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PROLOGUE
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THE plain white envelope lay on the door mat, delivered by hand, no postmark. With shaking fingers, he picked it up and ripped it open. It contained a postcard showing a typical seaside scene. He knew the place well and he already knew what would be written on the back of it.
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He dropped it as if it was on fire and stumbled backwards towards the stairs. He sat down, put his head in his hands and wept. It wasn’t over, it would never be over, until he faced his tormentor and that he could not do.
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JASMINE was back at her desk, having spent a fortnight in Milan with Enzo and his family. 

Business was reasonably quiet and her staff could handle the cases without her, so she had taken Caro along with her. It was taking longer than she had hoped for Caro to recover from her ordeal at the hands of the Children of the Sun cult. 

Jasmine had employed a victims of trauma councillor for both Caro and Hugo, the one who had helped her when her own parents had died in a car crash eleven years ago and who had, coincidentally, been recommended by PC Tom Harris, who had been part of the investigation into, what they now knew were the deaths of two missing people involved in the cult. 

Hugo had insisted that he didn’t need counselling, Jasmine insisted he did. Both he and Caro had been brainwashed and it would have left its mark. She intended to make sure her decision to hand the investigation over to them would have no lasting effects on their lives. Hence the trip to Milan for Caro. 

Julietta Rappelli had embraced the young woman with open arms. She had been given the details of the case by her eldest son, Enzo, after he returned home with stitches in a head wound and concussion. She professed to cherishing the opportunity to having a surrogate daughter to fuss over, in a home full of men and chastised Jasmine for not visiting them all more often. 

She frequently argued with her son about, what she saw, as his reluctance to pop the question to the lovely Jasmine, warning him that if he didn’t marry her soon, someone else would snap her up. He had tried many times to explain that Jasmine didn’t want to be proposed to, but Julietta was of a generation and Italian mindset that had not welcomed the twenty-first century’s independent woman. Besides, she adored Jasmine and couldn’t wait for her to become her daughter-in-law and produce grandchildren that she could dote on. 

Enzo had argued that his mother had three other sons that could grant her that so to look elsewhere and leave him and Jasmine alone. 

Julietta’s new regret, when her eyes fell upon the very pretty Caro, was that Caro was too old at twenty-three for any of her handsome sons, sixteen- year- old Marco and the fourteen- year- old twins, Roberto and Nunzio. 

Having Caro with them was wonderful for her and she was determined to help the poor girl overcome her ordeal and start to enjoy life again. Where better, she mused, than here in the magnificent city, the Rappellis called home. 

Jasmine had kept her promise to Caro and not told anyone of the shocking revelation that she thought she had been raped. She had no certain knowledge whether it was a memory of a rape that had happened whilst under initiation at the commune, or a false memory planted by the leaders, Mary and Joseph. 

Hugo had also told his sister that he had developed strange memories relating to their parents, who had died eleven years ago in a car crash. It was these memories, or false memories that had made Jasmine insist on counselling for them both. 

Jasmine said a reluctant goodbye to Enzo and his family, at the end of a relaxing fortnight and left Caro in the capable hands of Julietta. She didn’t have to try too hard to convince Caro she wasn’t needed back at work and to concentrate on getting better. Caro was definitely a changed woman, she thought guiltily. God, I hope she gets better, or I’ll have to live with the fact that I unintentionally caused the trauma Caro’s suffering.  

As she sat at her desk drinking a large, black coffee she sighed and readied herself to get on with her job, as Maddie knocked on her office door to welcome her back home with a smile.

“Hi, Jas. Glad to be back?”

“Yes and no. Spending time with Enzo and his family was as great as ever and it was fun showing Caro around, but I’ve been eager to get back to work too. Anything interesting come in while I’ve been away?”

“The usual. We’ve found a few missing teenagers with the help of the Salvation Army liaising between the missing and their parents. Nothing too serious - just family arguments. We found them on the streets in various locations. We charged a minimum fee to the parents; hope that was ok?”

“Sure, we can afford to charge basic admin costs in these cases. Better to get the kids home before they come to real harm. It’s so bloody tragic how many kids are on the streets nowadays. Anything we can do to help we will. Send off a large donation to the Sally Army, will you?”

“Yes of course.”

“Anything else?”

“Yes. Tom Harris called to speak to you and I said you were away. He asked me if you would mind if he recommended us to a woman who had come into the station about her missing partner? Apparently, they couldn’t deal with it as there didn’t seem to be any suspicious circumstances.”

“Did he explain we’re not cheap? We can’t do what we do without a fair charge to the client.”

“He said we were a private agency and a call wouldn’t hurt. He assured her that we were highly professional and trustworthy. I told him you’d be willing to meet her, when you got back and it would be your decision whether we could help or not.”

“Ok, that’s fine. Give him a ring and get her phone number. Then arrange a meeting; today if possible. Might as well see what it’s about.”

Maddie left her to her coffee and paper work and went to make the calls. Half an hour later she came back, armed with two mugs of coffee and a tray of biscuits. She knew Jasmine could never have enough of her favourite espresso. 

“I’ve arranged for Ms. Paula Drew to come by at 11.30. Now put the paper work down and tell me all about your trip to Milan. I’m so jealous. Seems so long ago that we were there together. I’d like to go back soon.” 

“I’m sure Julietta would love to see you anytime you feel like it. After arranging a holiday from work with me of course.” She raised an eyebrow and gave Maddie a huge grin.

“Yes Boss. I know how you’d be lost here without me.”

“Totally.” They drank their coffee and Maddie got the full gossip. She was secretly surprised at how close Jasmine was becoming to Enzo’s family. It was the first time she had known her friend have a committed relationship with anyone, except her brother and her friends at the agency. She was a loner, but since meeting Enzo whilst solving the Buscolli case, she had seen a subtle change in Jasmine. A little piece of her protective armour had been chipped away.

“How’s Caro doing?” she asked.

“She’s much better. Julietta and Vincenzo have taken her under their wing. Having four sons, I think they relish having a surrogate daughter with them. One who’s not quite so independent as me,” Jasmine replied with a self-depreciating smile.

“I bet.” Maddie gave a laugh. Independent was putting it mildly in describing her best friend’s spiky manner. She let very few in. You had to gain her trust but there was no better friend to have, once you did.

Jasmine had kept her promise to Caro and had not breathed a word of their conversation concerning her re-activated memory but still felt a little guilty keeping it from her best friend. She was going to do a little digging by herself and the first step was to request a meeting with Joseph, former member and lover of Mary, of the cult known as The Children of the Sun. Now disbanded. He was currently on remand in prison, awaiting trial and sentencing for his part in concealing the murder of Lewis Poole and the kidnapping of Hugo and Caro. She hoped he would be willing to discuss the initiation process – a brainwashing technique by another name - in the hope that the judge would be more lenient if he cooperated. The Brite agency staff would be called as witnesses to the crimes of the cult and its part in solving them. She would imply that she might portray him in a better light than she would otherwise do if he helped Caro remember what had actually happened in her initiation. Had it planted a false memory, brought on by the sexual activity she had seen go on in the cult, or was it already there, hidden away and re-awakened? She needed to find out for Caro’s sake, if she was to move on from her ordeal at the hands of Mary and Joseph.

For now, though, it was time to concentrate on the potential new case and get back to work. 

Maddie left to get on with her own tasks and she caught up with the things she had awaiting her after her short holiday. She felt the familiar stir of excitement whenever a new case came in. She always seemed to have a sixth sense for something out of the ordinary and suspected Tom Harris wouldn’t have led the woman to her agency unless he sensed something too.
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AT 11.30 promptly, Paula Drew was shown into Jasmine’s office. She was heavily pregnant. 

Jasmine ushered her into a seat, asked if she wanted a tea or coffee and sent Evie off to fetch it. As Paula eased herself into the chair, Jasmine took the opportunity to scrutinise her. She looked to be in her early thirties, dark shoulder-length hair tied in a ponytail, fairly slim apart from the obvious bump. She was attractive in an ordinary way, reflected Jasmine. She wouldn’t stand out in a crowd but pleasant to look at, in other circumstances. It was clear that she hadn’t slept much and tears were close. 

The coffee arrived and Paula took a huge gulp, as if to prepare herself for Jasmine’s questions.

“I’m pleased to meet you, Ms. Drew. I’m Jasmine Brite, I understand P.C. Harris recommended our agency to you. How may we help?”

“Please call me Paula. Yes, he did and I’m very grateful for his help. I’m desperate Ms. Brite. The police say they can’t help me, I don’t know what to do now.” She took out a tissue and started to twist it around her ring finger. 

Jasmine could see she needed to calm her down if she was to get any sense out of her.

“Take your time Paula and please call me Jasmine. I need you to take a few deep breaths and I will ask you a few questions. Firstly, who is it that’s missing?”

Paula took another gulp of her coffee and began. “It’s my partner, Brian Carruthers. He vanished three days ago. I got back from shopping for some baby things and picking up my daughter from school and he never came home from work. I phoned the police and they say they can’t do anything. How can they say that? He’s missing?” She started to twist the tissue in her hand again.

“I’m sure the police have done all that they can. I assume, they told you without any evidence of violence or a possible cause as to why he left your home, as an adult male he’s free to come and go as he pleases. Did you have a recent argument? Have there been any money troubles or worry, forgive me, about the baby?”

“No!” Paula shouted in despair. “We’re very happy together and can’t wait for our son to be born. I’m seven months pregnant. We haven’t rowed. We have no money worries. He has a good job and I work part-time until next month. I have a seven-year old daughter who he loves like his own. Something has happened to him; it must have.”

“Were all the hospitals checked, in case he’s had an accident?”

“Yes, and I phoned his works who told me he hadn’t turned up the day he went missing. I’ve asked his friends if they know what’s happened. Was he seeing anyone else? I’m not stupid, I know some men do when their partner’s pregnant, but I swear, Brian isn’t one of them. He loves our little family so much and can’t wait for the baby, his baby. He has no family of his own and has always said it’s all he ever wanted. We’re precious to him. He wouldn’t just leave out of the blue.” 

“How long have you been together?”

“Nearly three years. I was a single-mother. Georgia’s father was never in the picture. A one-night stand. I was fine with that. I worked hard to provide for us but after four years of being on my own, I was lonely. My friends and family kept trying to introduce me to men they knew, but there was never any real spark. Finally, a friend put me on a dating site and after loads of false starts, I met Brian and that was that.”

“It’s a very popular way of meeting people I’ve heard. Haven’t ventured there myself though. So, you say he has no family? Why would that be? I myself only have my younger brother, Hugo, who works here with me. Our parents died in a car crash, eleven years ago and we had no other close family. I can see why your partner found having a family so important.”

“I’m sorry to hear that. I’ve a large family who’ve always been there for me and they took to Bri straight away. I saw how much that meant to him. When we first talked on line and actually met up, of course I wanted to know all about him and initially his lack of family made me suspicious. I had a daughter to consider, after all. But he was only too happy to tell me all about himself.”

“Ok. If you don’t mind, I want to take some notes.”

“Of course. Bri, that’s what we call him, is thirty-nine years old. I’m thirty-three, so not much of an age gap. He said he understood how hard being a single mother was, as he’d been brought up by his grandparents, not knowing, until his sister died of cancer, when he was nineteen, that she was, in fact, his mother. This happened a lot, apparently in Ireland, where he’s from, Londonderry. He calls it Derry. He says all Catholics do - something to do with the troubles. He said he found it hard to deal with and blamed his grandparents. He ended up joining the army for three years, then came out and moved around doing a variety of jobs, ‘til he ended up in the Midlands and set up as a self-employed builder.”

“Could he possibly have gone back to Ireland, do you think? To reconnect with his grandparents, now he has a child of his own due?”

“No, they died. He said he had no family over there anymore. Something about his real mother shaming them all. Anyway, why wouldn’t he tell me if he was planning on going anywhere? I tell you something bad has happened, I know it has.”

“I’m sorry, I know some of my questions might sound stupid to you, but I’m just trying to get a sense of what possible reasons your partner might have to leave without a word.”

“Yes, I know. It’s all so unbelievable. A few days ago I was the happiest I’ve ever been and now I feel totally alone and helpless. No one seems to be listening to me. Bri wouldn’t just leave, I know he wouldn’t.”

“Well if we can cross off possible reasons anyway, we can start to look at where to go next. So please bear with me. Have you got a joint account? Has he taken any money out, since going missing?”

“No, Bri has a bank account and pays all the bills out of it. I have my own account where my wages and child allowance are put in. He insisted I have access to my own money and he earned enough to provide fully for us.”

“Ok, well perhaps the police could look at that. I know P.C. Harris quite well. He may be willing to look into the matter a bit deeper if I take on your case.”

“How much is this going to cost me?” Paula was beginning to see the financial mess she was about to get into, now Brian would not be supporting her. “I haven’t been able to think of anything else but what’s happened to Bri. I don’t know what I’m going to do for money? My wages won’t cover the bills, even. I can’t cope with this.” She started to cry.

Jasmine got up from the desk and opened the office door and called Evie in, then put an arms around Paula’s shoulders. “Look, I know how much of a shock this must be to you. Is there anyone that can come and collect you? I think we need to finish up here for today. If not, my colleague can drive you home.” 

Entering the room, Evie offered to get more coffee and some biscuits to help Paula calm down.

“I’m alright, it’s just overwhelming. I’ll call my sister in a bit, she’s picking Georgia up for me from school later. I’m just realising I can’t afford to pay you to look for Bri. I wanted a magic solution and there isn’t one. Sorry I’ve wasted your time.”

“You haven’t. Please don’t think that but I’d be wrong to give you false hope. We’re a private missing persons agency and we obviously have to charge for our services. We have the time and resources to concentrate on individual cases when the police, Salvation Army and other charitable organisations aren’t able to do that. However, I can use my discretion if need be. I can’t promise that I’ll be able to take your case on, but I am willing to look into it, make some initial enquiries for you, at no cost.” 

“Thank you, Ms. Brite. I’d be so grateful.”

When Evie came back with coffee and biscuits Jasmine asked her to join them so she could fill her in on how she intended to help Paula. Then Jasmine asked Paula to make a list of everyone that might have had contact with Brian Carruthers - friends, work colleagues, and clients he’d worked for - so that they could question everyone who might know something, possibly even something the importance of which they might themselves be completely unaware. 

Paula produced her mobile and brought up a photo of herself and Brian. Jasmine transferred it to her own mobile, to blow up and put onto her whiteboard.

“Brian might have said something to any of them, that might give us a lead. Try to stay positive, I know that’s hard. I’ll be in touch as soon as I have any news. Is there anyone you can stay with? I don’t like to think of you facing this alone. And perhaps have a word with your doctor. The stress can’t be good for you and the baby.”

“My sister is going to stay with me. Thanks for being so concerned. Yes, I’ll tell the doctor and my employers. Thanks again for listening and trying to help.”

“I hope we can get to the bottom of this for you. Make that list for me now, then go home and rest.”  

They sat and drank their coffee whilst Paula made her list and then Evie moved the conversation onto daughters - Evie’s Freya and Paula’s Georgia were of a similar age - making small talk to alleviate the obvious stress the pregnant woman was under. 

Jasmine half-listened as her mind became occupied on the task ahead. She believed Paula when she said Brian would not have left of his own accord. She now needed to discover what had happened to him. The adrenalin of a new case to solve began to flow through her veins. Her sixth sense kicked in again, telling her that this was no ordinary missing persons case. 

Time would tell if she was right.
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JASMINE picked up the phone as soon as Paula Drew left and called Tom Harris’s mobile.

“Hi Jasmine. I can guess why you’re phoning. Hope I didn’t do the wrong thing?”

“No Tom. I can see the poor woman’s in bits. I’ve had to make sure she realises we’re a private agency and have to charge. Did you tell her that?”

“I did say, but she said she’d try anything.”

“Well, I’ve agreed to take a preliminary look for her. I couldn’t just send her away; she’s pregnant after-all and convinced her partner wouldn’t have just left her.”

“I know, something about her convinced me too. That’s why I suggested you. You seem to have a sixth sense about these things.”

“Well...don’t know about that.” Although she agreed with him, really.

“By the way, I’m studying for the exam to become a detective.”

“Wow, that’s great Tom.”

“Yes, after being involved with your last case, I got a taste for being in the thick of things.” He chuckled.

“Couldn’t’ve solved it without you, Tom,” Jasmine laughed. She was getting to really like this policeman. The six- footer, not aesthetically handsome but cute, had a twinkle in his chocolate brown eyes that lit up his face. It was an open face and had the knack of putting people at ease. A talent handy in the police force. He’d be the good cop in the good cop/bad cop scenario movies she was fond of. He'd been crucial in the agency’s last case so she was genuinely pleased that he had decided to be join the plain-clothes crime solvers. He would also be handy to know for future cases. Although she was legally authorised for most investigations, sometimes she needed the presence of the police - not easy to obtain - as most police officers took exception to private investigators. Mainly because TV and movies were forever portraying the police as numpties, needing the P.I. to solve the crime for them.

“Great you’re getting out of uniform. Good luck. When’s the exam?”

“In a few weeks. Fingers crossed I pass. If not, I can always come and work for you.” 

She was fairly sure he was teasing.

“Always welcome Tom, but I’d prefer you in the police service where you can continue being invaluable to us. Like you were six months ago.”

“Happy to help. And glad to know I’m a vital part of your team already. Well, must get on. Let me know what happens with Paula Drew.”

“Will do. Take care. Bye for now.” 

Jasmine ended the call and walked out into the main office to let the rest of the team know about the possible new case on their hands. She hoped Brian Carruthers wasn’t just another arsehole who’d run out on his pregnant girlfriend. She’d try her best to find out.

“Poor woman looked at the end of her tether.” Evie remarked. “So are we taking it on?”

“Don’t know to be honest. Look guys, the woman obviously can’t afford us. What do you say to helping anyway? At least make some enquiries.”

Evie, Maddie and Hugo were all in favour, just as she knew they would be but she’d had to ask. 

“Ok then. Let’s get started. Hugo see what you can find on Carruthers and then we’ll go talk to friends and work mates. See if they know more than Paula does, at least. We need a lead.”

“Ok, Sis. I’m on it.” Hugo turned to his computer screen and proceeded to do what he did best. looking in all the nooks and crannies of the web to seek out the information they needed by fair means or foul. He loved his job.

It wasn’t too long before Hugo called Jasmine over. “Something not right here, Sis. There’s plenty of Brian Carruthers, especially in Ireland. Seems to be a popular name but our guy’s not one of them. I’ve searched all the usual - passport, birth, marriage and death certificates, national insurance, medical NHS number, driving licence. Nothing matches up. This guy doesn’t exist on line and if he doesn’t exist somewhere in the system, he ain’t who he says he is.”

“You sure?”

“Trust me. If I can’t find him no one can.”

“Ok...we’ve got a problem. How am I going to tell Paula her partner isn’t who she thinks he is?”

“I suggest you tell her straight away. It gives us a different angle on things.”

“Yeah, our Brian might have a very good reason to disappear after all.”

“We need to dig deeper with anyone who knows him. If everything Paula thinks she knows about him is a lie, it’s going to be hard to find him.”

“A visit to his boss at the building site is the first step, I think. After I go with Evie to break the news to poor Paula. I’m worried the news might affect her pregnancy, though.”

“She has to be told, Sis. I’m absolutely one hundred percent positive, the guy she’s been living with is dodgy. She’s probably better off without him.”

“I hope she feels that way. Ok, Evie finish what you’re doing. We’ve got to pay a visit to Paula. I’ve got some bad news for her.”

Evie looked up from her desk where she’d been busy writing up a report on a successful re-uniting of a long-lost son with his parents, after he’d been living rough for some time. All in a day’s work for the agency. 

“Right Jas, give me twenty minutes and I’m all yours. What news?”

“I’ll explain when you’re done.” She turned back to Hugo and asked him to print out his findings and pin them on the whiteboard. She would see if Paula could provide more photos of Brian, possibly older ones he might have left behind, and anything else he might not have taken with him that might give them a clue to his life before meeting with Paula.

And maybe to who he really was.
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UNDERSTANDABLY, Paula was at first in denial and then distraught at Jasmine’s news. “Why? Why would he do that to me? I can’t believe it. Bris a good man, the best. He loves Georgia like his own and I know he loves me. He’s so looking forward to the baby. His boy. He cried when we saw it was a boy on the scan. How could he fake that?”

“I’m sorry Paula. Believe me I wish I could come up with another explanation to why we can’t find any information on him, but in this profession if we can’t find an electronic footprint for someone, we have to assume the person isn’t giving his or her real name. And there is always a good reason for that.” Jasmine replied. 

“That doesn’t mean that his feelings for you, Georgia and the baby aren’t genuine though.” Evie added. She knew only too well from experience that just because the father was dodgy, didn’t mean he wasn’t capable of loving his partner and unborn child.

“Have you anything at all that might give us a clue about Brian’s life before you met? Did he leave any photos, letters, or documents?” Jasmine continued.

“I don’t know. I suppose so. He’s only taken the small suitcase he had before he moved in with me. That’s what so strange. He’s left practically everything he owns. If he meant to leave us why not take it all? It’s crazy. I’m sure he’s had an accident or something. He just hasn’t been found yet.”

“Paula, he wouldn’t have taken the suitcase with him, would he? Believe me, I don’t want to make this any more painful for you than it already is, but we must assume he’s gone voluntarily and take it from there.”

Paula sat silently taking this in and Evie put her arms around her to comfort her. “We’ll try our best to find him, we promise,” she said. She was very aware that Paula’s sister, Michelle having taken Georgia to the park, would be back soon. 

“Right can you go and look for anything of Brian’s whilst your daughter is out. Does she know he’s missing?” Paula asked.

“No. I’ve said he’s had to work away for a few weeks and Michelle’s come to stay to help me out. She lives with my parents. I’ll go hunt around upstairs and in the cupboards, but I don’t expect to find anything. We live together. We have no secrets... Had no secrets.” She started to cry.

Jasmine and Evie looked on with pity. There was nothing either of them could say to make things easier. 

“We’re going to go now, Paula. When Michelle comes back could you ask her to contact us. I’d like to get her thoughts on Brian and what might have happened. If you don’t mind?”

“She thinks the world of him too, as do my parents. I’d had a hard time before he came along. He’s my hero. None of us can understand his disappearance. Of course, you can speak to everyone that knows us. Please find him.” She was pleading to be offered some reason for hope.

“We’ll do our very best. There will be a good reason for him to leave. Meanwhile, try to keep your spirits up. People go missing for a million reasons. We deal with them every day and we find most of them and re-unite them with their families. Usually it’s an argument or misunderstanding that makes them run and they regret their actions straight away,” Jasmine reassured her. 

Evie stood up and they took their leave, deciding to return to the office and see if Hugo had any suggestions what to try next to gain information.

Hugo, however, had had no more luck with trying to locate Brian Carruthers by less official means. “I am absolutely certain this guy is not who he says he is. We need to get the names of people he knows before I can go any further.”

“Okay, Paula’s sister is going to call. She might know someone and then I’m going to take a trip to the building site he was working on.”

“I’ll come with you, Sis, if you want. They can be a bit basic on political correctness when they see a pretty woman.”

“Bloody hell, Hugo. Is that a compliment I heard?”

“No, any woman is pretty on a female-starved building site.”

“Drag yourself into the twenty-first century, brother dear. Loads of woman work on building sites nowadays. Some site managers are even women. Fancy that!”

“Point taken. Shall I come or what?”

“Yeah. They may talk more to you - we’ll see.”

A phone call from Michelle yielded the opportunity for Jasmine to invite her down to the office. When she arrived, Jasmine gathered Hugo, Maddie and Evie together so that they could all listen to what Michelle had to say. She turned out to be very much a younger and almost equally distressed version of her sister. 

“I want to help in any way possible. I can’t understand what’s happened to Bri. They’re so happy together and ecstatic about the baby.”

“We realise it’s a shock for you all, but we do need to try and find out the reason he’s disappeared. There has to be one.” Jasmine said. “Do you know any of his friends?”

“Well I know their friends of course. But he doesn’t have any friends of his own. He was new to the area when he met Paula.”

“Where did he say he’d come from and why the move?”

“From Birmingham and he said he moved about to follow the work. His last job was finished so he got another one he heard about. He’s self-employed but he’s worked for the same boss since moving in with Paula, just moves around different sites.”

“Thank you, Michelle. That’s good to know. Obviously, his boss has known him some time. Brian may have got in touch with him as to why he’s left the job so suddenly. Paula said you all really like Brian but have you ever had cause to mistrust him, that you wouldn’t necessarily tell Paula about? Please don’t be offended by any of my questions, we’re clutching at straws here.”

“No, he’s honestly a lovely guy. At first, the family were a bit cautious. You know, they met on the internet. Anyone can be anyone on there. But as we

















































































































































































































































































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
“J.W. DARCY





d2d_images/image001.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





