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"Jennifer Oberth's
Married To Murder is a
fresh and quirky new addition to the cozy historical mystery scene.
Ella Westin is a witty and determined sleuth and Oberth's writing
is wonderfully comedic."



-Jamie Freveletti,
author of Running From the Devil,
winner of the Lovey Award & 'Best First Novel'
by the International Thriller Writers & Barry Award for 'Best
Thriller'.
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"Married to Murder is a fun whodunit
with snappy dialogue and a tongue-in-cheek delivery of the plot.
Mystery readers should enjoy this story - I know I did."


-Evelyn David, author of the Sullivan Investigations Mysteries
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Dedication

 


*****

 


To my sister and future brother. May your
wedding day go smoother than Ella's.

And even though you still won't believe me,
there will be no pirates at your wedding shower.

Though, they would fit with the theme…

 


*****

 


Thank you Mom & Dad.

Despite my passion for words, no mere
statement could ever express my gratitude for all you've done in
supporting me as an author.

Thank you.
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Married to Murder

 


Name: Ella Westin, despite interference from everyone

Date of
Incident: October 1, 1827

Location: Port Bass, Maine, New England

Supervisor: Agent Arthur
Brown

Report
filed: For Your Eyes Only

Incident: Murder

 


I tripped over Mrs.
Anita Bonavant in my new shoes, imported from England and as
expensive as a bejeweled Spanish saber. A woman is supposed to look
presentable on her wedding day, though why fancy shoes from another
country are paramount I’ll never understand. They make the dress so
long you trip over the hem in those new never-to-be-seen shoes
anyway.

How inconsiderate to die on my wedding day.
She knew this meant more to me than anything, so she ends up
murdered under my brand new shoes. She’s lucky I didn’t get blood
on them or I’d find one of those voodoo priestesses from New
Orleans and bring Bonavant back to life so I could stab her in the
back with my own knife instead of the white-handled, ruby-encrusted
dagger someone else used.

As I’ve been trained to do, I studied the
room. I found a short cigar, an overturned bottle of French perfume
and blue flowers dropping from the bun in her soaked hair. I picked
up every petal for later use.

There was a large armoire in one corner,
empty. No clothes, no shoes (expensive, imported or otherwise). I
considered hiding Bonavant’s body inside until after my wedding,
but Agent Brown tells me I can’t tamper with evidence. No, taking
every last blue flower from the body doesn’t count. They are part
of my wedding, not evidence in a crime.

Agent Brown also tells me how dry and boring
my reports are, hence the intricate details and colorful
impressions I’ll continue to add throughout. I’ll state evidence
and interrogations, word for word, even though they all point to my
groom as murderer.

Despite its being the morning of my wedding
and Joseph Westin’s knife sticking out of the back of my matron of
honor, I didn’t corrupt the evidence, though I feel I’d have been
well within my rights. I even left one of Joe’s sweet-smelling
cigars where I’d found it lying next to her body.

Why on earth the murderer had to smash my
German chocolate wedding cake, with blue flowers affixed down the
sides, over Anita’s corpse, I couldn’t guess. Exquisitely filled
with vanilla and topped with yellow frosting, the pastry had been
stuffed in Anita’s mouth in a gruesome display. I took those
flowers, too, as they were also a part of my wedding and not the
crime.

When Agent Brown found me baking instead of
investigating Anita Bonavant’s murder, a string of expletives I
shan’t write down flowed from his mouth, much as the French perfume
had flowed over Anita’s hair.
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"Ella, what are you
doing?"

I stood in Anita’s messy kitchen, mixing
flour, water and other ingredients necessary to make a dessert
befitting my wedding. "Baking a cake."

Agent Brown, my superior with the black
mustache, large pumpkin head and ill-fitting blue suit with
too-wide lapels, pulled a handkerchief from his pocket and wiped
his forehead. "There’s a body through there."

"Yes, I know." I stirred with vigor.

"But…why…you’re in…what-"

I couldn’t stand another splatter, from my
boss or the batter, so I pointed to a cake pan. He retrieved it
without thinking. "It’s just my matron of honor. No one’ll notice
she’s missing at the wedding."

"You can’t get married. I’m assigning you to
the case."

"Since when?"

"Since I tripped over her body in the living
room."

"I’m on vacation, Agent Brown."

"You were first to the scene."

"It’s my wedding day."

"You have to fill out a report."

"I’m going on my honeymoon tonight." I
poured the batter into the pan and shoved it in the oven.

"Not if you don’t figure this out."

I glared as Agent Brown studied the large
kitchen; the new oven shipped from Chicago, the pots hanging from
nails on the wall, a lot of counter space and much evidence of a
messy baker having made a cake. It was a wealthy kitchen. I was the
messy baker but no one needed to know that. I’m not the most adept
at baking, although I do enjoy it. If I wasn’t a working woman,
called to action by my government, I’d have been a baker. I often
wish my cover was running a pie shop, but the world at large knew
me as a secretary. Not that I had many connections outside the job,
which could explain why I was marrying inside it. Solve a murder on
my wedding day? That was going too far. "I’m getting married in
three hours."

"Plenty of time for the famous Westins."

I wiped my hands on the apron I’d thrown
over my wedding dress. "I’m not a Westin yet."

"You may not be at all. I saw the knife. I
saw the cake Joe was supposed to pick up an hour ago. The perfume,
we can guess, was for the purpose of covering up the odor of this."
He held up the sweet-smelling cigar. Joe’s brand.

We heard an "oomph" in the living room.
Seconds later, Joe stumbled into the kitchen.

Agent Brown folded his arms over his chest.
"I told Agent Lanten to keep everyone out, including himself."

"There’s a body out there," Joe informed us,
looking rather disheveled.

I couldn’t tell if his unkempt appearance
was physical or more of a mental reaction. I saw no wrinkles in his
gray trousers or white shirt, but his hair stuck up on its ends.
Confusion and a little panic shone from his usually open face. I
would attribute that more to me than the body, as he’s quite used
to bodies but not so used to me despite our upcoming nuptials. I
shrugged off the apron and retrieved my coat. "Boss, take that cake
out in one hour, let it cool and frost it with that yellow frosting
over there and by God you’d better not burn or drop it." Grabbing
Joe’s arm, I led him out of the house. I would attach the blue
flowers myself at the church if I could find clean ones. Otherwise,
no one but Anita knew I’d meant to have them on the cake, so no one
would miss that particular decoration.

"What about Mrs. Bonavant?"

"We have three hours to prove you didn’t
kill her, or by all that is holy, I will make myself a widow before
I’m married."

Joe held my arm like a gentleman but stopped
me in my tracks. "Were you baking a cake with a body in the other
room?" He was working himself into a frenzy. And I thought Agent
Brown’s reaction was unrecordable.

I really should have stuffed her in the
armoire.
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I decided it would
be best to question Joe’s father alone. As I stood in the grand
foyer of his majestic New England mansion, I wondered if being a
pirate actually had some advantages. I associated the job with
choppy waves, killer sharks, dangerous schemes, homicidal
co-workers, hurricanes, battles, injuries, mutinies, running from
the law and lots of smelly men. Lots of smelly men. I would
never admit this to him but the old goat had done quite nicely for
himself. "Joe says he was with you all morning."

Jasper glared at me with his one good eye. A
diamond-sequined eye patch covered the other, thanks to a
particularly nasty wound received in some battle he was always
yammering on about. "I will neither confirm nor deny that."

"Do you want to see your son go to
prison?"

He turned his nose up. "It would give me
great pride."

I grabbed him by his plaid shirt, digging my
nails in to catch the gray hairs on his chest. He stumbled; his
wooden leg clomped on the cold-tiled floor. "Listen to me, old man.
Joe and I are getting married in two and a half hours no matter
what my boss, my careless matron of honor or an aging pirate has to
say about it. Do you understand?"

He stopped trying to pry my fingers from his
chest and raised a pinky. "Retired pirate."

I shoved him back and watched as he caught
his balance with the wooden leg, as if he’d been born with it.
"Were you with Joe?"

He tapped his grizzled chin. "Well now, it
depends what you mean by with." He nodded to the four
corners of the breezy house and I sensed eyes watching me. "You
see, if I help him, I may or may not incriminate others. Besides,
on the word of a retired pirate, who also happens to be the
accused’s father, I don’t think it’d matter if I was with him or
not."

Wonderful. Joe’s alibi was a bunch of old
buccaneers up to no good. The murderer must have known this and
took the opportunity to stab Anita. It was great luck she’d
finished the dessert before she got killed. Why did the
killer have to go and smash my wedding cake?

Unless…something was in the cake. As an
informant for the Agency, Anita Bonavant often hid evidence she was
about to present like a squirrel hid nuts. The killer must be off
his rocker to have shoved cake down her throat to stop her
blabbing. Even symbolically it wasn’t worth the trouble. Anita
Bonavant never shut up.

She’d black-mailed her way into being my
matron of honor and then hidden evidence in my wedding cake.

After my honeymoon, I’m going to find that
priestess in New Orleans…
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Still in my wedding
dress and the expensive shoes, I pulled my horse up to the
delicate, brown-brick house so near the beautiful beach I could
hear the slapping of the tumultuous waves. I smelled rain and just
dared those heavy clouds to open up before I got to the church.

Mr. Bonavant blocked my way as I traversed
the path that led up to his house. Agent Chris Lanten waved at me.
I wouldn’t have seen him otherwise, since he stood in the garden
instead of at the door. At first, I thought he was one of those
garden gnomes the Swiss have.

"Someone finally did it. I knew it. I knew
you’d get her killed one day." Mr. Bonavant shoved a finger at my
chest but didn’t actually make contact. I got the feeling if I’d
been a man, he would have done more.

"I’m sorry for your loss-"

"You will be once I kill your husband."

"Are you threatening an agent of the United
States government?"

The wrinkles in his forehead deepened. "He
killed Anita. His knife was in her back, his cigar was next to her
body and his wedding cake was smashed on top of her."

This was privileged information. If Anita
was still alive, I’d have blamed her for blabbing. Perhaps her
husband shared her knack for knowing information he shouldn’t.
"Where’d you hear all this?"

"It’s all anyone’s talking `bout. Mark my
words, I’ll get-"

"Mr. Bonavant, I’ll stop you before I’m
forced to arrest you. What happens now?"

"Now?"

"Yes, Sir. Now that your wealthy wife has
shuffled off this mortal coil, what are your plans?"

"Plans?" He glared at me.

Why was everyone glaring at me today? This
was my wedding day. I should be smoothing my skirts, ready to glide
down the aisle in uncomfortable shoes that cost more than a small
horse, dreaming about married life with a man I loved more than
anything in this world. Although, to be honest, I feared married
life would look remarkably similar to this. "Yes, plans. Are you
going to stay in Port Bass? Move back to New York? Sell your
interest in the hardware store?"

A light blazed in his eyes. He hadn’t
thought of that. Or had he? "New York…"

Mr. Bonavant could pay off his debts now.
Debts he’d kept hidden from the missus. Anita Bonavant dug up dirt
and skeletons on everyone in the Port Bass area, but never thought
to check up on her own husband.

A particularly nasty gang in New York could
have killed her in an effort to lean on Mr. Bonavant. But even
their reach didn’t extend up here to the little town of Port Bass.
Oh sure, if Mr. Bonavant refused to pay or made public his refusal
to pay, a representative might be dispatched to trek up to this
beautiful countryside and keep the gang’s treacherous image intact.
But Mr. Bonavant sent money to New York every month, unbeknownst to
his wife. Add us into the mix, the gang made better use of their
time extending their vicious reach in their own territory, rather
than tangle with the U.S. government. Not since we spread word that
Anita had been taken to our bosom. The sharks chose not to tangle
with us. Yet.

We didn’t inform Mr. Bonavant of this fact
and Anita died knowing none of it. He was one of thirty-seven
people I could envision killing Anita–as I’m



















































































































































































































Mrs. Ella Westin


###


Dear Reader,










Connect with me online:



My Blog:



Twitter:






8,383 words




After surviving her wedding, Ella Westin is
looking forward to a particularly restful honeymoon. What was she
thinking?

She is awakened in the middle of the night
by her new husband—but it’s not what you think.

He wants her to solve a murder.

In a drafty hotel.

In the middle of November.

At 4 a.m.

Can she do it? Or will she add another
homicide to her honeymoon?



19,968 words





Then an unthinking Joe seems more
determined to sabotage Ella’s efforts than the murderer.  Will
she be able to solve the case before a second death occurs? Did the
murderer engineer too good of a crime for even Ella’s skills? Can
she track the criminal or will she be derailed before she can put
her plan in motion? If the couple survive, is this just the
beginning of a toxic relationship?



39,930 words




Ella is back from her honeymoon and moving
into her new home. When she unpacks a particularly heavy crate, she
gets a nasty shock. All Ella wanted to do was put her books on the
bookshelf. She wonders if it’s too late to close the crate and send
it back…



COMING SOON


After investigating a supposedly haunted
house, Ella finds herself in the midst of a plot to rob the Port
Bass Museum.

Is it too late to abdicate?



COMING SOON


Ella is back at work, and her boss is
convinced someone is trying to kill him. He orders Ella to find out
who—but won’t let her leave his side. Does Ella really have to be a
babysitter? Is it too late to call in sick?



COMING SOON


*****


If you like the Westins, check out the
novels set nearly 50 years later. Get to know Ella and Joe’s
grandchildren.



128,507 words




Maverick Flatts was a tranquil village
until the yellow fever outbreak of 1872. After three years, life
was settling down when cavalry soldiers nearly destroy the square
hunting for a fugitive.



When a citizen is murdered, the village blames the soldiers and the
soldiers blame the villagers.



The Westin family gets involved—which surprises no one—while a
masked figure appears from nowhere—which surprises everyone.



The Masked Rider allows the fugitive to escape capture, is blamed
for the murder and seems quite comfortable leaping from windows,
holding people hostage and foiling everyone’s best laid
plans.



Holly Westin is determined to find out who killed her neighbor but
with the captain of the unruly soldiers attempting to court her,
the fugitive hiding somewhere on her land, her brother arrested for
murder and her father drinking himself into a stupor when his
in-laws visit, she wonders if she can keep it together long enough
to protect her family, unmask the killer and save the quiet village
from itself.


*****








*****
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Is it too late ©
to elope?

~ Jennifer Oberth





