
        
            [image: cover]
        


[image: tmp_77d48d88563760e61049fa12dbd5dec0_H1y6Xi_html_4c206ff6.jpg]






SLEEPS WITH THE FISHES

A Sedona West Mystery--Book 1 by Susanne Marie Knight
at Smashwords.com






This book is a work of fiction. Names,
characters, places and incidents are products of the author’s
imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual
events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely
coincidental.

Copyright © 2019 by Susanne Marie Knight

Cover Art copyright © 2019 by S. M. Knight
and its licensors. All rights reserved.

This ebook is licensed for your personal
enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to
other people. If you would like to share this book with another
person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If
you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not
purchased for your use only, then please return to Smashwords.com
and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work
of this author.






Romance Writing with a Twist


http://romancewritingwithatwist.blogspot.com

http:/www.susanneknight.com

United States of America






~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~






The Sedona West
Mysteries






Book 1: Sleeps With The
Fishes

Book 2: Breaks An
Egg






~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Book 3: Pushes Up
Daisies






~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~






Dedication






To April, Liz, and Cindy






~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~






Reviewer Praise
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* 5 Stars!
I adore Ms. Knight’s Minx Tobin Murder Mystery
series so I was very excited to learn of this new one: the three
book Sedona West Mystery series. Book 1: SLEEPS WITH THE FISHES
tells of a newly divorced woman starting over. Will she get her
second chance at love? Spoiler Alert: Not in this book, she
doesn’t. But things look hopeful that Sedona will decide on her man
in Book 2 or 3. As we soon learn, Sedona is in a “candy store”
phase when it comes to men... and oh, what men to chose from! In
this book, we have a very satisfying murder (!) that then comes
with a satisfying conclusion. Looking forward to Book 2: BREAKS AN
EGG.--Mystery Maven’s Reviews






* 5 Kisses!
We first discovered this author in the 90s (!)
and Ms. Knight keeps getting better and better. SLEEPS WITH THE
FISHES is the first in a 3 book series, where, to be blunt, a
murder victim sleeps with the fishes! Realistic characters, idyllic
setting (except for the murder), and an evolving love story, this
mystery novel has it all. Highly recommended.--The Romance Guide
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Prologue

One Year Ago






Sedona West dropped her suitcases with a thud
in the small entryway of her lakeside cabin. The booming sound
echoed, then faded throughout the empty rooms like waves lapping
the shores of the nearby lake.

Home. This unfurnished house was starting
over just as its new owner was. Sedona, suddenly single, in her
early thirties, and moving to a new place on her own? A new
location? A different region of the country? How very brave of her.
How very out-of-character. Out with the old, in with the new. What
would her ex say about that?

Who cared about what Jervis Jones thought
anymore? He was ancient history.

She flexed her hands to loosen them up. The
suitcases were heavy--jam-packed with everything she possessed in
the world. Well, mostly everything. The moving van would deliver
the rest of her stuff tomorrow. Stuff begrudgingly relinquished by
Jervis after the nasty divorce arbitration.

Bastard.

Although West was her birth name, she hadn’t
used it for ten years, since she married Jervis. Looking back on it
now, she’d been a baby, really. Only twenty-two. What had she known
about life?

How could she have known that her husband--or
rather, ex-husband--had locked up his assets in trusts without
reference to her? That he’d continued to bed other women? That he’d
often used the phrase the “old ball and chain” when referring to
her, and that he kept pulling and yanking on that chain until she
had almost choked?

Sedona stomped into the living room and
turned on the gas fireplace to take the chill out of the air. When
the fire roared to life, she warmed her hands.

The fire brought
her back to life, too.
For ten years, she’d submerged her emotions. She’d
had to in order to
survive that marriage from Hell. But the marriage was now over,
bringing a time of new beginnings, new opportunities.

Yes! She was being given a second chance.

With that lovely thought, Sedona took a tour
of her snug little cabin, which took all of two minutes. This place
was ideal for a single woman. In addition to being a one-level, two
bedrooms/one bath home, it had an open living room and full
kitchen. The outside boasted of front and rear porches, and also a
glassed-in sunroom off the master bedroom.

Once the weather warmed up, she’d sit out on
the back deck and stare at the magnificent evergreens and the
crystal blue waters of the lake. Or maybe she’d drink a relaxing
cup of tea from the front porch and wave at any passersby.

Peace and quiet. That was what she needed
plenty of to cure her ravaged soul.

As odd as it sounded, the name of the village
had been the deciding factor in her move out to the wilds of
Montana. Who could resist a place named Cozy Haven? That was what
she wanted, a cozy haven to retreat and rediscover who Sedona West
really was.

During her research to find a new home for
herself, she came across this village in the brochures she’d
requested. This place had called to her. “Come live here,” she felt
it say. “Come here and be at peace.”

And so, even though her younger sister, Mara,
had pleaded for her to stay, Sedona picked up everything she could
call her own--lock, stock, and barrel--and took a huge risk to move
from the familiar, the Northeast, to move to the unfamiliar, the
Northwest.

Returning to the living room, she took a
twirl in front of the fireplace with her arms outstretched, like a
child might, trying to defy gravity. She twirled until she was
dizzy, causing the knotty pine paneling the walls to merge together
in a blur. Even though she was shaky, she smiled. Cozy Haven had
spoken the truth. She was home, and already, she felt at peace.






~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~


Chapter One

Present Day


“It’s
great to be home!” Sedona stepped onto the front porch, set down
her suitcase, and inhaled fresh pine-scented air. “Mmm, heavenly.
I so don’t miss
all that New Jersey smog. Cough, cough!” She grinned at her friend
as she reached inside her handbag for the keys. “How about coming
in for a cup of coffee? Tea?”

Gilly Marché, her best bud
here at Cozy Haven, and also a recent transplant, joined Sedona on
the porch. “Tea, merci, cherie.
Just for a bit though, then I shall let you get
settled. Anyway, I have to get back. A stack of term papers on
Sartre’s The Age Of Reason
awaits.” She pushed a hank of coppery-colored,
frazzled hair off her forehead. “Oui, très
excitant, je connais. Very exciting, I
know. Sure you do not want to help me?”

“Ah, yep, I’m sure. French
lit is seriously not my thing--no offense. And I’ve got my own
papers to wade through--I mean my creative writing classes’
efforts. Plus my private students’ endeavors, too.”

Not that she minded. She’d been extremely
fortunate to get a teaching job at the local high school. And for
her private instruction, she kept the numbers small and the classes
informal. Oftentimes, though, it took superhuman diplomacy to
evaluate someone else’s creative endeavors--without causing hurt
feelings. But this was her calling, her love and her passion; she
put her heart and soul into her writing and teaching. Volunteering
at the Literacy Center also pulled on her heart.

Truth be told, she kept busy. Maybe too
busy.

Sedona opened the front door, and then
wrinkled her nose, sniffing. “I’ve only been gone two weeks, but
it’s smells a little stale in here.” She shrugged. “You go sit on
the back porch while I open some windows.”

Soon a fragrant breeze swept through the
cabin and the teakettle whistled its readiness. Sedona dunked Earl
Grey teabags in two ceramic mugs and opened the kitchen door out
onto the back porch.

Her breath caught. The lushness of the
surroundings rushed at her as if enveloping her in a physical hug.
Fanciful, sure, but for a moment, she got lost in the scenic view
just a few yards from her property. Mile-high Ponderosa pines, lush
beds of colorful wildflowers, flocks of talkative ducks hanging out
on the lake... She sighed. Yep, the majestic waters of Lake Cozy
took her breath away every time.

It was really easy to remember names in this
area of western Montana. Cozy Haven, Lake Cozy, Cozy Mountain, the
Cozy Street Bridge... and plenty more. There were even several
villagers who answered to the name of Mr. and Mrs. Cozy.

“Earth to Sedona! I am over
here.” Gilly, sprawled out on an Adirondack chair, had already made
herself at home. She’d propped her New Balance sneakered feet on a
small deck table and now stared out at the afternoon sun-dappled
water.

She was an attractive woman, two years older
than Sedona, well-proportioned and compact at five foot five. Yep,
she was the complete package: brains, beauty, and French!

“Of course you took the
best seat in the house.” Sedona set the mugs on a nearby deck
table, and then sat on the other Adirondack chair. Inhaling the
fresh air, she allowed nature’s beauty to soothe her. Traveling by
plane always tended to throw her off kilter.

She glanced at her friend. Gilly was
successfully single. Successful in that she was a well-respected
French literature teacher for at least twelve years, the last two
years spent in Cozy Haven. Single in that, at thirty-five, she’d
never married, nor did she want to change her status. The only
interest she seemed to have in men was in setting them up with her
single friends.

Sedona sighed. Sometimes she wished she’d
never married either. At least, not Jervis.

“So, tell
me about the new bébé, cherie.
Is she all sweetness and cooings? Does your baby
niece sleep through the night? Do you have pictures?” Gilly clapped
her hands together and fixed her rapt attention on
Sedona.

“Sweetness and cooings,
huh?” Sedona laughed. “More like grunts and snorts! I’ve got
pictures inside, on my phone. But yep, Serena is a little love and
surprisingly, she really does sleep through the night--most nights,
anyway. My sister, Mara, is very lucky.”

But Mara didn’t realize how lucky she was.
Marrying a doctor last June, getting pregnant soon afterwards, and
giving birth to her beautiful daughter...

And now Mara was second-guessing herself.
Maybe she shouldn’t have married Doctor David Rosen so soon after
meeting him. Maybe it hadn’t been wise to get pregnant so fast
after the wedding. Maybe instead of marrying, she should have
picked up her roots and moved out to Montana with her older
sister.

Sedona sipped on her Earl Grey tea. Her
sister needed to focus on what she had, not what she might’ve
have.

“Anyway, I did help Mara
out a lot, hopefully making it easier for her to adjust to having a
little one.”

Gilly raised an eyebrow. “She did not want
you to leave, did she?”

“That’s right. My poor
brother-in-law,” Sedona joked. Then again, maybe there was a kernel
of truth in her jest.

“So no run-ins with that
nasty ex of yours while you were back there.” Gilly nodded wisely.
“I am glad to hear that.”

“Thank the heavens.”
Despite the late afternoon sunlight, Sedona shivered. She didn’t
know what she would’ve done if Jervis’ path had overlapped with
hers.

The cur.

Gilly reached over and patted Sedona on the
arm. “Well, let us transition from babies to babes--as in the male
variety. I have got some hot gossip, straight from Jacki O’Reilly’s
talented mouth.”

Sedona felt herself flush. Jacki--no “e” in
Jackie, thank you very much--was the local real estate agent. With
so many summer rentals around Lake Cozy and Cozy Haven proper,
Jacki was in constant demand.

Jacki also prided herself on checking out all
males--bachelor and otherwise--to her own personal satisfaction.
Whenever she ran her tongue around her vivid ruby lips, another
red-blooded guy bit the dust.

“So, what does Jacki have
to say?”

“Two of the lake’s biggest
rentals, the Warner house and the Cozy Cottage--”

There’s that name again!

“--are rented for the
season. Not only rented, but going to be inhabited by prime-beef
specimens destined for sacrifice at Jacki’s altar.”

That part didn’t bother Sedona as much as the
info that the house next to hers--the huge Warner house--would,
most likely be a party destination. So, good-bye peace and
quiet.

The other house, Cozy Cottage, was located a
few dwellings down the lake. The renters would have to drive by her
place, and, it took no stretch of the imagination at all to realize
these folks would also make a lot of noise.

Sedona yawned. “You’re fortunate that you’re
on the other side and a ways away from the lake.”

“C’est
vrai. True. Anyway, Cozy Cottage will
accommodate three men and two women. Jacki wasn’t sure about the
relationships there but no one is married, evidently. One fellow is
a business owner, one is a racecar driver, and the other is a
Hollywood power agent. Can you imagine? As for the women,
qui sait? Who knows? Who
cares? Now, as for your new neighbors, that big house will have
only two men. Perhaps. One is a CPA--that one is uncertain--and the
other is some kind of, comment
dites-vous? How do you say? A feel-good
guru.” Gilly winked. “Any of those male hunks sound interesting to
you?”

Sedona finished her tea. “You’ve got to be
kidding. Not even close. You?”

“Hardly. Anyway, Jacki
seems to think all the men will be fair game--and she intends to
hunt them down... as soon as possible.”

“She’s hit the jackpot, and
those guys will keep her busy, right? Thanks for the heads up. I
sure hope they don’t become nuisances.”

Gilly finished her tea,
and then stood and stretched by the wooden railing. “Oh, there is
one other male-related thing. I was in a bit of a hurry this
morning, tu sais, you know, to catch your flight, so--”

“So you were speeding.”
Sedona grinned. Lead-foot Gilly! Some things never
changed.

“Oui, and naturally Sheriff Marino
spotted me.” Gilly shrugged. “And naturally he stopped me. He was
just about to write me a ticket, but, get this, when I said I was
on my way to pick you up at the airport, he put his ticket book
away, cleared his throat, and gave me a warning instead. And
then...” Her voice got louder. “And then he said it would be nice
to see you again! Can you believe it?”

“Wow.” Sedona joined her
friend by the railing. “Holy cow wow.”

Sheriff Dugan Marino, Doug to his friends,
was definitely one hundred percent all man. His own man, really.
Gruff, tough, and not likely to put up with anyone’s nonsense. Over
the fifteen months she’d lived in Cozy Haven, he’d helped her out a
few times. Carrying groceries, giving her advice on home repairs,
tipping his cowboy hat as a greeting when they passed on Main
Street... that sort of thing. She’d never noticed the gleam of
interest in his dark eyes.

Divorced, six foot one or so, with a mop of
brown wavy hair, a barrel chest, and broad shoulders to die for,
Sheriff Marino was a favorite fantasy wish for all the single
ladies in town... well, excluding Gilly. And Sedona, for that
matter. She’d come to Cozy Haven to heal, not to drool over the
sheriff. Or any man. At least not right now.

Living all those years with Jervis Jones had
done a number on her. Even though they’d been divorced a year
already, she still had issues to work on. Lots and lots of
issues.

She took a sideways glance at Gilly. “Sheriff
Marino was just being polite.”

“Cherie, that prime hunk is attracted
to your honey. Buzz, buzz, buzz! Give him a chance, and he will be
all over you. All over you!” Gilly kissed the tips of her fingers and then
opened her hand out wide to the sky to fling the kiss to the
heavens. “Quel homme!”

What a man.

Right. “Well, you’ve got your interpretation,
Ms. Marché, and I have mine.” Sedona turned away from the lake and
headed for the back porch door. She held it open for her friend.
“So I guess we’d better get on with it. You’ve got your term papers
to read and I’ve got my unpacking.”

And then she’d tackle the stack of creative
writing compositions she’d neglected while helping out her sister
with the new baby.

The clean, sterile counters in the kitchen
reminded her. “Oh, food! I’d better head out to the General Store
and grab some supplies. Then I’ll do my big grocery run
tomorrow.”

“Okay, okay, I know when I
am being kicked out!” Gilly leaned in and pecked Sedona’s cheek.
“Are we still on for tomorrow’s girl-night? Veronica is hosting,
and you know wild lions would not keep Beth away.”

Veronica Winger, owner of Cozy Haven’s
“Exercise And All That Jazz” fitness salon, was the queen of good
times, Ms. Personality, jokester extraordinaire. Never a dull
moment with Veronica around.

Beth Becker, on the other hand, was solid,
like the salt of the Earth. Where Veronica flitted, Beth plodded.
Beth had, however, a light touch when it came to her profession:
hairdressing. “Love Your Hair” was the name of her salon. Folks
drove in from as far away as Billings, and Coeur d’Alene, Idaho to
get their tresses pampered.

Sedona walked over to the front door. “It’s
still at six? Good, count me in. I can hardly wait. I’ve really
missed our Saturday girl-nights.”

“And we
have missed you! Especially because you are the youngest. With our
advanced years, it is easy to pick on you.” She gave Sedona’s
ponytailed hair a swat. “You look like a très jeune fille. Raven-dark hair,
gorgeous emerald eyes, creamy complexion with a sprinkling of
freckles, only a size two... I hate you!”

“Hardly a very young girl,
Gilly Bean. And as for that size two... No way!” Sedona giggled.
“I’ve got to say that all of us are in pretty darn good shape for
our ‘advanced years.’ It must be in our DNA.”

She reached the enamel red paneled door and
held it open wide.

Actually, the four of them, Gilly, Veronica,
Beth, and Sedona got along extremely well, too. She grinned again.
Another benefit to small town living.

“What about Dugan Marino?
He rings in at forty-three. Is ten years too over-the-hill for
you?” Gilly batted her dark brown eyes in an attempt to look
naïve.

“Forget the sheriff, Gilly.
This is a girl-night, remember?” Sedona waited until her friend had
stepped over the threshold, and then also walked out onto the front
porch. “Besides, as shocking as it sounds, I’m not looking for a
relationship, or even to hook up with someone... as I’ve told you a
gazillion times.”

Gilly went down the few
steps, shook her finger, and then clucked. “Alors, I think you are going to
change your mind, cherie.”

Sedona gave a final wave, and then returned
to the living room. She was certain she would change her mind...
about many things, but not about men.

* * * *

Cozy Haven’s General Store was attached to
the popular Food For Thought Café. The hokey log cabin exterior
made it easy for tourists to dismiss as a redneck eyesore, but
locals knew better. The interior provided breathtaking views of the
lake. It was a goldmine for owners Fred and Nan Fischer. Open
year-round, the café was Cozy Haven’s hub for dining out while the
General Store stocked up on and dished out gossip.

Sedona parked her
all-wheel drive SUV and then walked around to the General Store’s
entrance. Although it was the middle of May, temperatures hadn’t
warmed up yet. At six o’clock, it was in the high forties... and
sinking fast. She shivered as a renegade breeze swooped over from
the lake to chill her through her inadequate tweed blazer and
skinny black jeans. Brrr.
To cover the exposed skin on her neck, she
released her hair from the ponytail.

Obviously too soon to put away the winter
clothes.

She opened the jingling door into the warm...
and friendly General Store. The store wasn’t large, but it stocked
all the necessities for lake living like food, sweatpants and such,
first aid kits, camping supplies, fishing equipment, and of course,
a wide variety of alcohol.

Heading for the refrigerated section, she
spotted the owner, Fred Fischer.

“Hey, Sedona!” Fred, a
jovial man with an even happier mustache, leaned against his
register and wiped his hands against his chef-style white apron.
“Good to see you. Just get back from your trip?”

“Hi, Fred.” She glanced
around but no other customers roamed the few aisles hence the
reason for Fred’s rapt attention. “Yes, it’s wonderful to be home.
Thought I’d pick up eggs, milk, you know, the basics. How’s
Nan?”

He jerked his salt and peppered head in the
direction of the walk-through into the café. “Go on in and say hi.
Folks’ll be glad you’re back.”

“I, ah...” Sedona’s stomach
rumbled. Maybe she should have a quick bite at the café first, and
then finish shopping.

The door jingled again. In walked a mountain
of a man, and one she knew: Sheriff Marino.

His large body seemed to
fill the store. In a good way, of course, but she could admit to a
touch of claustrophobia around him--yep, he was that big... and
intimidating.

The sheriff touched the brim of his hat.
“Fred.” Then he slowly, deliberately rotated in her direction. “Ms.
West. I heard you were back.”

Having his deep, chocolaty
brown eyes lasered in on her made her gulp down distress. Gilly’s
words replayed in her mind. That prime
hunk is attracted to your honey. Buzz, buzz, buzz! Give him a
chance, and he will be all over you. All over you!”

Sedona dropped her gaze. Forget about eating.
She had to get away. For some strange reason, this man made her
sweat from every pore in her body.

She took a step backward. Darn it all, boxes
of breakfast cereals barred her escape. “Oh. Yes. Gilly very kindly
picked me up at the airport today.”

“Hey.” Fred’s welcomed
voice broke through her panic. “Be right back. Gotta get some
supplies.”

Nooo, don’t leave me alone with this
man!

But Fred didn’t hear Sedona’s silent plea. Or
if he did, he ignored it. He walked into the store’s back room and
then disappeared.

How irrational she was being. Why was she
reacting to the sheriff like this? After all, he’d been nothing but
polite all the times she’d seen him before.

She cleared her throat. “I, ah, it’s good to
see you again. If you’ll excuse me, I’ve got to get a few things.”
Then she moved to open the glass door for a half-gallon of
milk.

The sheriff held out his arm to keep the door
shut. “I bet you haven’t had anything to eat since you’ve been
back. How ‘bout we have some dinner?”

Her eyes must’ve bugged out. “D-Dinner?”

Oh, for heaven’s sake, she sounded like a
scared rabbit. What was wrong with her? Was she some silly preteen,
talking to her crush for the first time? Some juvenile wallflower
who just got asked to dance?

Buck up, Sedona. You’re a thirty-three year
old divorcee. I think you can handle having an impromptu meal with
a good-looking man.

Her inner twelve-year-old
countered with, But he’s the
sheriff!

Said sheriff shot an amused smile her way.
“It’s not a date, Ms. West. Just a suggestion.”

She met his gaze and then flushed. “Oh, okay.
Okay, sure.” Then she realized that under his brown leather bomber
jacket, he had on his uniform, complete with the sheriff’s star
badge. “You... you’re on duty?”

“I get time off to eat.” He
held out his arm, in the walk-through’s direction. “C’mon, let’s
see what the café’s special is.”

Every step she took
pounded like lead in her ears. Of all the people in Cozy Haven, why
did he pick her to eat with? As far as Sedona knew, the sheriff ate alone, or
with the deputy, Lance Cuthbert, or with a slew of friends. Never
one-on-one with a woman. At least never that she’d heard
about.

Well, it’s just dinner, so deal with it.

Right. She’d just have to tell that inner
twelve-year-old to stuff it.

Walking into the café, she then stopped,
waiting for the sheriff to catch up. If she wasn’t mistaken, the
decibel level around the café tables dropped slightly as gazes
focused in on her. Even the restaurant’s signature moose head
seemed to stare at her from his lofty position on the triangular
wall.

Sedona smiled and waved at some of the diners
she recognized.

Nan, a silver-haired lady carrying a few
extra pounds, bustled over and hugged Sedona. “Sweetie, you’re
back! Fred told me, but sometimes that man is all talk.”

The woman’s gaze then
traveled to the sheriff. Nan’s eyes widening, she leaned in and
whispered into Sedona’s ear. “Gracious! Fred didn’t tell me
that.” 

She then straightened. “Sheriff, good to see
you, too. It’s pretty busy, Friday night n’all, but my best table’s
open. Terrific view of the lake, shows all the colors of the
sunset. Just follow me.”

Nan trotted past a few tables with Sedona and
the sheriff bringing up the rear. Oddly enough, he placed his hand
on the small of her back as if they were a couple.

Puzzled, Sedona didn’t pull away. Did
absence, as in two weeks’ worth, make the heart grow fonder? Or was
there something else going on?

To use Nan’s comment: gracious!

After seeing them settled in a booth by the
back window, Nan handed them menus, and then took a step away. She
beamed. “Lovely. Um, I mean Terry will be your server. She’ll bring
some water. Just take your time you two. Enjoy!”

Nan scurried away, no doubt to spread the
gossip. Sedona couldn’t help but chuckle. Setting her lower arms on
the wooden table’s edge, she leaned in toward
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