portion control. The filling-to-cake ratio is so wildly wrong that I’m essentially eating frosting with cake as a garnish. This isn’t a cupcake, it’s a cry for help.”

      I held my breath when Caleb Whitmore finally reached Eleanor’s cupcake. I knew it was Eleanor’s because the shards of maple towered high above the other cupcakes like some kind of architectural disaster.

      Caleb picked up his fork. His expression shifted into something approaching dread. He slid the fork blade down the side of the cupcake and brought it up for a bite. I gripped my hands together in my lap. Caleb took a generous bite.

      For a second nothing happened. Then his whole body gave a small jolt. He coughed once, then again, more sharply. His free hand went to his mouth. Caleb swallowed and took in a short breath.

      His face had gone rigid. “The walnuts are the only innocent party in this disaster,” he said. A low, uncertain ripple of laughter came from the audience. I didn’t join in.

      “This is, without question, the saltiest cupcake I have ever had the misfortune to taste,” he said, each word clipped and precise. “And I’ve been judging baking competitions for fifteen years. Someone has clearly confused their salt and sugar containers, which is the kind of mistake I’d expect from a small child, not a competition entrant.”

      Caleb laid his fork down like he was setting down a weapon. “I categorically refuse to take another bite,” he said. “This cupcake doesn’t belong in a baking competition. It doesn’t belong in a kitchen. It belongs in a salt mine as an educational display on what happens when bakers don’t pay attention.”

      The words hung in the air for a second. The cameras captured his face from two angles. We watched as Caleb moved onto the next cupcakes. He did not have a kind word for any of them.

      Caleb cut into the last one, brought it up for a bite, and tasted. He chewed twice, then three times.

      Then, just as the host faced a camera and drew in a breath for her next line, Caleb shifted his weight.

      He lifted a hand halfway toward his collar as if he meant to straighten it. His face lost color so quickly that at first I thought one of the lights overhead had flickered.

      He opened his mouth, but no sound came out. His other hand went to his throat.

      I gasped. “Is he all right?”

      For a fraction of a second, the entire tent seemed to hold its breath. The cameras stayed trained on the judges, waiting for the next comment.

      Caleb swayed.

      The host turned toward him.

      “Caleb,” she said. “Would you like to add anything about the honey element?”

      He didn’t answer. His fingers pressed against his throat. His knees buckled.

      He crumpled onto the floor.
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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/bookbrushimage-2025-12-23-9-4829.jpg
o

- Ruth'Hartzler#.

an





