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“Just give me that knife, Annie,” Angus said. He held out his hand to me.

“I can’t.” I saw that furled brow of his. “I know what you’re going to do with it.”

“Look, I know you’re scared. But trust me. I know what I’m doing.”

“Maybe so, but I think you should let the guy go.” I took a couple of steps back in retreat, still gripping that knife.

“It’s too late for that now. His number’s already up,” he warned me.

“Can’t you revive him?”

“Revive him? Don’t be ridiculous.”

“It’s not ridiculous.”

“Am I expected to give him mouth-to-mouth?” he demanded, barely able to contain his mirth.

“Can’t you just....” I started to say. He didn’t let me finish.

“If you want to revive him, go right ahead. Put your luscious lips on that ugly mug and give him some mouth-to-mouth. I’ll pay good money to see that! It will be a real hit on YouTube, Annie!”

“Very funny!”

“I can understand why you’ve chickened out. You’re expecting blood and gore. It won’t be that way, I promise.”

Truffles, his Lagotto Romagnolo, wandered in, wondering what all the fuss was about. I thought it best to shoo him away. “Not now, boy. Go take a nap with Cinnamon.”

“If you’re trying to shelter the dog from any unpleasantness, don’t. He’s seen me do this before. He’s okay with it. We are talking about a flounder,” he reminded me.

“Can’t we just buy one from the fish market?”

“I caught him and I’m cooking him,” said the determined chef. “Close your eyes if you must. Go into the living room if you think you’re going to faint. But give me my knife.”

I set it down on the counter next to his fish. “Fine. It’s all yours.”

“I must say I am disappointed in you, given all the fictional blood you have on your hands. How many characters have you killed off in those mystery novels you write?”

I hated that he knew me so well. He wasn’t about to let this drop.

“Come on, Annie. Give me an estimate,” he insisted. I kept my mouth shut. There was no point in encouraging him, was there? “No? I’ll take a stab at this. With almost thirty murder mysteries under your belt, there have been at least forty...maybe even fifty corpses. How can you not watch me clean a flounder?”

“I don’t want to deal with fish guts, Angus. Ugh!” I shivered at the thought of it. “Just the thought of them gives me the willies.”

“Well, first of all, it’s not that nasty. And second of all, it might help you with your novels. I don’t suppose that ever occurred to you.”

“Not really,” I admitted.

“Look, you stand right where you are. I’ll stand over here. You can watch me from a distance, okay?

“Okay.”

“You know, a lot of women in Europe do this every day without a problem. Baking a whole fish is very common there, eyes and all. Any self-respecting chef insists on doing the work personally. That’s how you ensure that it’s fresh. No fishy smell. You’ve cleaned plenty of shrimp, haven’t you?”

“Shrimp’s shrimp,” I shrugged. “They’re not slimy.”

“Fresh fish should never be slimy,” he insisted. “I must say I never pegged you as the fainting type, Annie.”

“Neither did I,” I admitted, now feeling a little silly that I had been so hysterical.

He lifted a tiny fin on the fish. With a quick swipe of his boning knife, it was gone. He did the same with a couple more fins.

“Look the other way for a moment. You won’t appreciate this part.”

I bent down and gave Truffles some attention. He leaned against me, loving every second of it. “Who’s the boy?”

Angus pulled open the trash drawer and dumped the innards into the bag. “Okay, you can look again. Nearly done now. The gory part is over.”

He used his knife to scrape off the scales on both sides of the fish before rinsing and patting it dry.

“There you go. The fish is all nice and clean and pretty, just the way you like it.”

It looked no different to me as it lay there on his cutting board. I told him so.

“That’s because I’m baking the whole fish, not cutting it up for fillets. Now I score the fish.”

I watched him work. Much to my surprise, there was nothing gory about what he did.

He pulled his parchment paper-lined baking pan closer and placed the fish on it. He brushed the underside of the flounder with some olive oil, flipped it over, and then did the same to the top. And then he lined up his spices in order.

“Cracked black pepper.” He gave a couple of twists of his pepper mill over the pan. “And sea salt.”

“Of course,” I said, stepping closer now. “What else?”

He pointed to his other cutting board just a few feet away from us.

“Can you cut up the Vidalia onion for me? I need thin slices. And do the same with the Meyer lime.”

“Sure.”

I watched him massage the freshly ground spices into the slits he’d made in the skin of the flounder. Once he was satisfied, he scattered the onions, lime, and a few sprigs of fresh rosemary on top of the fish in the pan.

“That’s it. It goes into the oven to bake. Why don’t you make us some daiquiris while I clean up?”

I got out the cocktail shaker and went to work. By the time he had washed and dried his cooking utensils and bowls, the scent of rosemary and lime filled the air. It smelled heavenly.

“That wasn’t so bad, was it?” he inquired, sitting himself down beside me at the kitchen island.

“No, I admit it was much ado about nothing. Cheers.” We clinked our glasses together in a toast.

“To Annie, who floundered over the flounder, until she found her courage. Brava.”

“Cute,” I laughed. “I can’t wait to dig in.”

“Salads first,” he insisted, placing a bowl in front of me. “Champagne vinaigrette.”

“Lovely.”

When the pan came out of the oven, the fish was cooked to perfection. He showed me how to separate the filet from the bones, gently working it away from the skeleton and then plating it. It was a perfect accompaniment to the baked potatoes and crusty rolls.

“You may have spoiled me with this dish, Angus.”

“I’m not surprised. It’s simple, but tasty. This is normally how they serve fish in Europe. You never did tell me how your trip to Boston went.”

“Ah, the trip,” I smiled. “It was good.”

“And?”

“I’m torn between doing what I’ve been doing as an indie author and going with a traditional publisher.”

“Why are you torn? You don’t see this as an opportunity?”

“I’m not sure. Bonne Joie Books could cast a wider net to find new readers for my murder mysteries, but I’d have to sell twice as many books to get the same royalties I receive now.”

“Interesting,” he nodded, pouring more wine into our glasses. “Is that the only downside?”

“Well, I’d have more time to write, but I’d also be at the mercy of the publisher, Randall Collins. He offered me a three-book deal if I go with Bonne Joie Books. I’d have to wait at least a year to publish another three for the series.”

“You’re not constrained now by that sort of thing?”

“No. If the muse strikes me, I can publish at least half a dozen mysteries in a year. If fans want the books, should I deny them that pleasure?”

He reached down and gave his dog a scratch behind the ears. “It’s not biscuit time yet, boy. You’ll have to wait a bit.”

“His sniffer is working overtime in the kitchen,” I smiled. “The aroma of that fish is tantalizing.”

“Poor Truffles. It’s not easy to have a nose like that, is it?” Angus said, lifting the dog onto his lap. “You’re always on the hunt for something tasty.”

“Like my readers. Imagine telling them to wait another year before they can find out what happens to my heroine.”

“Okay. Let’s approach this from a different angle. What would that contract give you that you don’t have now, Annie? It sounds to me like you wouldn’t necessarily make more money than you do now. In fact, you might make less because your royalties will be less per book.”

“That’s the downside for me.”

“And you wouldn’t have the freedom to write whatever you want to write because the publisher might decide he doesn’t want it.”

“Right again, Angus.”

“You could grow your audience, but you’d be relying on the publisher to make that happen.”

“Yes.”

He got up and made a pot of coffee for us while I cleared the dishes. My little Maltipoo wandered into the kitchen in search of her canine buddy.

“Is it biscuit time, Cinnamon?” I asked. That got her attention. “And yes, I have some for you too, Truffles.”

Two tails went into wagging overdrive as I retrieved a handful of biscuits from the treat jar and distributed them between the two of them. Angus glanced over at me.

“Basically, you would be outsourcing your sales to the publisher. It would be your manuscript in his hands, with his sales and marketing plan.”

“And his marketing team.”

“Could you still write other books as an independent author?”

“I could unless he wants an exclusive contract. The problem with traditional publishers is that takes them nearly a year to produce a book from start to finish. My readers want the books now. Maybe they won’t want them next year. I have until tomorrow to let Randall Collins know whether I will publish with Bonne Joie Books.”

“Or the deal’s off?”

“That’s it in a nutshell.”

“And you’re feeling the pressure.” He poured some cream into the small pitcher.

“Definitely. I’m just not comfortable rushing into this.”

“Maybe that’s your answer. Shall we have dessert and coffee in the living room?” he inquired. “I’m looking forward to that double chocolate cream pie you brought. Oreo crust?”

“Of course. I know how much you love chocolate,” I smiled.

“I was born with a sweet tooth,” he replied.
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Just after ten, it was time to go home. I retrieved Cinnamon from Angus’s sofa. He and Truffles walked us out to my car.

“Don’t let anyone push you into making this decision, Annie,” he told me, taking my arm. “You’ve worked hard to build up your author business. You have to look out for yourself.”

“That’s what I intend to do. As tempting as the offer is, I’m just not sure it’s right for me,” I replied, leaning in for a kiss. We lingered there for a few minutes, neither one of us wanting the evening to end.

“Sleep on it. You’ll figure out what’s right for you,” he promised me.

Those words stayed with me as I wrestled with my choice. I never expected that it would be a life-changing decision, or that it would lead to murder. Who would kill for the rights to mystery novels? It’s a crazy notion, isn’t it? And yet, that’s exactly what happened. I can see that now in hindsight. But at the time, I was so focused on protecting my financial bottom line that I never saw the obstacles that stood between me and my survival.

When I got home from my dinner with Angus, I fired up my laptop and did some research on Bonne Joie Books.

According to the publisher’s website, the company was started back in 2002 as a small vanity press. By 2004, Randall Collins had changed his business model to that of a traditional publisher, selected ten female mystery writers he thought had talent, and hired an editorial staff and a marketing team. He then began to offer readers both hard cover and mass market paperback editions, and eventually eBooks too. Last year, according to a publishing magazine, his business was estimated to have grossed $3.2 million dollars.

“That’s not completely horrible,” I decided. So, why couldn’t I commit to that contract?

Call it instinct. Something’s wonky about Randall Collins and Bonne Joie Books, even if that something isn’t obvious.

By the time I crawled into bed at eleven, I was ready for a good night’s sleep. Cinnamon hopped onto the ottoman and then onto my bed and snuggled in beside me. I took comfort in the nearness of that warm little body.

But sleep didn’t come easy. I tossed and turned throughout the night. My dreams were strange. I somehow knew that I had been dropped into the abyss between Oz and Kansas. How would I get back home?

“Where is Glinda?” I asked myself, hoping to catch sight of the Good Witch from Oz. “Maybe she can help me.

But then the landscape changed in the blink of an eye. One moment I was in walking through a field in Kansas in search of Auntie Em and the next, I tumbled down a big hole and when I landed, I could smell the damp, musty soil beneath my bare feet. Where was I now?

In the distance, there was a tiny ray of light, so I walked toward it. As I drew closer, I could hear voices. It sounded like there was a party was in progress.

“More tea?” I heard a voice say.

“If I must. What time is it?”

“The same time as it was five minutes ago. It’s six.”

I pushed open the door and stepped inside a room where a rabbit, a dormouse, and a tiny man in a big hat sat at the table.

“She’s here at last. Have you solved the riddle yet, Alice?” the little man demanded. He looked familiar. “Do you know why a raven is like a writing desk?”

Was I in Wonderland? I shook myself, trying to wake up, but it was no use. Now all three of them were pestering me with riddles, one right after the other.

“What is white when it’s dirty?” the dormouse asked me.

“I...I don’t know,” I stuttered. “I’m not Alice.”

“What has a ring but no finger?” the hare demanded. He picked up his carrot for another bite. “This one’s easy. How come you don’t know it?”

“What has thirteen hearts but no other organ? Well, Alice?” The dormouse pelted me with an acorn when I got flustered.

“Where do bedtime books sleep?” the tiny man in the big hat demanded. I peered closer at him and realized it was Randall Collins. “Come on. Time’s up. Make a decision!”

“I...I....”

“Too late. The answer is under the covers!” he exclaimed. “I win!”

Suddenly I felt something on my feet and stared down. Ruby slippers.

Glinda suddenly appeared beside me in her glittering gown. She held a magic wand in her hand.

“Go ahead, Annie,” she said sweetly. “Click your heels together three times and think to yourself, ‘There’s no place like home, there’s no place like home, there’s no place like home’....”

I woke up terrified. Reaching for the bedside lamp, I turned it on and tried to still my pounding heart. “What in God’s name was that all about?”

Unsolvable riddles. Just like that Bonne Joie Books contract.

When I arose the next morning, I was still disturbed by those weird dreams. I sat down at my desk at the usual time and turned on my laptop. I tried to get through all of the tasks on my to-do list, but my mind kept wandering away. It took me an hour and a half to get through my emails, check my sales statistics, and pay some bills. Once those thing were done, I sat and stared at my computer screen. My eyes saw the words in front of me, but my mind didn’t process them.

“Writer’s block. Maybe I need a break.”

Frustrated at my lack of progress, I logged off and took Cinnamon for a long walk through the neighborhood as I tried to get a handle on what was bothering me. “It’s that contract. There’s something wrong with it. I can’t sign it.”

Maybe the reason it bothered me so much was because I had dreamed of having my books published traditionally for years. Wasn’t that supposed to be every author’s dream? To have Viking or Kensington opt for one of my books would be the pinnacle of my career as an author. Was I giving up the chance of a lifetime because I was afraid to fail?

No. This isn’t about failing. It’s about self-preservation.

The call from Randall Collins came just after noon.

“Hi, Anna. I just wanted to know what you decided to do.”

“Oh,” I replied, “to tell you the truth, I’ve been so busy I haven’t had time to sort out the situation. Can I call you back tomorrow?”

“Really? You need more time?” He sounded disappointed. “I expected you to jump at the chance to become a Bonne Joie Books author.”

“Well, that may well be my decision. I’m still going over my figures from the year so far, trying to decide if I’m a good fit for your company.”

“Why wouldn’t you be?”

“Well, for one thing, from what I’ve seen so far, your cozy mystery authors are not selling that many books.”

“Compared to who?” he countered.

“Me.”

“Oh,” he said. “That’s not really an issue, is it? I mean, compared to some of the others at Bonne Joie, you’re a much more established author. Apples and oranges. We expect your sales to double when you sign with us.”

“Do you?”

“Absolutely.”

“Who handles marketing for your company?” I inquired. “When I was at your office, I didn’t have a chance to meet with them or to talk to them about what kind of strategies they planned to use to get these sales.”

“You let me worry about that, Anna. Your job is to write those three books.”

“With all due respect, Randall, my job is to make sure that I can make a living writing those books. Surely you understand that this is an important financial decision for me.”

“Of course I do.” He paused for a moment. “I didn’t realize you were so skittish about this offer.”

“It wouldn’t be the first time I was burned in a deal. That’s why I have to be very careful about what I do. I’m still recovering from that previous breach of trust.”

“I see. You’re coming to Bonne Joie Books with baggage.”

“I wouldn’t call it baggage, Randall. But I am cautious for good reason. If you really believe that my books will be a welcome addition to your sales catalogue, then I need you to give me a little more time to decide. If you can’t do that, we’ll just have to agree to disagree and go our separate ways.”

“No, no, Anna. It’s fine. A day or two won’t make any difference.”

“Thank you,” I replied. “I’ll talk to you soon.”

Once that phone call ended, I still wasn’t confident about joining Bonne Joie Books.

“Too many beginning authors think all they have to do is just write their books. But so much of an author’s success depends on how much the publisher is willing to invest in the marketing plan. If there’s not enough money to run a decent campaign, the sales will be dismal. I can’t afford to make a mistake on this,” I reminded myself. “I have to be able to make a decent living. That’s what I’m doing now and that’s what I have to keep doing.”

That was my answer, wasn’t it? Why risk the bird in the hand in hopes I might someday find a couple more that I couldn’t yet see in the bush? My career was taking off and each month my readership grew. It was a sure thing that paid the bills and enabled me to enjoy life.

I should have stopped there. I know that now. If I had, I could have avoided what came next. But just to be sure I was looking at all the angles, I decided I would reach out to a few of the successful authors whose books were published by Randall Collins, to get their take on the situation. That’s how I got drawn into a terrifying scheme that nearly got me killed. But if I had it to do over again, I would without hesitation. Not because I’m a risk junkie. I’m not. But because what happened nearly destroyed four other cozy mystery authors. Those women didn’t deserve that.

The first thing I did was to check out the books in Bonne Joie’s upcoming summer catalogue.

Tanya Wright had a well-known cozy mystery series about an adopted mutt named Mr. Bojangles who got himself in trouble on his wanderings through the tiny village of Gerson’s Point on the coast of Maine. I found her website and got her email address.

“I’ll ask her to tell me whether joining Bonne Joie Books is worth it.”

Jackie Dempsey’s Murder Catalogue Mysteries featured a couple of sisters who worked at the Library of Congress and defied the stereotype of librarians as dull spinsters. They stumbled over bodies in unusual locations throughout the nation’s capital, including a murder at the Smithsonian and another at the Lincoln Memorial. In all, she had twelve books published by Bonne Joie Books and two of them had been on the USA Today Best Seller List. I pulled up her website and scrolled through her information.

“She might be able to tell me that I’m worrying about nothing,” I told myself. “But the third time’s a charm. Who else can I ask?”

Ophelia Jepson, dubbed “The Queen of the Body Count” by one reviewer, had a successful series about a private investigator who joined forces with a college professor to solve cold cases. The mayhem started whenever the pair talked to witnesses that the police had dismissed as reliable. They solved the unsolvable murders by gritty determination and solid research.

“The Bonne Joie catalogue says A Body Worth Burying will be her last book in the series. I wonder why.”

One by one, I sent each author an email, telling them I had been approached by Randall Collins and asking if I could possibly call for a chat before I signed the contract.

Tanya Wright wrote back right away and told me that she couldn’t really help me. She was in the process of changing agents and publishers, but she didn’t go into detail.

I’ve read some of your mysteries, Anna. Bonne Joie Books wasn’t a good fit for me, but that doesn’t mean you won’t be a huge hit there. I wish you all the best, Tanya.

Jackie Dempsey encouraged me to call her and provided her phone number. She told me she would be available in the afternoon, any time after four, if I wanted to catch up with her and discuss some concerns that she had.

And Ophelia Jepson? Her response was the most disconcerting of the three.

If I were you, I would run as fast and as far away as possible. Don’t look back. Don’t second guess yourself. Just get away from Randall Collins while you still can!!!

How could I not take her warning seriously?

Three successful authors were clearly unhappy with their association with Bonne Joie Books. It wasn’t something to ignore.
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I probably should have done as Ophelia had recommended, but I wanted to be fair to Randall Collins. That’s how I found Chantal Simenon, the author of cozy but cheeky international mysteries. Each of her books featured a different setting and police force to solve the murders. The most popular of the books was L is for London, about a victim found murdered on the Tube.

“She is suing Randall Collins and Bonne Joie Books for half a million dollars in damages and wants all of the rights to all of her books back from the publisher,” I read. “Oh, maybe I’m right to be so worried.”

I wondered if Chantal would answer my questions if I sent her an email. Was there any advice she could offer me?

Less than five minutes later, I got a reply from her assistant, Lorna Luce. Chantal Simenon was unfortunately unable to respond to any inquiries, as she was currently in the hospital.

I did the only thing I could think to do under the circumstances. I sent my best wishes for a speedy recovery for the author.

Ten minutes later, there was another reply from the assistant.

You’ve worked on a couple of real murder cases, haven’t you?

When I read that, I was startled. My amateur sleuthing wasn’t widely known. I never publicized the cases I had been involved in. To me, it was too personal for the victims.

But my curiosity got the better of me. I sent off another email to Lorna.

Why do you ask?

Half an hour later, there was an answer.

I am worried about Chantal’s fall. I don’t think it was an accident this time. I think someone really is out to get her.

That suggested there were previous incidents, didn’t it? I asked as much and got an answer.

Yes. Two. Recently, she was nearly struck by a passing car in Los Angeles when someone knocked her into the street. And when she was snorkeling in the Bahamas, her boat somehow drifted away, leaving her stranded for a day and a half on the reef.

The incidents could just be a coincidence, couldn’t they? Who would travel that far to menace a writer of cozy mysteries? It didn’t make a lot of sense to me. Still, I wanted to know more.

“What happened this time, Lorna?” I expected that there was a logical answer.

I found Chantal in her attic. She had gone up there to put away her winter clothes. There’s an injury to the back of her head that can’t be explained, but the police say they have to wait until she regains consciousness to question her. But what if she doesn’t?

I was torn about what to do. Did I offer Lorna an ear to bend about the troubles of a fellow author or did I extract myself from what might turn out to be a fanciful journey into a world of fiction by an overwrought assistant?

“One way or another, I’m not going to rest until I get more information. Maybe I’ll tell her to call me later this afternoon.”

But Lorna didn’t wait. My cell phone rang just five minutes later.

“I am so sorry to bother you, but if I don’t talk to someone, I swear I’ll go mad.”

“Okay,” I said, taking a deep breath to steady myself. “Why don’t you start with what put her in the hospital, Lorna.”

“You have to understand that Chantal isn’t some flake, Ms. Colston.”

“Call me Annie,” I told her. “What is she like?”

“Not like me. She’s an adventurous sort of person. She likes to travel. I normally mind the fort when she’s gone and take care of her dogs, her cats, and her other animals.”

“Are you there most days?”

“I’m semi-retired, so I work about twenty hours a week for her, usually every afternoon.”

“What’s her work schedule like?” I inquired, wondering if it was anything like mine.

“Chantal is one of those people who starts her day early. She feeds her animals and then does some chores. By nine, she’s normally at her desk and she stays there until about one.”

I could relate to that. I preferred to get my writing done early in the day.

“You said you’re her assistant. What kinds of things do you do for her?”

“Anything she asks. Sometimes I do research for her. Most times I do her social media and marketing tasks, update her website and manuscripts. All those things she doesn’t like to do for herself.”

“You must be worth your weight in gold,” I remarked. “Those aren’t always the fun tasks, but they sell books, don’t they?”

“They do,” she agreed. “And she treats me really well. I’ve been working for her for about four years now.”

“So then, how did you know she was in the attic? Was that a guess on your part?”

“No, Chantal’s kind of a neat freak. She likes to keep things tidy, but she’s not big on housework, if you get my drift.”

I had to laugh at that. I’ve never been known to cheerfully tackle cleaning chores myself.

“In other words, she likes order, not chaos, but she doesn’t want to spend her days mopping and polishing.”

“Exactly. Anyway, she asked me to buy her a couple of those big plastic bins to use for sweater storage. I dropped them off the day before her accident.”

I got up and nuked a cup of tea in the microwave. “That’s how you knew she planned to put her winter clothes away.”

“Yes. And I promised I would be back to do the book tweets and write the reader newsletter on Thursday. She was doing a special promotion for A Is for Antibes and wanted to get the word out to as many readers as possible.”

“Do you have a key to her home?” I wondered. “Do you come and go as you please?”

“I have keys and codes to just about everything she owns. Car, house, barn, security alarms. Not her wall safe, but then I don’t need to get into that.”

“She has more than one security alarm?” I was surprised about that.

“With all of her animals, she has to worry about predators. The coyotes, foxes, and bobcats like to check out the chicken coop next to the barn. They’re always looking for a way to get in there and help themselves to a tasty meal. But sometimes they get into the stable. It makes the horses nervous, especially the Falabella.”

“What’s a Falabella?”

“Tinkerbell is an Argentinian miniature horse. She’s not even three feet tall.”

“That’s even smaller than a pony. I’d be nervous about predators too,” I said. “I’m surprised she has so many animals.”

“Oh, Chantal missed her calling. She could have been a vet. She rescued some feral cats a couple of months ago. They live in the hayloft. They’re happy to chase the mice and rats that go after the grain,” she told me.

“Now I understand her need for that alarm in the barn,” I told Lorna.

“The main reason she got it was because she’s caught folks sneaking onto the farm.” She sighed. “The motion detectors warn her when people are trespassing.”

“Walk me through what happened.”

“It seemed like any other normal day. She called me at quarter to nine and asked me if I was coming over. I told her I’d be there after lunch, which was fine with her.”

“Did she sound worried about anything? Nervous?”

She gave that some thought. “No, not at all.”

“You found her when you got there?”

“Yes. Her car was in the driveway, so I knew she was home. I let myself in and went to her office to let her know I was there. Her computer was on, but I couldn’t find her. I tried her cell phone in case she was in the barn. She didn’t call me back. And then I saw that the plastic bins were gone, so I assumed she was in the attic. I decided to go upstairs and see if she needed any help.”

“That makes sense, Lorna,” I said. “I’d have probably done the same thing.”

“When I got to the top of the stairs and called out, she didn’t answer. There was one bin on her bed and the door to the attic was open. I knocked, but I got no response. I saw that the light was on, so I figured she was up there.”

“And she was,” I said.

“Yes. She was lying on her back. There was a pool of blood under her head. But what struck her? The police couldn
















































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
With Angus McDonald and
Annie Colston, murder and
mayhem are on the menu!

Like a
FISH

out of water






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





