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* Five Stars! The sixth book of the
Minx Tobin Mysteries, Susanne Marie Knight takes the newly engaged
Minx and Gabe and plops them in the middle of a complex case that
involves one of Minx’s co-workers. Minx tries to stay away from
murder investigations, but they always seem to end up on her
doorstep. While the Homicide department solves most of the cases on
Gabe’s desk, the murder case where Dallas Porter is the prime
suspect is getting more complicated each day. New suspects are
identified only to become victims themselves. Ms. Knight knows how
to weave a murder mystery with lots of humor, unbelievable plot
twists and a satisfying love story to keep the reader glued to the
page. Can Gabe find the real murder before Minx becomes the next
victim?--Single Titles Review

* This
is a fantastic book! When is the next book in this exciting series
coming out?--C.B. Reviews {Editor's note:
Six Minx Tobin Mysteries are now available for purchase in
ebook.}
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Chapter One






As odd as it sounded, Minx Tobin, fitness
instructor and amateur sleuth, needed a vacation after her
vacation. Of course, considering what went on during her Christmas
visit to her parents’ house in Babylon, New York, her need for rest
wasn’t a surprise.

Minx sighed, and then snuggled next to her
favorite homicide lieutenant. Gabe sat in the aisle seat of the
plane, his light and dark grey-haired head tilted back, and he
snored ever so slightly, oblivious to everything. He had that
talent--sleep on demand. Almost as soon as they’d reached altitude,
he’d closed his eyes. Breaking his sleep for the lunch service,
he’d efficiently consumed his meal, kissed her, and then returned
to the nocturnal world of dreams.

She couldn’t blame him for being exhausted,
though. Who could have imagined they’d be involved in not one
horrific murder, but two?

That had been the awful part of the vacation.
The good parts had been that her parents and her brother Eddie
liked Gabe, and that she was going to have the adorable dog, Yo-Yo,
as a pet. Yo-Yo, her yuletide Yorkshire.

But the most important of all part...

She extended her left hand to admire her
engagement ring. The large square shaped diamond winked back at
her. Imagine, her Luscious Lieutenant had actually proposed. She
smiled. Things couldn’t get any better than this.

An unwelcome thought intruded. Only...

She sighed again.

“Sighing over me?” Gabe’s deep voice rumbled
pleasantly in her ear.

“You’re awake! Good.” She quickly banished
the reality of what awaited her once they touched down at LAX. “I
was getting lonely.”

“Lonely?” He lifted her hand,
and then brushed his lips over her knuckles. “No need for you to be
lonely, sweetheart. The first thing we’ll do is get you moved out
of your matchbox apartment. Plenty of room for your stuff at my
house.” He winked. “Our
house.”

Our house. She liked the sound of those words. “I’ll say there’s room.
All you have is basically a bed, three couches, and a flat screen
T.V.”

“The necessities of life.” He shrugged. “What
more could a bachelor want?”

The flight attendant stopped at their row. He
ordered a beer and paid; Minx chose orange juice.

After the refreshments were served, he downed
a swig, then settled back in his seat--not that there was much room
to settle. “I told you the ex took everything, leaving me just the
house. At the time, I’d wanted to sell, but if I had, Nola would’ve
gotten half. So I rattled around in a four bedroom barn for ten
years.” He smiled. “With the increase in real estate, Nola ended up
with the short end of the stick.”

“And now I get to decorate. Perfect!” Minx
leaned closer and nibbled on his earlobe.

Maneuvering in the small space took some
doing, but he turned toward her and then captured her lips with
his. “Don’t tempt me, woman. There’s still time to join the Mile
High Club before we land, you know.”

She couldn’t help giggling. “Only ten minutes
left to the flight, Lieutenant. You can’t mean to tell me that ten
minutes is enough.”

The flight attendant approached with a sack.
Gabe pulled away from Minx, collected the garbage, and then
deposited it in the bag.

After the attendant moved on, Gabe waited a
second, then murmured, “Tease.”

“Spoilsport,” she murmured back.

Still smiling, Minx buckled her seatbelt to
prepare for the flight’s descent.

* * * *

Although it was Sunday evening, the Elite
Exercise Emporium was still open for another three hours. Minx,
being her naturally inquisitive self, had wanted to stop by to get
the latest news.

Gabe had put his foot down... firmly.
Tomorrow would be soon enough. Tomorrow they’d be pulled back into
the thick of things--him with homicide cases, and her with trying
to help that blasted exercise gigolo.

He shook his head. Not that she could
actually do anything that would make a difference. Dallas Porter,
with his damn sculpted ass, had been arrested for murdering a Vegas
blackjack dealer. That had been the news flash relayed to Minx
before they’d boarded the flight out of JFK airport. Chances were
high that Porter had lost a bundle at the card tables, lost his
temper, and then took his revenge on the dealer. Porter had more
muscles than brains, that much was certain.

With the rollercoaster of terror Minx and
Gabe had just been through back in New York, they needed this bit
of bad news like a shotgun blast to the head.

“Order of cheese enchiladas,
easy on the peppers, and a triple chalupa,” confirmed the cashier
at La Boca Ardiente’s takeout window.

Gabe paid for the order, gave the heavy bag
to Minx, then pulled out of the drive-thru. The food’s spicy aroma
filled his sedan and his nostrils.

His stomach growled.

“Somebody’s hungry.” Minx held the Mexican
food close to his nose. She really was a tease.

“First food and then you.” He turned onto the
freeway, heading for Huntington Park. Soon they would be home.

She worried that succulent lower lip of hers.
“Since we’re not stopping at the Emporium, I think I’ll just call
Sadie and get an update--”

“Nice try, but no, Minx. You can get the
gossip from your friend tomorrow. Besides, there’s nothing you can
do for that Porter character. Las Vegas is way the hell out of
L.A.’s jurisdiction.”

She remained mum.

He shot a glance over at her. “Listen, we had
a scary-as-hell time at your parents’ house. And tomorrow, most
likely all hell will break loose again. Tonight is going to be ours
alone--like the calm before the storm.”

“You’re so romantic, Gabe.” Minx slipped her
cell phone back into her purse. “I’m impressed.”

“Good.” Exiting the freeway, he headed for
his quiet neighborhood and Spanish Adobe-style house. “I hope to
impress you even more once I get you alone.”

Minx opened the bag and popped a tortilla
chip into her mouth. “Mmm, I’m looking forward to it,
Lieutenant.”

Gabe pressed the accelerator down. He
couldn’t wait to get home.



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


Chapter Two






Back at the old grind.

Definitely an apt phrase. Minx grinned as she
parked her car in the Elite Exercise Emporium’s lot. Several new
workouts she wanted to try with her classes this morning had
exaggerated hip movements to rotate the pelvis and get the heart
racing. Movements she desperately needed. Although she had been
gone from the Emporium only four days, without the usual exercise
she felt as rigid as a wooden board.

Then again, perhaps last night’s wild abandon
had something to do with her stiffness.

Her grin stretched from ear to ear. But as
soon as she entered the Emporium’s grand entrance, she sobered up.
Dallas Porter, her fellow instructor and friend, was knee-deep in
serious trouble. She had to get the 411 on what was happening with
him--ASAP.

Sadie Durand, Minx’s best friend and the
Emporium’s assistant manager, was noticeably absent from her
customary post: the front customer counter. Darn! That meant Minx
had to put her quest for information on hold until after her first
workout of the day.

She took a trip to the ladies’ locker room,
stripped down to her exercise clothes, and secured her hair in a
ponytail. Now she was ready for the energetic Ambitious Aerobics
class.

When she opened the door into the workout
room, she saw several of her regulars waiting, seated on the
polished wood flooring. It was almost like old home week. Rosco
Gomez, Janice Olsson, even complainer Fiona Freddos seemed happy to
see her.

“Good morning, everyone! I hope you all
enjoyed your holiday weekend.”

There was someone standing at the front of
the room who didn’t have a smile pasted on her face,
though--brand-new personal trainer, Whitney Nezrep.

“I didn’t expect you’d be back so soon,
girlfriend.” Whitney, a young, pixie-faced gal with impossibly
thick, multi-colored blonde hair, arched a thin eyebrow. “The folks
‘n me were revving up for another boot camp aerobics session.”

Girlfriend? Folks? Minx strode to the front
and took her rightful place as instructor. Why had this newbie
subbed for her anyway? Dallas was supposed to have...

Dallas.

Minx nodded. “I’m on the schedule, Whitney.
Just got back last night and I’m raring to go.” She set her
exercise bag down. “Thanks for filling in for me.”

The woman, a head shorter and three years
younger than Minx, brushed clumps of her unruly hair off her
forehead. “No problem, sista. Can you believe what happened with
Porter? The slimy dude actually--”

“We can talk later, Whitney.” Or not.
Dismissing the instructor, Minx hurried over to the stereo system.
She changed Whitney’s hip-hop mix to a more moderate selection of
high-intensity tunes.

The woman pressed her collagen-enhanced lips
together. With a harrumph, she strutted her tight butt out through
the workout room door.

Minx sighed. As Gabe had prophesied, it was
going to be a helluva Monday.

* * * *

Two classes later, Minx wiped sweat from her
brow, hung her towel around her neck, and headed for the customer
counter. Sadie sat on a wooden bar stool facing away from the
workout room. Her posture slumped, her head hung low. Normally,
Sadie was a cheerful gal, but obviously, she felt weighted down by
Dallas’ sad situation.

Minx bit her lip, and then braced herself.
“Hi, Sadie. Do you have a few minutes to talk?”

Sadie lifted her cornflower blue-eyed gaze.
Her eyes were glassy, reddened. She dabbed at her nose with a
tissue. “Minx, hey. I-I’m so glad you’re through with your classes
for a while. Let’s sit at the Take-A-Break Lounge.”

The in-house lounge wasn’t busy. They walked
to one of the back empty tables, stopping only for a cup of
coffee.

Thus fortified with caffeine, Minx scooted
her chair closer to Sadie. “Okay, give it to me straight. What in
the world is going on with Dal--”

“Minx!” Sadie’s high-pitched squeal pierced
the air. “Holy Hannah, kiddo. You’ve been holding out on me.”

“What in the world do you mean?” Then Minx
understood. Sadie couldn’t take her gaze off the engagement
ring.

Immediately, the emotion of concern gave way
to sheer delight. Minx extended her left hand and wiggled her
fingers. Under the fluorescent lighting, the diamond sparkled like
the sun.

“Ooh! It’s huge! I’m so happy for you, girl.”
Sadie’s plump face melted into a smile. Jumping out of her chair,
she gave Minx a hug. “Give! Tell me all the details.”

After giving her friend the inside scoop on
her romance, Minx leaned closer and whispered, “Okay, enough about
me. Now it’s time for you to give... about Dallas. Where is he?
Maybe I can hop a plane to Las Vegas and--”

“Vegas?” Sadie tilted her frosty curled head.
“Dallas isn’t in Vegas. He’s right here, stashed away in jail. I
just saw him.” She sniffed again. “He looks awful.”

“But Ron called me yesterday morning. He told
me about Vegas.”

“Ron?”

“Ron Dantes, Dallas’ friend--I’m Ron’s
personal trainer, remember? He said Dallas had been charged with
murdering a Vegas blackjack dealer.”

“Yeah. True.” Sadie blew her
nose. “Oh, I see why you’re confused. Dallas was in Vegas, then he got outta
there. Came home. The guy, you know, the dead guy, followed him
back here. I-I tried to ask what happened, but seeing Dallas so...
so pitiful, I just couldn’t get the words out. Minx, I’m frightened
outta my gourd for him. Can’t you do something? After all, you’re
our gal detective.”

Having a knack for solving
homicide cases could be a blessing and a curse.

Minx sighed. “Of course I am. I’m going to
try, anyway. Does he need bail money?”

Sadie blinked her eyes rapidly. “He doesn’t
think he’ll be released. Mentioned something about a prior
offense.”

“Oh.” Whoa. Minx gulped down more coffee.
Just how serious was his prior offense?

She finished her drink, then crushed the
disposable cup. Obviously she didn’t know Dallas very well. Sure,
they’d kidded around and hung out at the Emporium, but deep down,
what did she really know about him?

He always did seem a bit on edge around
Gabe... and the police. Maybe his past was the reason why.

She glanced at the time. Why hadn’t Gabe
called to let her know about Dallas? Grabbing her exercise bag, she
pulled out her cell phone. A cancellation for one of her personal
training sessions showed up but, nope, no messages--text or missed
calls--from Gabe.

Hmmn. She drummed her fingers on the
tabletop. Then again, it was his first day back, too. As he’d said,
he was probably swamped with homicides.

Her friend’s sniffles returned her focus to
the Take-A-Break Lounge. She reached over and patted Sadie’s hand.
“Don’t worry. Seems I now have a long break at two. I’ll drive over
then and see if I can talk with Dallas.”

“Good. He’ll be happy to see you.” Sadie
squeezed Minx’s hand. “You’re a peach.”

“Don’t worry, hon. I’ll do my best.” Flipping
back her ponytail, Minx nodded at her friend, threw away the
garbage, then headed for the locker room. While she freshened up,
she puzzled on what she knew about Dallas.

She didn’t know much. But before the day was
out, she vowed she’d have a better handle on what made the man
tick.

* * * *

At five ‘til two, Minx was out the Elite
Exercise Emporium’s doors. She’d worked up a sweat in the Beautiful
Butts class, so even though the weather was a chilly--by L.A.
standards--sixty-five degrees, all she needed in addition to her
exercise clothes was an unzippered hoodie jacket.

Keys in hand, she approached her trusty beige
Camry.

“Ms. Tobin,” a female voice called out.

Minx turned around. A woman--sleek, sultry,
and suntanned--stepped out of a Mercedes-Benz parked next to her.
Three-inch spike heels and a large black straw hat made the woman
tower over Minx.

Curiosity halted Minx’s departure. “Yes?”

The woman lifted her sunglasses, gave her the
once-over, then lowered them again. “I thought so. I saw your
picture in the paper. You helped the police solve two murders.”

Minx sighed. This wasn’t the first time she’d
had unwanted recognition from that news story back in August.

“Listen, I’m in a hurry--”

The woman placed her manicured hand on Minx’s
upper arm. “Please, you must help me. Us. It’s about Dallas.”

“Dallas” was the magic word. Minx came to
attention. “What about Dallas?”

“He’s in trouble, you know. Deep trouble. I’d
heard about it yesterday, after my husband received a phone call.”
The mystery woman darted her tongue over her pale pink lower lip.
“I want to retain your services to help Dallas.”

“My services, in that way, are not for sale.”
Impatience simmered within Minx. “What’s your connection to
Dallas?”

“I’m Nicole Fowler.” She opened her beaded
bag and removed a business card. After a moment’s hesitation, she
gave it to Minx. “I used to be Nicole Porter.”

Whoa! That changed everything. “I didn’t know
Dallas had been married.” Minx scanned the card. It didn’t have the
woman’s name. Instead it read: Addison Fowler--President and C.E.O.
of Indigo Importing. Obviously, Mr. Fowler was the current
husband.

A cool gust of wind nearly unseated Nicole
Fowler’s hat. She held onto it, then smoothed straight black hair
back behind her jeweled ears. “Dallas and I divorced five years
ago. Right after... he had his trouble. Addison will pay you, Ms.
Tobin. Pay you for your inconvenience.”

Minx shivered. Although the weather was
nothing like the frigid climes she’d left back home in New York,
she was still chilled. And just standing around in the parking lot
cooled her even further. She zipped up the hoodie, and then
unlocked her car door.

“I’m not interested in your money, Mrs.
Fowler. Or your husband’s.” Minx hiked her foot inside the car.
“I’m going to see Dallas now. At least I hope I can see him. If I
need any information from you, I’ll call.”

She shut the door, and then shivered again.
Although Nicole Porter Fowler smelled like expensive French
perfume, she had a Gothic ambiance about her. Hair, business suit,
satin blouse, heels--everything about her was midnight... except
for her vivid green eyes and pink lips.

Minx started the car, left the parking lot
and Dallas’ former wife behind, and then headed out onto Santa
Monica Boulevard.

* * * *

As much as Gabe had enjoyed meeting Minx’s
parents... and everything else that had happened during his first
trip to New York--minus the murders, of course--it was good to be
back on his home turf.

After meetings with operations and special
services personnel most of the morning in preparation for a few
trials scheduled to start next month, he finally returned to the
hectic Homicide squad room, noisy with Monday morning madness.
Spotting Sergeant Antonio Atwell at the water cooler, he gestured
for Antonio to follow, and walked into his office. Gabe then closed
the door behind his trusted friend.

“Vacations are nice but, hell, catch-ups are
a bitch.” He sat, then leaned back in his black leather swivel
chair. His desk, cleared before he’d taken his leave, was now
strewn with papers.

He sighed.

Antonio took his usual seat in front of the
desk. He stretched out his creaking legs. “Only gone four days,
Gabe. And Christmas was quieter than usual. Lieutenant Trainer did
an adequate job holding down the fort.”

Antonio tried hard to look sincere, but his
well-lined face couldn’t hide the truth of the matter.

“Just got through with Zuri Trainer’s
briefing.” Gabe took a swig of cold coffee left over from early
this morning. “He painted a rosy picture. I ask you, when does
Homicide have a rosy picture? So, okay, fill me in on the real
story.”

His sergeant pulled out his ever-present
notepad. “Lemme get my facts straight.”

As Antonio talked, Gabe took notes. Then he
counted the carnage. Damn it, two, no three high profile murder
cases, not to mention the usual assorted street killings.

Dropping his pen, he massaged the bridge of
his nose. The captain was going to ride his ass big time until they
stamped the celebrity cases “closed.” The devil of it was, one of
his former girlfriends, TV actress Ilsa Jacobson, had been
implicated in one of the Hollywood murders.

Not that she was a serious suspect at this
point, but she’d been seen smooching with the murdered film
producer a few hours before his demise.

Hell’s bells, Ilsa had already left four
messages on his cell phone.

Antonio wagged his bushy white eyebrows. “And
then there’s one other case you’ll be interested in.”

“Will I?” As Gabe reached for a stick of gum,
he looked longingly at his token pack of cigarettes. He hadn’t had
a smoke in over two months. Why? Because Minx was a health nut. She
had insisted he quit. He sighed again. “So what’s the interesting
case?”

Flipping some pages in his notepad, Antonio
read, “The DB, shot with a .38 Smith and Wesson--according to
ballistics--is a white male, thirty-six years, name of Scott
Archer.”

The description of the dead body didn’t
excite attention. Gabe lifted his eyebrow. “And?”

“Accountant turned blackjack dealer. Employed
in one of the Las Vegas casinos.”

“Sergeant, I
am a busy man. Get to the
point.”

“Archer was found dead in a personal
trainer’s apartment--located in the Bunker Hill section of town.
He--”

“Bloody hell. It’s that exercise gigolo’s
apartment, isn’t it? You’re going to say Dallas Porter.”

“Yep. Evidence is stacking up against Porter.
We got him in lockup.” Antonio pocketed his notepad. “Sorry, Gabe.
I know Minx is bound to be upset.”

Gabe stood. “Yeah, you got that right. We’d
heard about Porter being arrested, but I thought it would be Vegas’
headache, not L.A.’s.”

He walked over to the window and leaned
against its frame. The skinny palm trees lining the street
gracefully waved in the afternoon wind. For a moment, he drank in
the blessed sight. The past few days, he’d had to not only look at
a blizzard of snow, but also had to drive in the cursed white
stuff.

Antonio remained respectfully silent.

Gabe continued to look out the window.
“Blast. You know Minx. She’s going to stick her pretty little nose
in this one, but good. That’s for sure.”

His third sigh of the day didn’t bode well
for anyone. “And speaking of pretty noses, here she comes, right on
cue.”

“Minx?”

“Yeah, she just parked her car and is headed
this way. From the determined set of her shoulders, she’s not going
to rest until she makes everyone’s life miserable, including
mine.”

Antonio joined him at the window. After Minx
walked out of their view, he shook Gabe’s hand. “Good luck,
Lieutenant. I think I’ll make myself scarce, if you know what I
mean, eh?”

The sergeant returned to the squad room.

“Coward,” Gabe called after him. He finished
cold coffee, and then left to meet up with..., or rather, intercept
his fiancée.
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