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Introduction
In the sleepy New England town of Wickford, time seems to move at a gentle, steady
pace. The heart of the community beats quietly in its weathered colonial buildings,
local markets, and ivy-strung lanes. Yet behind the lace-curtained windows and well-
tended gardens, stories abound—many told, many more carefully shielded. For
Corinne Ashby, the town’s most deft and discerning antiques dealer, Wickford’s
secrets are as precious—and perilous—as the treasures she curates. 

The Ashby family has held pride of place in Wickford society for over two centuries,
their legacy woven into the very fabric of the town’s history. Respected, envied, and
sometimes feared, the Ashbys have always been defined by a single, legendary
heirloom: the Blue Ashby Brooch. Rumored to have survived fires, wars, and betrayal,
the brooch—a dazzling sapphire ringed with diamonds—became a symbol of both
unshakable luck and lurking misfortune. More than a family jewel, it was a talisman
that bound the Ashbys’ public reputation to their very private mysteries.

Corinne, having inherited her grandmother’s keen eye for authenticity and her father’s
stubborn sense of honor, never doubted her duty as guardian of the brooch. It was her
burden and privilege, a link to ancestors whose names still linger in the town’s lore.
She prided herself on preserving both the heirloom and the fragile peace that seemed
always at risk within her extended family. But one rain-soaked evening, as cousins
bickered over dessert and distant thunder rattled the old glass panes, Corinne’s
careful world was upended. The brooch vanished—without a trace.

What begins as a case of loss swiftly transforms into something far more sinister. As
rumors swirl and suspicions mount, Corinne finds herself navigating a labyrinth of old
grievances and unresolved quarrels. Each family member, outwardly refined and
composed, harbors resentments, secrets, and debts—each with possible motives of
their own. Forced to question long-held assumptions and trust her instincts, Corinne is
determined to find the truth, even if it means unearthing scandals buried deeper than
the family crypt.

Beyond the Ashbys’ grand drawing rooms, the mystery of the missing brooch seeps
into Wickford’s daily rhythms. The town’s chief of police, well-acquainted with both
Corinne’s sharp mind and the Ashbys’ ability to close ranks, only complicates the
search for answers. And just as the investigation threatens to grind to a stalemate, an
unexpected ally appears: a rival antiques dealer whose charm is rivaled only by his
appetite for intrigue. Their uneasy partnership introduces new dangers and reveals
that the brooch’s disappearance is but one thread in a tapestry of betrayal and
deception.

Sample from MixCache.com - The Online eBook Marketplace



SHARING STRICTLY PROHIBITED - For personal use of the licensed account only - See MixCache.com Terms of Use.

SA
MPL

E 
CO

PY

In unraveling the truth behind the Blue Ashby Brooch, Corinne must ultimately
confront the most difficult questions of all: What defines a legacy? And what price are
we willing to pay to protect—or expose—the secrets of those we love? As the line
between fortune and ruin blurs, she learns that every heirloom, no matter how
brilliant, casts a shadow—and some secrets, once revealed, can never be hidden
again.
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CHAPTER ONE: Shadows at Ashby House
The late afternoon sun, usually a benevolent presence in Wickford, cast long, distorted
shadows across the manicured lawns of Ashby House. It was the annual summer
gathering, a tradition as old and unyielding as the house itself. Corinne, navigating the
throng of cousins, aunts, and uncles, felt the familiar pull of family duty and the faint,
underlying hum of unspoken tension. She’d dressed, as always, for comfort and
practicality – a linen dress in a muted blue, sensible flats, and her hair pulled back in a
neat bun, freeing her to move through the crowded rooms of her ancestral home.

Her antique shop, The Gilded Cage, was a mere stone's throw from Ashby House, a
convenient buffer between her personal and professional lives. But today, the line
blurred. The family gathering was less about joyous reunion and more about
maintaining appearances, a carefully orchestrated ballet of polite smiles and veiled
critiques. Corinne, as the current guardian of the Blue Ashby Brooch, was keenly
aware of the watchful eyes. The brooch, currently residing in its custom-fitted velvet
box in the drawing-room safe, was the unspoken guest of honor.

Her cousin, Julian, ever the provocateur, cornered her by the antique credenza in the
dining room. “Still keeping a tight leash on the family treasure, Corinne?” he drawled,
a glass of champagne glinting in his hand. Julian, with his perpetually rumpled suit and
a perpetual air of aggrieved entitlement, had always resented Corinne’s position. He
believed, quite vocally, that the brooch should have passed to his side of the family.

“It’s safely secured, Julian,” Corinne replied, her voice level, though her patience was
wearing thin. She glanced around the room. Her aunt Clara, a woman whose pearls
seemed to constrict her neck tighter with each passing year, was loudly discussing
property taxes with Uncle Richard. Across the room, her distant cousin, Marcus, a
quiet, almost reclusive man who ran a small bookstore in town, was observing the
scene with a detached intensity that made Corinne uneasy.

The conversation drifted, as it always did, to the brooch’s legendary history. Great-
Aunt Beatrice, a woman whose memory was sharper than her eyesight, recounted the
tale of its miraculous survival during the Great Fire of Wickford in 1888. “It was the
brooch, you see,” she declared, her voice raspy, “that led them to the hidden vault. A
beacon of hope in the ashes.” Some family members scoffed, others nodded solemnly.
Corinne herself had always been more pragmatic, appreciating its historical value over
any mystical properties. Yet, even she couldn't deny the brooch’s strange hold over
the family’s destiny.

Later, during the chaotic dessert course, a particularly boisterous argument erupted
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between Julian and his sister, Eleanor, over a minor inheritance dispute. Eleanor,
usually reserved, had clearly had too much wine. Their voices rose, echoing through
the high-ceilinged drawing room where the safe was located. Corinne, feeling a
headache brewing, excused herself and slipped away, needing a moment of quiet. She
decided to check on the brooch, a habit born of a lifetime of responsibility.

The drawing room was empty, thankfully. The old grandfather clock in the corner
ticked with an oppressive slowness. Corinne approached the hidden safe, built into the
wall behind a large tapestry depicting a hunting scene. She entered the familiar
combination, her fingers moving by rote. The heavy door swung open with a soft click.
She reached inside, her hand searching for the velvet box.

Her fingers met empty air.

Corinne frowned, her mind racing. Had she placed it somewhere else? No, it always
went directly back into the safe after the annual appraisal, which had been just last
week. She pulled a small flashlight from her pocket, sweeping the beam across the
safe’s interior. Nothing. Just the bare, unyielding metal.

A cold dread seeped into her bones. Her heart began to pound a frantic rhythm
against her ribs. This wasn't possible. The safe was secure, the combination known
only to her and her father, who was currently laid up with a bad hip and hadn't been to
Ashby House in weeks. No forced entry. No signs of tampering.

She closed the safe door slowly, her mind struggling to process what her eyes had
seen—or rather, what they hadn’t. The boisterous laughter from the dining room
seemed to mock her sudden, suffocating silence. A chill snaked up her spine, entirely
unrelated to the damp New England air. The brooch was gone. And the most terrifying
realization was that it hadn’t been stolen by a stranger breaking in. It had been taken
from within.

A hundred questions flooded her mind, each one more unsettling than the last. Who
among her family, gathered under the same roof, would do such a thing? And why?
The implications were staggering, threatening to shatter not just the fragile peace of
the Ashby family, but the very foundation of Corinne’s understanding of loyalty and
trust. She felt the weight of two centuries of Ashby history pressing down on her,
demanding answers. And she knew, with a certainty that chilled her to the bone, that
the search for the Blue Ashby Brooch had just begun.
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