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Here’s what Marie Celine’s delightful (and delicious) novel DISHING UP DEATH is all about!

Kitty Karlyle is a young and pretty gourmet pet chef. But she does not prepare meals for the rich and famous. Oh, no, Kitty prepares meals for the pampered pets of the rich and famous. Kitty lives in L.A. Where else? A graduate of a top culinary arts school, Kitty’s passion for food and pets has led her to create her own business catering to the elite and demanding clientele of the City of Angels and Angles. Business is off to a slow but successful start when one of her clients’ owners, fading rock star, Rich Evan, is found face down in one of Kitty’s creations. Okay, it was the Benny Had A Little Lamb. 

Did we mention Rich was dead? Yep, deader than a canned mackerel. Seems the poor fellow has been poisoned. And Kitty is looking pretty good for the crime. With the assistance of her best friend, and an annoying L.A. County detective who can’t make up his mind whether to arrest Kitty or marry her, Kitty must clear her name and save her business or her next job just may be working that long cafeteria line in the Big House.

Words of praise for DISHING UP DEATH!

“What could be more "Hollywood" than a gourmet pet chef? Marie Celine, who loves animals and food, has seen fit to include both in her first mystery. While we don't get the old Valley Girl language per se, Celine still manages to create the aura of Hollywood to perfection.

Kitty Karlyle has managed to begin a business post chef school by cooking delicious meals, complete with cute little recipe cards, for a few select animals in the Hollywood area. Naturally the pet owners all have their idiosyncrasies, whether it's an aging rock star with a little too much sexual energy or an old woman with a mysterious past. But when one of Kitty's well intentioned meals kills the stoned rock star, the hunt is on. In the meantime, the major investigating detective has decided that even as Kitty is still a suspect, he's going to marry her. Kitty reacts by concluding that she'd better investigate the rash of odd suspects herself, even as the suspects have evil plans for her undoing.

Kitty Karlyle is a darling detective, and her frantic efforts to avoid the amorous Detective Jack only serve to make her a more endearing character. She chases around Los Angeles serving her meals and trying to make sense of a diabolical plot that almost ensnares her at the end.

DISHING UP DEATH is a very cute, well plotted mystery with lots of flair. Marie Celine seems to know her subject well and dishes up characters with enough evil intentions and weird lifestyles to please even the most critical mystery reader. The Los Angeles "thing" permeates the novel, and eccentricity makes this book a thoroughly delightful read. Marie Celine has done a smash-up job on her first novel and has a great idea with the pet chef business. We'll expect to see more mysteries from this very promising new writer. A great job!” — Midwest Book Review

"Pet chef Kitty serves "killer" meals to the pampered canines of upscale L.A. residents: braised lamb, steak and egg burrito, salmon and cheese omelette, etc. Unfortunately, a drugged up ex-rock star eats his pet's meal by mistake and dies of poisoning. Kitty, aghast and under suspicion by the police, works to clear her name with help from best friend, Velma. Light-weight prose, a humorous approach, and idiosyncratic LA characters transform this series start into a real treat." — Library Journal 

"Exceptional!!!" — Today's Books, a Public News Service

"Nope. The subtitle “A Gourmet Pet Chef Mystery” is not a misprint. Kitty Karlyle is exactly that. She rushes all over town providing such specially cooked delicacies as Benny Had a Little Lamb, Mister Cookie’s Jack and Dill and The Doggie and the Hare for the pampered pets of the very rich. (Recipes included, by the way.) Her charges range from dogs and cats to cockatiels, but Kitty rises to all occasions and makes a living from this weird enterprise–believable only in the context of Los Angeles. But someone puts poison in one of her recipes and, worse yet, the food looks so tasty that recording star Rich Evan samples it–with fatal results. So who’s to blame? Why Kitty, of course, at least according to the police. With the help of Velma Humphries, a one-time fellow student at cooking school, Kitty sets out to find the real killer, and handsome Detective Jack Young seems eager to assist. DISHING UP DEATH is a rollicking tale meant to be fun to read—and  it  succeeds. Celine has a wry sense of humor which peeks through every so often in this romp through Los Angeles' more expensive neighborhoods.” – I Love A Mystery

"1 young, naive gourmet pet chef. Several hungry pampered pets. 1 fading  rock star (dead). Many red herrings. 1 attractive detective. 1 murderer on the loose. Mix all ingredients together and you have an entertaining culinary crime caper from food and animal lover Marie Celine." — Skokie Public Library

“From delectable dishes to long-buried secrets and quirky celebrities, this story has all the ingredients that make up a great read.” Cats and Kittens Magazine

“An enjoyable, light-hearted mystery.” Tucson-Pima Public Library, a Staff Pick

Look for these other great Beachfront Entertainment titles:

By Marie Celine–

Gourmet Pet Chef Mystery Series

Dishing Up Death

Lights, Camera, Murder!

Pet in Peril

By J.R. Ripley–

A Bird Lover’s Mystery Series

Die, Die Birdie

Towhee Get Your Gun

Maggie Miller Mystery Series

Buried in Beignets

Beignets, Brides and Bodies

Tony Kozol Mysteries

Stiff In The Freezer

Skulls Of Sedona

Lost In Austin

The Body from Ipanema

Bum Rap In Branson

Gunfight In Gatlinburg

Gendarme Charles Trenet novels

Murder In St. Barts

Death Of A Cheat

By Glenn Meganck–

George And The Angels

It’s A Young, Young World

After the Fall

For Children

Big Deal

Big Deal At The Center Of The Earth

No Big Deal

The Adventures of Jimmy Deal

Aliens In The Greenhouse

By Nick Lucas–

Five Minutes

—Beachfront Entertainment—

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

This is a work of fiction. Any resemblances to actual places or events, or persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

[image: ]


Copyright © 2005, 2011, 2016 Marie Celine

All rights reserved under international and Pan-American Copyright Conventions. Published in the United States by Beachfront Publishing/Beachfront Entertainment.

No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner without the written consent of the publisher, with the exception of brief passages contained in critical articles or reviews.

Beachfront Entertainment, Raleigh, NC. Correspond with Beachfront via email at:

info@beachfrontentertainment.com

First print edition 2005/First digital edition 2011

Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data 

(Hardcover)

Celine, Marie date

Dishing Up Death / Marie Celine

1. Women cooks – Fiction.  2. Pet food industry – Fiction. 3. Pet owners – crimes against – Fiction. Los Angeles (Calif.) – Fiction

PS 3603.E45D57 2005  813'.6—dc22  2004056800

Cover Art by RITA 

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 your favorite ebook retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

Dishing Up Death

Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

1

2

3

4

5

6

7

8

9

10

11

12

13

14

15

16

17

18

19

20

21

22

23

24

25

26

27

28

29

30

31

32

33

More from Beachfront Entertainment

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

1

[image: ]


“Come on, Rich, let’s get out of here.” Fang Danson flung his cigarette butt across the room. It was a quick flash of orange, a tiny meteor hurtling across the dance floor, and then it was gone. Stamped out beneath the stamping feet.

“What?” The pounding disco music rattled Rich Evan’s ears. He was buzzing. A night of drinking could still do that to him, though it took more and more alcohol to get his attention, let alone push him over the top.

“I said, come on. Let’s go!” Fang drew the last word out like he was playing out a fishing line. His accent betrayed his London origins much more strongly than his mate’s.

Rich nodded and headed for the door. Wobbling, bobbing faces waving and shouting farewell. They exited the club and the sudden relative quiet of Sunset Boulevard struck them like a blow.

“Ouch.” Rich winced. The club had been all black lights and mirrored glass balls. The retro Disco Den was a current fave of the ‘in crowd’.

“You gonna make it home?” Fang, six-foot two inches, skinny as a proverbial rail, with a head of carefully concocted blond curls, was shifting on bent knees. He fished for his car keys. They fell from his hand to the smelly pavement, grown filthy through the endless parade of Hollywood’s unwashed masses. He stooped to retrieve them and some punk in a passing car shouted out an obscenity. Fang straightened and shouted back, as was his custom.

Rich laughed. “Too early to go home.” He looked up the street. “Think I’ll look for some action.” He raised an eyebrow as if daring Fang to ante up.

Fang folded and waved his friend off. “Not me. I’m in the studio tomorrow. Got six sides to cut.” With only moderate difficulty, Fang managed to crank up his Aston Martin. 

Rich Evan giggled. Three young women were just leaving the Disco Den. A whiff of smoke and a belch of disco music accompanied them. They headed up the sidewalk. Rich followed. 

So what if there were three of them.

It was a start.

He ran after them and jumped into their path. “Hello, hello, ladies.”

They looked at him, blank and silent.

“Do you know who I am?”

The lead girl shook her head and said tartly, “No, should I?”

“Yes, you should. I’m Rich Evan.” He waited for the ooohs and ahhhs. None followed. “Lead singer of Infinity Machine?” Still nothing.

Finally a second girl, a malnourished looking brunette with jeans hanging low on her hips, spoke up. “Oh my god, I know who you are.” She turned to her friends. “Do you know who this is?”

Her girlfriends were still shaking their heads.

“He’s this old rock guy. My mom and dad listen to his old records sometimes. They even play his music on that old rock station my parents make us listen to in the car.”

Rich winced. That was three times the damn girl had used the word old in reference to him. He was only forty-seven for crying out loud. He forced himself to ignore the obviously unintended insult. “Are you girls up for a party?”

The lead girl’s eyebrows shot up. She was the prettiest of the bunch and looked like a beach bunny. “With you?”

Rich nodded, desire creeping into his eyes.

The three girls laughed and, holding hands, walked past him.

Rich opened his mouth to call them back, but decided to preserve his dignity. He turned round to find his car. It was up the street in a valet lot. A woman was watching him from the door of the club. She was a pale thing, standing in the shadow of the building’s awning. She met his eye and held her ground. She said hello very softly. He’d almost missed it.

“Hi,” he replied. He started down the sidewalk.

“Need some company?”

Rich froze midstep. Well, this night wasn’t going to be a complete waste of time after all.

––––––––
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Kitty Karlyle laid the insulated bag on the kitchen table, unzippered the side and carefully set a prepared tray of food down on the table. “Here, Benny. Here, Benny-Benny.”

Kitty peeked behind the trash bin in the corner of the kitchen. This was Benny’s favorite place to hide. But not today. She bit her cheek. “Now, where can you be, you naughty pup?”

Benny had left a warm and sticky present on the kitchen floor. As a gourmet pet chef, not a pet caregiver or walker—as she was sometimes forced to gently remind her clients— it was not in Kitty’s job description to pick up after the little dickens, but she didn’t feel right just leaving it there for Benny’s owner to discover, perhaps too late and on the bottom of his foot. She grabbed a paper towel from the counter and scooped the mess into the trash.

Normally, the sound of her voice and the scent of his morning meal would send Benny to the kitchen in a flurry of paws that skidded over the red oak floor. Of course, this morning, he’d been naughty. Kitty wouldn’t have held this against him, but he was only a puppy and probably didn’t understand such things. 

The accident might not have been the poor spaniel’s fault anyway. It could be Mr. Evan’s fault. 

“What happened, Benny?” Kitty cried out. “Did Daddy forget to let you out this morning? It’s okay,” she cooed. “Come get your breakfast.”

Kitty frowned. Not a peep. She crossed into the media room, following the sounds of a television. The widescreen set was on but no one was watching. Her cell phone went off and she checked the number on her screen. “Oh, no. Not Mrs. Randall, not now.”

Kitty answered the call, much as she hated to. Mrs. Randall, oblivious to anyone else’s life or eardrum safety, was screaming. It seemed Mr. Cookie, her cat, wasn’t eating. 

“You’ve got to hurry,” cried Mrs. Randall. “Hurry, Kitty. It’s an emergency!”

Despite her misgivings, and there were many, Kitty promised she’d be right over. And that meant driving all the way from Malibu back to Beverly Hills. She groaned. This time of day, that could take an hour. 

Kitty gave one more shout for Benny or Mr. Evan. Neither appeared. She practically flew out the door to her car.

––––––––
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“Daddy’s home!” Rich Evan tossed his car keys into the sink and yawned. “Where are you, you little bugger?” He clapped his hands. There was no sign of Benny.

He glanced at his Rolex. It was too late to go to bed. And he was famished. He pulled open the fridge. Nothing edible looked interesting.

Turning, Rich caught sight of the tray on the breakfast table. “Well, well.” He rubbed his hands delightedly. “What have we here?” 

He leaned forward and sniffed. He recognized the tray as one of those belonging to Ms. Karlyle’s Pet Gourmet firm. “Hmmm-mmmm.”

Rich looked under his feet for the dog. There was no sign of him. “Well, you little bugger, if you’re not hungry, I am.”

With that, he removed the foil revealing a tender bit of lamb mixed with some rice and vegetables. And was that a hint of saffron he detected?

He fondled the unlined index-sized card that always accompanied the dog’s dishes. “Dog eats better than I do,” he muttered as he read. 

Kitty Karlyle Gourmet Pet Chef

—Benny Had A Little Lamb—

1 cup lamb, braised

½ cup finely chopped baby carrots

½ cup finely chopped spinach

1 cup brown rice, steamed

pinch kosher salt

hint of saffron

“Saffron, I knew it.” The aging rocker was pleased with himself. All that coke snorting hadn’t ruined his nose. How remarkable. He grabbed a fork from the drawer and dug in. The dish had a decidedly nutty flavor, though he couldn’t place the variety.

Rich Evan yawned. Damn he was tired. And his throat felt sore. He hoped he wasn’t coming down with something.

He helped himself to another delicious bite. He shrugged off his bodily complaints as the toll one must pay for another all too late night. It was a bit difficult to breathe though. Perhaps he’d catch a nap after he finished eating.
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As Kitty dashed up the sidewalk, Mrs. Randall pulled open the door. Mr. Cookie, a sleek Siamese with cunning eyes lay stretched out in her arms.

“It’s about time,” Mrs. Randall said.

Kitty caught her breath and gave the cat a friendly swipe along the head. “Good afternoon, Mr. Cookie. What’s going on? Not hungry today?”

“He hasn’t touched his breakfast.”

“I don’t understand, I made him a breakfast steak and egg burrito. That’s one of his favorites.”

“Well,” sniffed Mrs. Randall, of the Randall department store chain, “he hasn’t touched a thing, I can assure you. If you don’t believe me, see for yourself.”

She swept the main door open and Kitty hurried inside. The Randall residence was one of Beverly Hills’ most imposing with a veritable museum’s worth of antique collectibles filling the halls and lining the walls.

Even the automobiles, and there were a great many in the garage, were antiques. Mr. Randall himself drove an old Mercedes to the office every morning which was so lovingly looked after by his full-time auto mechanic that it appeared factory fresh.

In the dining room, Kitty carefully lifted Mr. Cookie’s silver tray from the marble floor. The food looked all right. She sniffed. “It smells fine.”

She picked up the burrito. “It’s cold. Perhaps if I warm it up?”

Mrs. Randall very nearly sneered. “Perhaps.” Mrs. Randall closely followed Kitty to the kitchen. 

Kitty had started to slip the steak and egg burrito into the microwave but, fortunately, caught herself in the nick of time. Mr. Cookie didn’t like microwaved food. That would have been a huge faux pas and she couldn’t afford to lose Mrs. Randall. Mr. Cookie was a twice a day customer. Breakfast and dinner.

She carefully warmed the burrito up in a cast iron pan over the humongous gas stove. To tempt Mr. Cookie further, she opened up the burrito, adding some freshly grated Romano cheese to the mixture. She took a pinch in her fingers and rolled it over her tongue. “This ought to do the trick.”

“It had better, Miss Karlyle,” Mrs. Randall said haughtily, still carrying the fidgety feline. “It had very well better.”

Kitty held her breath as Mrs. Randall set the cat down on the small wooden table in the kitchen. This was where the help ate. Kitty placed the burrito back on Mr. Cookie’s Wedgewood plate on Mr. Cookie’s silver tray and ever so gently scooted the tray under his nose. 

Mr. Cookie looked at Mrs. Randall, who looked most concerned. He looked next at Kitty. Kitty wordlessly screamed for him to eat. He sat back on his haunches, licked his whiskers, sniffed the air.

And ate.

Kitty sighed. Success! “Well, all’s well that ends well. Right Mrs. Randall?” She smiled at the old woman. The old woman wasn’t smiling back. That wasn’t the way this was supposed to work.

Mrs. Randall’s steely voice rang out. “At what hour will you be back to prepare Mr. Cookie’s dinner, Miss Karlyle?”

“Six o’clock. Same as always, Mrs. Randall, ma’am.” Kitty found herself fawning. She couldn’t help it with Mrs. Randall. The woman had some sort of spell on her.

“Right, see that you are punctual. Mr. Cookie likes to dine on time. If he gets off his schedule it does terrible things to his digestion.” She rubbed Mr. Cookie’s tummy as he chowed down, delicately picking away at his breakfast burrito. “Doesn’t it, Mr. Cookie?”

Mr. Cookie glanced up at Mrs. Randall, licked his lips and returned to his meal. When Mrs. Randall turned, Kitty was gone. “Well, I never—”
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Kitty raced to her car, an old Volvo station wagon—so old it might have been a prototype—and hurried on her way. She still had one more trip to make back up in Sherman Oaks and that was to Ira and Iris Rabinowitz’s house. She glanced at the backseat, hoping that Goldie’s own dishes weren’t getting cold. Being strict practitioners of their faith, the Rabinowitz’s insisted that Goldie be on a traditional Jewish diet, and kosher only, of course. 

After taking care of the Rabinowitz’s dog, Kitty still had to drive back to her own apartment in L.A.’s Melrose district and prepare dinner for Mr. Cookie, Benny, and two other pets under her care. What with Mrs. Randall’s emergency, her schedule was going to be tight—tighter than usual.

Kitty was in her element now, quietly and efficiently preparing meals for her clients’ pets. The day’s troubles forgotten, she loaded up her various meals in warming trays and filled the station wagon. This took three trips.

The sun was headed over the Pacific now, giving the sky that red glow that always made Kitty smile. She’d go to Mr. Evan’s house first, as always, then work her way back into the city.

She pulled into the mansion’s drive, the sound of the ocean carried through. There was a chill in the air here. The beach was always so much cooler than the valley. To this day, this always took her by surprise. 

Climbing out of the Volvo, Kitty rubbed her arms, wishing she’d brought a sweater along. Carefully removing Benny’s meal from the back of the vehicle, she made her way around to the side entrance, just off the kitchen. Out on the beach, she spotted a couple holding hands. Must be nice, she thought.

She heard a bark at the door and opened it. Benny came tumbling out, all paws and tongue. “Well, hungry now, are we, Benny?” She scratched his nose. “What’s that?” She cupped her hand around her ear. “What’s for dinner, you ask?” 

Kitty rose, and said teasingly, “Well, we’ll just have to see now, won’t we?” She pushed open the door with her foot, balanced the warming tray in her hands. She could barely see in front of her nose. “Mr. Evan?” 

There was no reply. “Mr. Evan, it’s me, Kitty. I’ve got Benny’s dinner.” She shrugged. Kitty was used to eccentric clients. And living in Los Angeles, everyone knew that went with the turf. Rich Evan was as eccentric as they came.

Once she’d come to bring dinner and discovered the rocker in the media room standing on his head naked listening to Beach Boys music, zoinked out of his brains. Another time, she’d found him naked on the kitchen floor with four young girls, including one mother and daughter, being boinked out of his mind.

That had been something. Kitty still got red in the face just thinking about it. “Looks like it’s just us, Benny.” She maneuvered through the narrow doorway.

“Careful,” she said as Benny zigzagged between her feet. “Let’s not have an accident.” 

Benny barked madly.

“Okay, okay, hold your horses, pup.” Steering out of the corners of her eyes, she reached the island counter and set down the dinner tray. Benny’s barking was beginning to give her a headache.

“Okay, okay.” Kitty unzippered the insulated bag and pulled out the tray. She turned. “Here you g—”

Rich Evan lay face down at the kitchen table, his pale face nestled in a bowl of Benny Had A Little Lamb.
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“WHAT DID YOU DO?”

Kitty turned. Benny was still yapping at her heels. A woman was screaming at her. She looked frightened. Wait, despite the distorted face and gaping mouth, Kitty recognized the howling woman. It was Consuelo, Mr. Evan’s housekeeper.

Kitty was frightened, too. Did she look as awful as Consuelo? Because Consuelo was looking like Bela Legosi was about to take a bite out of her tender exposed neck.

Consuelo yelled at Benny to be quiet. When Benny wouldn’t obey, she chased him from the kitchen and shut him in the laundry room. His muffled roar continued. 

“You are the pet food señora.” Her shaky finger pointed accusingly at Kitty. “What’s happened? What did you do to Señor Evan?”

Kitty stood over Rich Evan’s body. He didn’t look good. In fact, he looked quite dead. Kitty had seen dead before and this looked like dead. Of course, the only dead she had seen before had been pets. And those had been goldfish.

Though Rich Evan wasn’t floating belly-up in a two-quart fish bowl, he looked unquestionably dead.

She looked at Mr. Evan’s pasty face and limp, dangling arms. And there was that turtle once, a red-eared slider. His neck drooped when she’d discovered him dead. Rich Evan’s neck drooped like that now.

And in Benny’s breakfast to boot.

“I didn’t do anything. I walked in only a minute ago and found him like this.” Kitty’s voice had an appeal to it that she hadn’t intended. It was just that the housekeeper was even now picking up the telephone and calling the police. “Geez, Consuelo, do you think I murdered the poor guy or something?”

“Help!” cried Consuelo into the telephone. “Come quickly, please. It’s my employer, Mr. Evan, and he is dead!” She gave the address and dropped the phone.

“We don’t know that he’s dead.” Kitty held her breath and knelt closer to the body. One eye was half-open. Ugh. “Maybe he’s only passed out.” 

“Don’t touch anything!” shouted Consuelo.

“It’s probably an overdose.” Rich Evan liked to party hard and everyone in town knew this. The rocker was a frequent tabloid target. Kitty took one placating step in Consuelo’s direction.

The housekeeper was fast. In one quick movement, she’d managed to cross the kitchen floor, wrest an ugly looking butcher’s knife from the block on the counter and now was waving the dangerous looking blade in the direction of Kitty’s nose.

Kitty sighed and waited for the police to arrive. She wondered how she’d look without a nose. Because the way that nervous housekeeper was waving that knife around, Kitty Karlyle wouldn’t be stopping to smell the roses much longer. She regretted not having sniffed them earlier. There’d even been some rose bushes along the wall between Mr. Evan’s garage and the house. Oh well.

Shouldn’t one of the local community colleges offer a course on Smell The Roses 101? People would be much better prepared for the eventual snipping off of their noses or loss of their lives.

The sound of sirens echoing between the canyons of the mansions routed Kitty from a reverie she knew bordered on insanity.

The door burst open and an officer of the law burst in. His hand was wrapped tightly around the grip of a gun. 

Kitty had a feeling Mrs. Randall was not going to take this well. Mr. Cookie’s dinner was looking like it might arrive late, if at all. One client had just dropped dead and another was about to fire her. Kitty quickly calculated just how short she was going to come up on the month’s rent. It wasn’t pretty.

“Oh well,” she muttered between tight lips, “that’s the way the cookie crumbles.”

Consuelo was pointing the butcher knife at her. The deputy was looking at her. “What did you say, miss?”

Kitty’s mouth formed an O. No words came forth. She tried again, taking a deep, relaxing breath before she began. “My name is Katherine Karlyle. I work for Mr. Evan.” She nodded towards the body. “He was like that when I came in.”

Consuelo started up a stream of Spanish that stopped only when the deputy laid his hands on her. The good thing was, from Kitty’s perspective, that he’d taken her knife away and dropped it on the kitchen counter well out of the quick-triggered housekeeper’s reach.

“You want to repeat that in English, miss?”

Consuelo aimed her finger in Kitty’s direction this time. Her fingernails looked sharp but nowhere near as deadly as that steel blade. “She said she murdered Mr. Evan!”

Kitty’s neck snapped. “I did not!” She turned to the deputy who by this time had company. Three officers were now looking at her like she was some sort of a criminal. “I didn’t,” she protested. “I only asked Consuelo if she thought I murdered him.”

The third and youngest looking deputy, who would have been cute in any other circumstance, stepped towards Kitty and read her her rights.

“This can’t be happening.” Kitty shook her head.

“You understand your rights, miss?”

“Yes, of course I do. But I didn’t do anything.” She cast a nervous look at the middle officer, the oldest looking of the trio, as he examined Rich Evan.

“Dead all right,” declared the officer.

It seemed to Kitty that there had been a touch of excitement in his voice. Maybe this was his first case involving a dead body.

Consuelo gasped and made the sign of the cross.

“Are you sure?” Kitty laid a hand on her chest. Had that squeak come from her?

He nodded. And he looked serious. Dead serious.

Like a scene from a bad movie, the room filled with crime scene investigators and street cops. Kitty had never seen
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