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I am grateful to author Peter Thomas Pontsa for his editorial suggestions. Thank you. 
Finally, any errors or inconsistencies are my own, keep in mind that this book is a work of fiction and meant to entertain.
This short story provides background to the nefarious Dark Hands of Anubis, the secret organization which plays a huge role throughout the David Harris and Emma Jackson Mystery series. It is also a teaser for the third book in the series.
I hope you will find this free giveaway enjoyable.
With humble thanks,
Angela van Breemen
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Amelia's Fine Dining
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David and Emma sat near the cozy fireplace at Amelia’s Fine Dining, where they had enjoyed their first date over two years ago. 
Summer had loosened its grip and was slowly giving way to the crisper temperatures of early fall with deep blue September skies, warm days and cool nights where the warmth of the hearth took off the chill.
Emma reached out and took David's hand, her thumb stroking the inside of his palm. “Thanks for suggesting we go out for dinner tonight,” she said beaming. “I love it when we cook at home, but sometimes it’s nice to be pampered. And Amelia’s is my favourite restaurant.” 
Local historians said that the fine restaurant was named after Amelia Earhart who was believed to have frequented the establishment in 1918 when she became a nurse’s aide in nearby Toronto. It was rumored that Niki Davros, the owner of the restaurant then known as Niki’s, was so enamored by the feisty young woman that he renamed his restaurant, Amelia’s Fine Dining. Several generations later, the restaurant continued to win awards and accolades from food critics worldwide.
Being a vegetarian, Emma’s starter had been thinly sliced golden and red beets topped with whipped goat cheese, pistachio dust, and microgreens, and aged balsamic pearls. David had ordered Mussels à la crème de safran; Prince Edward Island mussels in a saffron cream broth with leeks, fennel, and a drizzle of chive oil. 
The two had just finished and were waiting for their main entrées. “That was delicious,” Emma said, balancing a long-stemmed wine glass in her hand. “I can’t wait to try the mains. Every time we come here, it inspires me with new recipe ideas.”
As elegant as she was, she was also earthy, her fingernails short, a practical solution to keeping her nails clean since she was a gardener. Her passion was growing herbs for her specialty teas. Her friend Megan, who identified as non-binary, was a barista at Café Mokka and Emma’s blend of teas was now offered for sale at the small café. 
“After the last case, we deserve some ‘us’ time,” David said, his warm brown eyes gazing into hers. The firelight caught the highlights in Emma’s auburn hair, causing it to shimmer and shine. His breath caught in his throat, “How did I get so lucky to have you in my life?”
Emma’s cheeks turned slightly pink. “Ah, David, I feel the same.” As she leaned forward, an unruly strand of hair escaped the loose chignon, and fell across her face. “As long as we’re together, it’s always wonderful, no matter what we do.”
David reached across the table and tucked the tendril of wavy hair behind her ear. He was roughly six feet tall with a slim and athletic build and kept himself fit by rowing and lifting weights. Since meeting Emma he now practiced yoga regularly and joined her in meditation sessions to become more attuned with the spiritual world around him. 
“You’re so sweet to me.” She gave him a contented smile, her eyes lighting up at his tender gesture. “This really is nice.” 
David’s posture straightened, his eyebrows raising in surprise. “It can’t be!”
 “What is it?” 
“I don’t believe it!” David’s tone was incredulous.
“Don’t keep me in suspense! What is it?” she asked again.
“I think I just saw Reinhard.” David motioned toward the window on his right.
“Are you sure? Reinhard is dead … we saw him die.” Her voice faltered.
“Yeah. I know, but…” He frowned. “Weird. It must have been the lighting.”
“After what we’ve been through because of the Dark Hands of Anubis, it will take a while for things to feel normal again,” said Emma, her intonation soft and reassuring.
David cleared his throat, and asked, “Do you sense anything?”
“Not really.” She was reluctant to say that the only empathic impressions she was getting was her husband’s rising panic. 
“When that monster captured us and then separated you from me, it was agonizing.”
A few months earlier, Reinhard Holtz (III), second-in-command of the sinister sect, the Dark Hands of Anubis and great-grandson of the founder, had been killed by Interpol. The team’s investigation into the human-trafficking and baby ring business that had been cultivated by the nefarious organization took a turn for the worse when Megan and their nieces were kidnapped by Reinhard’s henchmen. 
During their investigation, David, Bryan and Emma learned that the young women had been taken to the mountains of Nicaragua where Reinhard conducted his operations from his luxury villa overlooking the Maribios mountain range. Below the villa he had concealed an underground compound and medical facility where young women were forced to breed made-to-order children for the ultra rich. 
While on their rescue mission, David, Emma and Bryan had been captured during an ambush. Reinhard had taken a liking to Emma’s striking looks and had brought her to his villa, while David and Bryan remained imprisoned in a shack further down the mountain.
“Those were terrible times,” Emma said, shuddering at the thought of Reinhard. Tall and angular, with distinct Aryan features, he had been psychologically unstable and driven by a deep-seated sense of superiority that manifested in cruelty and ruthlessness. “But with the help of Spirit Anna and Maggie, we escaped. I doubt anyone who ever crossed his path is mourning his death.”
Emma was referring to Anna Tungsten, a psychic and Emma’s instructor, who, two years earlier, had been tortured and murdered by Enrico Bianchi to retrieve damning video evidence linking him to the murders of David’s former self, Samuel Larson, and real estate businessman Chris Beacon.
From the spirit world, Spirit Anna had helped the team with their next case. Maggie, who had disappeared at the age of sixteen, and died in childbirth ten years later, was unable to move on to the afterlife. Spirit Anna had helped Emma develop her psychic abilities further and given Maggie the closure she needed to move on. But now, Spirit Anna was also moving on, encouraging Emma to work with her own Spirit Guides. 
She took his hand again and held it tight. “It’s over.”
 “You’re right,” said David. “It’s probably nothing.”
“Maybe.” Emma hesitated. “After Reinhard’s death in Nicaragua, we assumed that the Dark Hands of Anubis organization was harmed irreparably, or better yet, destroyed. But—”
“—What if we’ve made a terrible assumption?” David blurted out.
“I’m still not sensing anything,” Emma said, pausing. “But I think we should call Bryan.”
Bryan Grant was Emma’s stepfather and a recently retired police officer from the New Elgan Police Service. He had partnered up with Emma and David to form Jackson, Grant & Harris Investigations; their firm worked with the police to solve cold cases. Bryan served as the liaison officer between their company and the police department. Their primary mandate was to work on cracking unsolved crimes using the paranormal, which is where Emma’s skills came into play, and good old-fashioned detective work, which is where Bryan and David’s skills were most valuable. Emma’s mother, Laura, ensured their office ran smoothly.
“Maybe we’d better,” David said, his brows knitting together. Their conversation broke off as the server approached.
“Your dinner will be just a few more minutes,” he said. “May I top up your glasses?”
“Yes, please,” said Emma. The server filled Emma’s glass, then turned toward David. 
“And you, sir?” David gestured toward his wineglass which had hardly been touched, “No, I’m good for now. Thanks.”
“Very good, sir. I’ll be back with your entrées shortly.”
When the server returned, Emma gasped with delight at her meal. The Truffle Risotto Carnaroli had been slowly cooked in mushroom broth, finished with shaved black truffle and Parmigiano-Reggiano crisps. “This is amazing,” she said, savoring her first bite.
David’s meal was equally stunning; he had gone with surf and turf; beef tenderloin, medium rare and a skewer of jumbo shrimp marinated in garlic. Mini roasted potatoes and asparagus in a crème sauce finished off the beautifully presented dinner.
“Your meal looks great, too,” said Emma. “A walk in the gardens after dinner?” she asked, tucking into her dinner with enthusiasm. “It’s a bit chilly, but I’d be interested to see what it looks like this time of year.” Amelia’s Fine Dining was famous for their beautiful “night” gardens located behind the establishment. 
“Not sure.” David leveled worried eyes at her, setting his knife and fork down. “Em, I’ve lost my appetite. Finish your meal and then if it’s okay with you, I’d like to head home.”
Emma put her utensils down. “How about we get our meals boxed up for us, then we can leave right away.”
“You’re not upset?”
“No, only worried that you are uneasy. Like I said, I’m not sensing any immediate danger … but that doesn’t mean that your instincts aren’t right.”
“Thanks, Em.” 
David motioned to the server. “Would you get us the bill, please?”
“Of course, sir, were your dinners not to your satisfaction?” the waiter asked, his forehead furrowing with concern.
“They were great,” said David. “Something urgent has come up and we need to leave early. Do mind boxing up our meals for us?” asked David.
“Most certainly, sir.”
After the bill was settled, David and Emma walked to their car. Once seated in the Kia EVS, David engaged the vehicle’s phone projection system and called Bryan.
“Hey, Bryan,” said David.
“Hello, son. What are you doing calling on a Friday night? Thought it was date night with Emma.” Bryan hesitated. “Is everything all right?”
“Not exactly.” David cleared his throat. “Something’s come up. Can you and Laura meet us at the office tomorrow morning?”
“Of course. What's going on?” asked Bryan.
“This is going to sound crazy but I thought I saw Reinhard Holtz outside the restaurant.”
“But he’s dead!” The shock is Bryan's voice was palpable. “I can see why you want to meet. Does ten o’clock work for you?”
“Sure thing. See you then.” 
David disconnected the call, checked his blind spot, pulled the car out of the parking lot, and said, “Let’s head home.”
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