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DYE BY CAKE

Groom Karl Stipple keels over moments after eating a slice of cake at his own wedding reception.  Now the police have locked down the resort, and wedding planner Julia is under orders from her boss to solve the crime and clean up the mess in twenty-four hours-- or she's fired.  It's a race against the clock as she finds herself entangled in a web of family mistrust, lingering old flames... and adult coloring books.
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WEDDING SPLASH – BOOK THREE

 

It had been exactly 5 months, 4 days, and 16 weddings since the last mishap, and Julia was happy that finally, she got to plan a wedding where nothing terrible happened. This wedding is looking good. So far, no one tried to steal the bride’s ring. No one tried to kill the groom.

She couldn’t be more wrong. This one is the worst yet.




CHAPTER 1

 

“Is the entourage in place?”

“Yes, Pam.”

“Is the ice sculpture ready?”

“Yeah.”

“Is the bridal car on the way?”

“Not yet. Nina’s just about to throw her bouquet.”

“All right. Tell the waiters to set up the buffet now.”

“Yes, Pam.”

“Oh, and Jeopardy?”

“Yeah?”

“Is the cake secure?”

Jeopardy snickered. “Yeah.”

Pam winked. “Just making sure. We don’t want a repeat of last time.”

Jeopardy nodded and walked away to deliver Pam’s orders. Pam took out her phone and dialed her friend. The call was answered after two rings.

“Pam?”

“Julia, where are you?”

“In the car. We’re on the way there. How are the preparations?”

“Good. A few guests have already arrived.”

“Okay. Nina’s here. Gotta go.”

“Bye.”
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“Julia, Julia, let’s take a break. It’s photo booth time!”

“What? But –“

“Come on,” Jeopardy said, pulling Julia’s arm. “Where will you find another photo booth like this?”

“It took us ages to book them,” Pam added. “Let’s try out their product… before all the guests pile on.”

Julia looked at the events unfolding at the front side of the room. The master of ceremonies was introducing a video made by one of the couple’s friends.

“It shouldn’t take that long…” Julia mumbled.

That was all it took for her friends to haul her out of her seat and into the booth.

The three girls smiled, posed, and took shots. The resulting photo was taken in outline – perfect for coloring in, just as the couple had requested. Jeopardy lamented at the shape of her face in the resulting photo as the other two girls laughed at her.

“I think we should head back.”

“Yeah, we probably should.”

The reception went ahead. The buffet was served. The first cake and first wine were shared. The couple had their first dance. Everything was going pretty well.

Julia ticked off the finished tasks in her mind and breathed a sigh of relief upon realizing there was only one thing left-- the party.

“Hey, you okay?”

Julia turned around to face the source of the voice. It was Tyron. Julia smiled inwardly and shrugged. “Pretty much,” she replied. “Why?”

Tyron shrugged back. “You look pretty tense,” he said. “Stop worrying.”

“It’s the wedding planner’s task to be worried in place of the couple, don’t you think?”

“Maybe,” he conceded. Julia shifted her attention back to the wedding scene, noting with a vague sense of triumph that the master of ceremonies was announcing the end of the reception and the start of a free dance-off. Most of the guests were standing up, congratulating the couple, and taking their leave.

Good, Julia thought. Happy ending. No weird things happening here…

“Oh my god!” shrieked a woman.

Julia frowned. That sounded like –

“Oh my god!” the woman repeated. “The ring! Where’s my ring?”

Julia stood up. Oh no, she thought. Just when I thought it was safe…

Her heels clicked on the floor as she briskly approached Nina. A bunch of the other guests had arrived before her.

“What’s wrong?” she asked Nina while looking around. “Have you lost your ring?”

Nina looked bewildered. “I think so.”

Nina’s husband, Harry, had a similar look of bewilderment on his face. “I could have sworn you were wearing it just a few moments ago.”

Nina shook her head. “I know, I know…”

Within minutes, everyone in the hall was on their knees, looking into crevices and bags and bowls in case the ring had somehow magically appeared there. Julia called on the maintenance crew to keep a sharp look-out for the missing object.

Embarrassed and frustrated by losing such an important object on her wedding day, Nina was growing redder as the minutes passed. Harry pulled her into his arms, mumbling reassuringly at her. Nina shook slightly.

“I’m so sorry, Harry.”

“It’s okay. Don’t cry.”

“It’s not okay! It’s been with your family for generations, and I lose it on the day I’ve become part of your family… this must be a sign…”

Harry slapped her arm slightly. “Don’t say things like that. A ring doesn’t have anything to do with our relationship.”

Julia walked away from the distressed couple. She couldn’t stand being there a second longer. It was highly unlikely that Nina would just misplace that ring – she had been very fond and proud of it. And from her experience with the couple, Nina didn’t easily forget or lose anything.

Pam took one look at Julia’s face, then left the table she was currently searching.

“Count me in!” Pam said.

Julia threw her a surprised look. “In for what?”

Pam smirked. “I know that look. You’re thinking of investigating this, aren’t you?”

Julia hesitated. “I just feel so bad for them…”

“I don’t think this is a simple case of misplaced stuff either. That ring must cost a fortune, and Nina doesn’t seem like a klutz.”

Julia nodded. “Yeah…”

“So let’s help find it.”

Julia looked at her friend with a hopeful look. Pam smiled encouragingly.

Jeopardy cleared her throat from behind them. “You probably shouldn’t do that,” she stated.

Pam frowned. “And why not?”

Jeopardy ignored Pam and faced Julia. “We’ve got another project next week and negotiations for that other wedding two months from now. You can’t afford to be this distracted.”

“I don’t think it will take long,” Pam said. “After all, we’re gonna help her, aren’t we Jeopardy?” There was a slight challenge in Pam’s tone.

Jeopardy raised an eyebrow at Pam. “We’re gonna help Julia help Nina get her ring back? What will we be getting from it? A good citizen’s badge?”

“The feeling that we have done the right thing, Jeopardy,” Julia snapped back. “I’m going to help her. If you don’t want to, I won’t force you.”

Jeopardy shrugged. “All right, I can’t control you either. But how will you trace it? It’s tiny.”

Julia and Pam exchanged a glance. “There’s always the CCTV,” Julia mused.

“Do you think the security personnel will just allow you to view it? Without a go signal from their boss, or a warrant from the police?”

“Well, there’s the official photographer and videographer…”

“They’re humans. They want to go home and rest.”

“You know what?” Pam placed a hand on her friends’ shoulders. “Let’s give it until morning. Maybe Nina really just dropped it. But if the cleaners don’t find it by then, we can act. What do you think?”

Julia sighed and nodded.

“It’s a plan, then.”




CHAPTER 2

 

“We haven’t seen the ring, ma’am.”

“Not at all?”

“None, ma’am. We saw bags, a bracelet, and some earrings, but no ring.”

Julia sighed. “OK then. Thank you for your help and sorry for the trouble.”

“No problem. Just doing our job.” The cleaners left.

Julia and Pam locked eyes. “Now what?” Pam asked.

“Well, I talked to the photographers last night,” Julia said. “They said we can drop by at around ten to view the photos and videos… Who are you texting?”

“Tyron. He asked me to text him updates on the case.”

“Hey! Since when have you been text mates with him?”

Pam smirked, an evil glint in the corner of her eye. “Jealous?”

Julia reddened. “No...”

Pam chuckled. Her phone vibrated and she checked the message. “He’ll be there.”

Julia couldn’t stop the shy smile that grew on her face. Pam nudged her with her elbow. “You really like him, don’t you?’

Julia made a face and diverted the conversation.

They arrived at the photographers’ studio a few minutes past ten. Tyron and Jeopardy arrived soon after.

Pam frowned. “What’s Jeopardy doing here?”

Julia shushed her. “Maybe she’s had a change of heart. Maybe she wants to help.”

Pam pouted. “I somehow doubt that.”

After exchanging pleasantries with the photographers and owners of the studio, the team of wedding planners (plus chef) started reviewing the photos.

“We need to find the precise moment the ring went missing,” Julia explained. “Find the place where the ring was there in one frame, then wasn’t there in the next.”

“I think we can narrow down the time frame a bit,” Pam said. “When was the last time we all remember seeing that ring?”

“Well, it was definitely there during the wedding itself,” Julia said.

“I think I saw it when the cake was given. I watched the coverage really closely,” Tyron offered.

“You think?”

“I was not exactly looking at the ring, but I looked at their hands while they exchanged…“

“This is the engagement ring, okay? Not the wedding ring.”

“There were two rings?” Tyron asked incredulously.

“I’m holding the photo ops with each table here,” Jeopardy said. “Nina’s still wearing the ring. So it must be after the photo ops.”

“Let’s check out the cake giving,” Julia said. “Just to make sure.”

The team of amateur detectives gradually figured out that the ring disappeared sometime after the first dance.

“This is horrible,” Jeopardy said. “Not all of the pictures have her hand in them.”

“Of course not,” Pam snapped. “This isn’t some hand commercial.”

“What’s up with you today?” Jeopardy asked Pam with a look. “Why are you so worked up?”

Julia patted Jeopardy’s arm to calm her down. Pam threw her an annoyed look as Jeopardy moved on from the official photographs to the photo booth pictures. Julia watched Jeopardy take out her coloring pens and start coloring the photos in.

“Are you sure we can do that?” Tyron asked.

“Yeah,” Jeopardy replied casually. “These are ours now. Look at this girl. Such a horrible color combination in her dress.” She put up the photo and grinned at her companions. Tyron chuckled and Pam rolled her eyes. Julia just smiled.

“As long as we can figure out how the ring disappeared,” she said. Inside, though, she was rebelling. Why was Jeopardy making moves on Tyron? Did Tyron like her back? She remembered the time Jeopardy fetched Tyron for their ‘date.’ Maybe they were really dating this time.

Julia stood up to thank the photographers and return the photos.

“Oh no, you can keep them,” the manager said, smiling pleasantly. “It’s part of the contract.”

Julia blinked. She had forgotten about that. “Wow, thanks,” she replied. She looked back at her friends. “Let’s go, guys.”

They went their separate ways afterwards. Tyron and Pam both had errands to run, and Jeopardy volunteered to accompany Tyron. Julia just about brimmed with envy when Tyron agreed, but she pushed the thought to the back of her mind.

She bade her friends good-bye and ran through her options for the day. Preparations for next week’s wedding were already complete, and the couple had asked her to be hands-off until then. She didn’t really have errands to run at home, so she could focus her energies on the mystery at hand.

Maybe, she thought. Harry and Nina have a better idea of who might have gotten the ring… if it was really stolen.

She thought about it. Harry and Nina both decided to delay their honeymoon so they could request a prolonged vacation for Christmas. Which meant it was perfectly all right for her to visit them and ask about the case.

Julia chuckled. From a lost ring to a full blown theft case. Maybe she was jumping to conclusions, but gut feelings were rarely wrong.




CHAPTER 3

 

Ding dong.

Harry opened the door. “Hello, Julia. Please, come in.”

“Good afternoon!” Julia greeted back. “I’m sorry for calling on such short notice. It’s good that you’re both available.”
Harry chuckled. “It’s a Saturday and we’re both teachers. It’s all good,” he said as he led her to the living room. Nina was already seated there.

“Julia!” Nina greeted. “Cookies?”

Julia took one. “Thank you,” she said. “I just came to ask about the ring. Have you found it yet?”

Nina sighed. “Unfortunately not. It’s nowhere. I’m starting to think somebody’s stolen it.”

Harry nodded. “We filed a police report this morning. It’s been with my family for… who knows how long… and it’s made from real gold and diamonds. We have no idea how much it’s worth.”

“Though, of course, the emotional and familial value itself is priceless…” Nina added.
Julia nodded, bringing out a notebook and pen. “Could you please describe the ring to me?”

Nina looked at her incredulously. “Surely you’ve seen it,” she said.

“I have,” Julia agreed. “But I just want to be sure.”

“Well, it’s gold… you know what, I have pictures,” Nina said, whipping out her phone. “Let me just… here.” She showed her phone to Julia. “This picture is much more accurate than anything I can describe.”

Julia looked it over a few times, sketching the outline and marking important features. At last, she nodded, and Nina retracted her phone.

“It’s a beautiful ring,” Julia said. “Do you think somebody at the wedding may have been jealous of it?”

Nina chuckled a little darkly. “I’ve thought of it, yes. A lot of my girl friends and even my older sister were extremely jealous, although I think it was more of the concept behind the ring than the ring itself.”

“What do you mean?” Julia asked.

“Well, I was the first among us to get engaged. Harry and I will be settling down soon, and most of them haven’t even found ‘The One’ yet. At our age, it’s only natural for them to be jealous.”

“What about you, Harry?” Julia asked, turning to the husband.

“I’ve briefly considered my older brother, Keenan,” Harry confided. “I’m not sure if you’ve seen him. He wasn’t really active in the preparations… Anyway, he was a bit bitter when Mom gave the ring to me instead of him. And he had every right to be mad – he was older. Even I was surprised. I asked him later on if he wanted the ring, but he didn’t take it. He said he understood that my relationship with Nina was a lot more stable than any relationship he had ever been in, so he was happy I got it instead of him.”

Nina snorted. “He even told me to take good care of it, so that I can pass it on to my son, or if I had none, his.” Her lip curled into a wry smile at the memory.

“What about ex-girlfriends? Did anybody know about it?”

Nina and Harry exchanged glances. “We’ve been together for such a long time already,” Harry said.

“Almost seven years,” Nina added.

Harry nodded. “That long. I don’t think any of my exes would have waited this long before getting the ring.”

Julia noted the information down. “To your memory, was there anyone who was against the marriage?”

Nina and Harry briefly looked at each other.

“None that I recall,” Harry mused. “Maybe… Janine?”

“Janine?” asked Julia. “The maid of honor?”

Nina nodded, smiling. “Yeah, her. She was against the wedding at first, but completely changed when I asked her to be my maid of honor. Apparently she thought we were leaving her behind. She’s a bit childish that way.”

Julia nodded. “All right, thank you for your cooperation. Is there anything else you’d like to tell me? Perhaps some people who felt a bit weird or off during the reception?”

Nina frowned. “Not really. I was too caught up in the moment to really care about what other people were thinking.”

“What about you, Harry?”

“Mostly, I felt the same way as Nina did. In hindsight though, I do remember one of my old friends staring at her for way too long. When he caught me looking, he told me I was really lucky.”

Nina turned to him, curious and surprised. “Who was that?”

Harry shrugged. “An old dorm mate of mine. His name’s Anthony Mellark. He used to have this little crush on you back in college, though I only learned about it years later.”

Nina threw him a rather self-satisfied smile. “You really are lucky!”

Harry smiled back. “I know.”

Julia cleared her throat to prevent the moment from getting more intimate. She stood up awkwardly. “Well, thank you for your cooperation. I think I’ve gotten everything I need.”

“Thank you, too, Julia.”

“Stay safe.”
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It’s really nice to see couples being sweet to each other, Julia thought.

That was what she loved about weddings. The couples were almost always so into each other at that point and rarely got into any big fights. What she loved most about being a wedding planner was that she got first row seats in watching ideal couples interact. It was a stark contrast to the relationship between her parents. She often wondered if she would ever have a relationship as sincere as the ones she helped celebrate.

Probably not, she thought. Nobody wants a woman who’s so overly involved with other peoples’ business that she starts doing investigations on her own… Still, she couldn’t stop herself from doing that, even if she wanted to. Playing detective had always been her favorite pastime.

Julia proceeded to a nearby park to pore over the information she had received. She was reviewing her notes and enjoying a hotdog on a park bench when someone stopped in front of her.

“Tyron?”

“Hey!” Tyron greeted her with a warm smile. Julia responded in kind, then moved over to let him sit beside her. Tyron shook his head.

“I’m heading over to grab some coffee,” he said. “Want to come with me? I stole a few excess photo booth pics and crayons from Jeopardy. You like coloring, right?”

Julia’s face lit up as she grinned. “Sure!”

They arrived at the coffee shop, gave their orders, sat down, and divided the photos. By the time their orders arrived, they were both already deeply focused on the pieces of art developing beneath their hands.

“It’s an amazing concept,” Julia said.

“Hmm?”

“This. Coloring in the photos. It’s like a coloring book, don’t you think?”

“That’s true,” Tyron agreed. “By the way, what were you doing at the park? Are you still working on the missing ring case?”

“Yeah,” Julia sighed. “I’m not sure if I’m getting anywhere yet, though. And, as more time passes, the likelier it is that the perp will get away, or that the ring will never be found.”

“You really think she didn’t just misplace it somewhere?”

Julia frowned. “If she really did just misplace it, someone should have found it by now.”

“And then that person could have kept it.”

Julia looked at him. Tyron met her stare.

“You’ve been talking with Jeopardy for too long.”

Tyron was taken aback. “What?”

“That sounds like something Jeopardy would say.”

“Really?”

“Yeah.”

Tyron sighed. He reached across the table, then stopped himself by putting his hand awkwardly on his lap. “Julia, there is nothing between me and Jeopardy. I promise.”

“Nothing?”

“Nothing. She just likes tagging along with me.”

“And you like letting her?”

Tyron shrugged. “Well, I consider her my friend. It wouldn’t be nice to leave a friend hanging, would it?”

“I suppose not. But Tyron, do you have feelings for her? Aside from as a friend?”

“None.”

“Aren’t you attracted to her?”

Tyron hesitated. “Well, I have to admit she is pretty good-looking.”

Julia ducked her head to hide her disappointment. Tyron blushed upon realizing what he just admitted. “I think you’re pretty, too, Julia.”

Pretty? Tyron thought to himself. What am I, a high schooler? Pretty? Really.

Julia smiled and looked at him. “Thanks,” she said a bit dismissively. She turned her attention back to coloring the photo in front of her.

Tyron hesitated. He swallowed. Now would probably be as good a time as any… He had waited a bit too long.

“Julia,” he started.

“Yes?” Julia prodded, without looking away from the photo she was filling in.

Tyron took a deep breath. “I –“

“Oh my god,” Julia suddenly exclaimed.

It took a few seconds for Tyron to process what had happened. Did Julia read my mind? But how? And… probably not, she wasn’t even looking at him. But what was that about? Something in the photo?

Tyron’s body arched forward almost instantly. “What’s wrong?” he asked.

Julia shook her head excitedly. “Nothing, nothing.”  She turned the photo so he could look at it the right side up and pointed at two panels. “Look at this. Tell me what you see.”

Tyron took the photo from her hands and looked at it closely. Nina and Harry were there, as well as a couple of guests. Using gut intuition, he zeroed in on Nina’s hands. In one panel, the ring was there. In the next, it was gone.

He lowered the photo and looked at Julia disbelievingly. Surely it wasn’t that simple?

“Did you see it?” Julia asked, plucking the photo from his fingers. She pointed the panels again. “Here, and here. Look at Nina’s hands. First, with ring. Next, none. Coincidence?”

“Do you think one of them took it?”

Julia looked at the photo. “Yes. One of them must have.”

“It could mean a bunch of things, though,” Tyron clarified. “What if her ring had just been pulled off when they changed props?”

“Well, we can hope that’s the case,” Julia said. “If that were true, it would be really easy to get it back.”
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“Hello?”

“Hello? Bellatrix photography?”

“Yes. May I help you?”

“Perhaps. This is Julia, the wedding planner from last night.”

“Oh, Julia! How may we help you?”

“Well, you know the bride’s ring disappeared, don’t you?”
“Yes. It was quite tragic. To lose your engagement ring on your wedding day…”

“Yes, yes. I just called to ask if perhaps you’ve seen it? I have a photo here where the bride was first wearing her ring, and then wasn’t. We were thinking that maybe it fell off when she changed props.”

“I haven’t seen it myself, but I'll ask the photographers. I'll call you again when we find anything of interest.”

“Oh, but would it be all right for us to pass by and check for ourselves?” She didn’t say any more, though, because it would tip the photographers off that she was looking for a possible thief. What if they were the ones who took the ring?

“No problem,” replied the receptionist. “We’re open until five o'clock today.”

Julia thanked him and ended the call.

Tyron was watching her. “Well?”

“I’m going to visit the photo booth’s office,” Julia said. She took the incriminating photo and returned the rest to Tyron. “Thank you for keeping me company.”

“Wait,” Tyron said. “I want to come, too.”

“Don’t you have other things to do?”

Nothing’s better than being with you, Tyron’s traitorous brain replied. His mouth, however, answered with a simple “No.”

“It’s an entire state away.”

“All the more reason why you need a companion.”

“I’ll do fine on my own.”

“And even better with some help. Come on. I can drive.”

Julia gauged his reaction for a few seconds before nodding. “All right then. Let’s go!”




CHAPTER 4

 

The office was a tiny space inside a huge commercial building. On the walls were various picture styles they offered, as well as information on photography services. Julia’s eyes were drawn towards a picture of Mona Lisa made up of thousands of tinier Mona Lisas.

“Julia!”

She turned around at the voice.

“Romano!” Julia shook hands with the photo booth handler. “Thank you for accommodating me on such short notice.”

“No problem. You’re helping out a young couple. Everyone wishes there’d be someone to do that for them. Stay here, I’ll bring out the props boxes.”

As promised, Romano returned a few minutes later, pushing two huge boxes of wigs, glasses, and other props they had used for the wedding the night before.

“It’s standard protocol for us to sort and straighten all the props after each of our events,” Romano explained. “That’s why we can confidently say that we haven’t seen the ring. But then again, we may have overlooked something. Feel free to dig through in there.”

Julia nodded. She and Tyron started inspecting the contents of both boxes. As expected, there was no ring to be found.

Julia kept her disappointment to herself. “Romano,” she said. “Do you have a copy of all the photos taken last night?”

“Yes, of course.”

“Colored?”

Romano chuckled. “The photos were colored before they were outlined and bleached.”

“May we view them?”

“Sure.” Romano navigated the files on the office computer until he found the right place. “Here you go. Last night’s photo booth pictures.”

Julia skipped ahead until she found the photo which brought her there in the first place. The presence/absence of the ring was just as she had observed. She nodded to herself and slowly went through the next photos, keeping a sharp lookout for people wearing or holding any stray rings.

Tyron watched from over her shoulder, pointing out strange looking guests as needed.

Julia wasn’t sure if it was luck or not, but she soon ran out of photos. The photo in her hands was one of the last few taken that night, perhaps no more than a few minutes before the party portion of the reception.

She thanked the photo booth owners and operators again before she and Tyron left. She was deep in thought as Tyron drove them back home.

Her investigation from that afternoon ruled out the photo booth. Unless they were lying to her, which she doubted, only two other suspects remained. She looked at the photo in her hands again and the growing traffic in front of them. She groaned.

Tyron noted the sound and smirked. “Down to two suspects?”

“Yeah. But I don’t know who they are. The only way I could find that out is if I could speak with Harry and Nina again… considering the time and this traffic, though, I’m not sure if I’ll be able to.”

“Why don’t you wait until the morning, then?”

“I’m always waiting for the morning,” she mumbled petulantly, cursing the need for human etiquette.

Tyron chuckled. “Chill out, Julia. Maybe fate is telling you to stop awhile and rest.”

“What a tease fate is, then, for telling me to slow down just as it reveals an important clue to me. Oh, by the way, at the coffee house earlier; were you about to say something when I saw the clue in the photo?”

With great interest, she watched as Tyron suddenly grew red at the question.

“Oh, that was… nothing,” he said quickly.

Julia let it go. It’s probably something I don’t need to know, she told herself.
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Julia rang Nina and Harry’s doorbell the next morning. After a few seconds, Nina answered with a huge grin on her face and her hand held up. Julia’s eyes widened.

“You found the ring?” she asked. It was right there, glittering and sitting proudly on Nina’s ring finger.

“Yes!” Nina said excitedly. “The police found a suspect. He’s been brought in for questioning. I can’t believe he’d do something like that…”

“Who did the police arrest? And how did they find him?”

“Someone tipped the police off. Beats me who that person is, or why he – or she – went straight to the police instead of to us. I thought Mike was a nice guy.”

“Mike?”

“He’s the one the police caught.”

Julia nodded thoughtfully. She then remembered her reason for visiting. She procured the photo from her purse and showed it to Nina. “Nina, could you please identify these two for me?”

Nina blinked at the photo and pointed at one guy. “This is Mike. He’s at the precinct now.” She looked at Julia. “Is this particularly relevant?”

“I hope so,” she replied. “Look, you’re wearing the ring in this panel, but then it disappeared in the next.”

Nina pursed her lips. “You’re right. I thought it could just have been some misunderstanding, but this could be proof…”

“Perhaps. It would be better not to jump to conclusions, though,” Julia reminded her. “What do you mean it might have been a misunderstanding?”

Nina looked at Julia. “Well, Mike’s a really nice guy. He never even got into fights or disciplinary sanctions in school… he was an angel.” Her eyes went to the photo again. “But there are two guys here. Maybe it is a misunderstanding.”

“Do you know the other guy?”

Nina shook her head. “I think he was Harry’s dorm-mate. Aside from that, I don’t know anything. They aren’t really that close, though.”

That clue turned a light on in Julia’s mind. “Do you think he could be Anthony Me.. Merk?”

Nina was taken aback. “Anthony? Merk? How did you get his name?”

“Harry talked about him yesterday. He said someone named Anthony stared at you for a long time during the reception and told him he was lucky. Harry said Anthony was an old dorm mate of his who had a crush on you.”

“Oh!” Nina reddened a little from the lapse in memory. “I really don’t know, Julia. It’s possible, but… I’m sorry. I don’t keep tabs on all of my husband’s friends.”

Julia offered her a comforting smile. “That’s okay,” she said. “Thank you for your help, Nina. I’ll go now. And congratulations for getting your ring back.”

Nina smiled. “Thank you, Julia. Good luck with your investigation.”

Julia walked away from the house towards the police station. She mulled over the conversation and its possible implications. She arrived at the station shortly.

“Julia?”

Julia turned to face the voice. “Carter! Hi!” They approached each other and shook hands.

Carter was a good friend of Tyron’s and a police officer. Julia sometimes worked with him in her past cases. He tipped her off regarding clues the police had found and even accompanied her on stake-outs.

“What case are you working on today?” Carter asked.

“It’s about an engagement ring that disappeared the day before yesterday. The victim told me you’re holding the suspect here?”

“Ah, yes. He’s in the interrogation room right now.”

“Can I watch?”

Carter chuckled. “Nope. You’re a civilian.”

Julia sighed. “But Carter –“

“Rules are rules, Julia. I’ve bent enough of them in helping you.”

“And I’m forever grateful for that. And so are all the people we’ve been able to help.”

Carter nodded but didn’t respond.

“Come on, Carter.”

“I really can’t allow it,” Carter said. “You can ask to visit him later, after the interrogation.”

Julia sighed. “Fine,” she said.

“But why are you still chasing after it? We already have the suspect, and the odds against him are big. The ring was found in his bag.”

“How did you even find it in the first place?”

“We got a lead and we followed it. You aren’t the only detective around here, Julia.”

“No, no, I’m not implying anything of the sort! What lead?”

“Someone tipped us off. Said he saw his office mate with something he shouldn’t have. We brought him in for questioning that same afternoon and found the ring in his bag. We called up the victims and they identified the ring was theirs. Case closed.”

“Did he admit to it? Stealing?”

Carter sighed, rubbing his head in exasperation. He remembered the guy’s expression when they procured the ring from his bag. It was utter surprise and denial.

“No,” he finally said. “Everything is against him, and he’s still pleading innocence. Said someone might have framed him. I don’t know what to do with suspects like these… They just make everything harder.”

“Oh, okay. It seems like the case is strong, then. I’ll go now.”

Julia turned to leave when Carter’s lowered voice caught her again. “I think he might be telling the truth.”

Julia shifted her body to study him. He looked a bit embarrassed by the confession, but his eyes caught hers. He meant his words.

Julia wasn’t sure what to make of it. Before she could respond, Carter was called away by his boss and she was left with her thoughts.

The only suspect… could have been framed? She thought. Well, the case is definitely not closed.
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It took a few more minutes before the police allowed her to visit the suspect. He sat behind the table, looking bewildered, frustrated, and tired.

“Who are you?” he asked.

Julia offered her hand. “I’m Julia Harris. I was Nina and Harry’s wedding planner.”

He hesitated a bit before he took her hand. “Mike Brown. I was in the same organization as Nina and Harry when we were in college.” He released her hand. “Why are you here, though? I’m happily married, thank you very much.”

Julia chuckled. “I’m not here to offer our services,” she assured him. “I just wanted to ask about the ring.”

Mike sighed. “I really didn’t do it. I promise. I swear on my name, my parents’ name, and my children’s names. I’m innocent. But everybody thinks I’m bluffing. Isn’t there a possibility I’ve been framed? What happened to presumption of innocence until proven guilty beyond reasonable doubt?” He suddenly stood up, punching the table. “I didn’t do it!”

Interesting reaction, Julia thought. “Mike,” she said, getting his attention. “Who do you think framed you? And why?”

Mike instantly deflated. He slunk back into his chair, looking defeated. “I have no idea.” He sighed. “Since it's a first offense, my lawyer says he can get me a plea bargain for probation. But then that means I admit to the crime and it will be on my criminal record forever. I don’t want that. I can’t admit to something I didn’t do. It’s wrong.”

“But the police found the item in your bag.  As far as they're concerned, it's cut and dried.”

“I know, I know,” Mike said, sighing. “But I really don’t want my children to grow up thinking their dad was a criminal.” He suddenly locked eyes with her. “But I think you’re onto something here.”

Julia was taken aback. Mike’s eyes were suddenly bright, intrigued. She didn’t notice it before, but behind the victim’s mask he wore, Mike seemed highly intelligent. She could almost see the gears whirring in his head.

She decided to play along with him. “What makes you say that?”

Mike shrugged. “If you thought I really was the thief, you would have left me here to face the law. But you’re here, and you’re checking if I really am a criminal or not.” He cocked his head. “And you think I’m not.”

Julia nodded, impressed. “You read people well.”

Mike shrugged. “I’m a psychologist. It’s part of my training and my job. Anyway, can I help you in some way?”

“Yes, actually,” Julia said. She brought out the photo. “Could you tell me who this man is?”

Mike looked at the photo. “That’s Anthony Mellark.”

“Is he your friend?”

“Yeah. We’re good pals. Is he your suspect?”

“It depends. What kind of a relationship did he have with Harry and Nina?”

Mike shook his head. “None with Nina. He was Harry’s dorm mate for a few years in college, and they also had a few classes together. I was actually surprised to see him there. I thought he and Harry had an unresolved argument.”

“Could you tell me more about that?”

Mike looked up in thought. “I’m… not really sure. I think it was about some debt Anthony owed Harry. They must have cleared it up some time before the wedding, though. They seemed like good old friends again during the wedding.”

“Could you tell me where he lives?”

“Sure. He’s never changed location. He lives by the wharf. He’s a fisherman now, from what I’ve heard.”

Julia nodded. “I also need to ask about your outfit during the wedding. What were you wearing?”

“Same as everyone else. A tux.”

“Did your tux have pockets?”

“Yes.”

“And did you have a bag with you?”

Mike scoffed. “No.”

“Which bag was the ring found in?”

“My office bag. I’m not sure which pocket the police took it from.”

“When was the last time you handled your bag before the police arrested you?”

“I think it was right before I logged out of the office to go home.”

“Do you recall seeing the ring in your bag any time before that?”

“I – no.”

Julia raised an eyebrow at the hesitation. Mike licked his lips. “You didn’t see it?” she confirmed.

“No,” Mike repeated, this time more forcefully.

Julia leaned forward. “Mike, you know you aren’t bound by the law to tell the truth to me, especially since I’m not a real detective. But we both know the police won't investigate this crime.  They think they already have the guilty party.”

Mike averted his eyes and started chewing on the inside of his check. Julia leaned back again.

“I was told there was a tip-off here. Somebody claimed that he saw you holding the ring, even if you shouldn’t have it.”

“That’s a lie,” Mike answered too quickly. “I’ve never seen it or held it before I saw it here. In fact, I think maybe the police had it all along and decided to frame me.”

Julia frowned. “Now why would they do that?”

“They need a suspect. And I just happened to be the most convenient.”

“Really?”

“Really.”

Julia tapped her pen on the table thoughtfully. She stared at him, waiting for him to crack.

An officer entered the room. “Visiting time’s up,” he said, taking position beside the door.

Mike stood up and offered a hand to Julia.

“Best wishes on the case. And thank you for helping me.”

“Thank you for your valuable inputs as well.”
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Julia ran into Carter just as she was about to leave the precinct.

“Julia. How was your interview?”

“Quite fruitful, I think. I think he’s really cooperative. It’s a shame to keep him behind bars. Can’t he request bail yet?”

Carter shook his head. “The court is backed up, so he hasn't had the bail hearing yet.”

“You kept him here overnight?”

“Yes. He's not a flight risk, but we're still not allowed to release him on his own recognizance for a felony of this size.  Those diamonds are worth thousands of dollars, so he has to go in front of the judge and post bail first.”

Julia thought about it. “Maybe you're right. But I think you’ve got the wrong guy.”

“You think he’s been framed? We need a suspect and a motive.”

“That’s what I’m trying to figure out. Look at this photo. In this panel, the bride’s still wearing her ring, and then it disappeared here. We’ve asked the hotel cleaners and the photo booth personnel if maybe they found it or something, but both said no. We can’t rule them out as possible suspects – that ring’s worth a lot – but something’s telling me it’s more than that.”

Carter pointed at one of the guys. “But isn’t this Mike?”

“Yeah. There's a big chance that he did it, but somehow I think he didn’t. Does a well-compensated psychologist really need to moonlight as a jewel thief? I want us to look at this other guy, Anthony. I’m going to check him out.”

Carter looked in the direction of his desk. “I’ll be off in two hours. Can you wait for me?”

Julia smiled. “I’d love to have your help.”




CHAPTER 5

 

Ring ring.

“Hello?”

“Julia, I heard you were at the police station. What happened?”

“Relax, Pam. It’s about the ring. The police have found a suspect.”

“That’s great!” Pam said. “But why don’t you sound happy?”

“I think he’s been framed.”

“Framed?”

“Yeah. I’m planning to go to the other suspect’s house.”

“Oh, sounds interesting. Can I come with you?”

“Sure. I’m just waiting for Carter to finish his shift, then we’re going to the suspect’s house.”

Pam swallowed. “Carter’s coming?” Julia grinned. Pam had a crush on Carter for the longest time.

“Yes, he is,” Julia said.

“Oh, I'm coming,” Pam said. “Wait for me there. I’m just a few blocks away.”

Julia updated Pam on the case once she arrived.

“Wow,” Pam said. “And all that came from a single photo. A picture really does paint a thousand words, doesn’t it?”

“Don’t make corny jokes, Pam.”

“Julia, are we ready?” Carter asked, coming up from behind them.

“Hi, Carter,” Pam said.

“Hello, Pam,” Carter replied. “What brings you here?”

“I’m coming with you two, if that’s all right.”

Carter nodded. “Sure. The more, the merrier. Let’s go.”

They all entered Pam’s car and started driving towards the wharf. “So, what’s the plan?”
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Pam slowed down to a stop in front of a dreary looking house by the edge of the sea. The door was barely hanging on its hinges, portions of the roof seemed to sag, and some of the window glass was replaced with cardboard.

“I feel so sad for the people who live here,” Pam said, suddenly looking depressed. “Are you sure we’re at the right place? This doesn’t look like a house… ”

“Look!” Carter interrupted, pointing. “Someone’s leaving.”

Pam and Julia leaned forward to see the person. It was a woman in a long, flowing dress and ginger hair and…

“Is that Jeopardy?” Pam asked incredulously. “What is she doing here?” She suddenly turned towards Julia. “I’m telling you, I have a bad feeling about that girl.”

Julia shushed her. They waited for Jeopardy to enter the waiting cab and ride away before Julia turned to everyone else again.

“Did you see the guy who saw her out?”

“I saw a guy, yes, but he was hiding behind his screen door. I didn’t see his face.”

Julia sighed. She bent down and retrieved the parcel between her feet. “Well. You know the plan.”

Carter got down from the car first, then positioned himself behind some bushes. He nodded at Julia and Pam. The girls walked towards the door, Pam with a huge camera in hand, recording the entire thing.

Julia took a deep breath and rang Anthony’s doorbell.

Ding dong.

They heard shuffling feet a few moments later, then the door creaked open, revealing a round, slightly disheveled man in a blue jumpsuit. “Yeah?” he asked.

“Excuse me, are you Anthony Mellark?”

“Who’s asking?” he asked back. He looked suspiciously between Julia and Pam, who was video-taping the entire incident.

Julia shot him a winning smile. “I’m here to deliver your prize!”

He frowned. “Prize for what?”

“You won a mystery kitchen appliance from our monthly raffle at Greens’ Grocery! Congratulations!”

“I did?” he asked, his face suddenly lighting up. He pushed his screen door, and Julia stepped back to let him get out. “This is amazing,” he said. “I never win in raffles!”

“Well, this is your lucky day!”

“Yeah, it is!” Anthony agreed, hands reaching out for his prize. Julia handed it over to him, and he held it disbelievingly in his arms. He looked at her, his eyes wide. “I really am lucky today. I got this, and my worst college bully is in prison.” He sighed. “Life couldn’t get better.”

“In prison, huh?”

“Yeah, yeah,” he answered dismissively. His eyes were glued on the parcel in his hands. “I’ll bring this inside so I can open it.”

“Why don’t you open it here?"

He shot her a look. “Why?”

“The lighting’s better here,” Julia said, pointing to Pam. “We need it for the shoot.”

His attention brought back to her, he made a face. “What’s this for again?”

“We’re going to make a video montage of how the winners reacted when they found out they won. Your expression was golden.”

Anthony grinned, rubbing his chin. “Make sure it catches how handsome I am,” he said. He put the parcel down and started removing the wrapper. Pam moved around him to catch a better angle.

“College bully in prison,” Julia said, almost wistfully. “Wish mine were there, too.”

Anthony looked at her and winked. “Gotta catch ‘em doing something illegal and report them as soon as possible. That’s what I did.”

“That’s what you did?” The last piece of wrapper was removed from the box, and Anthony started jumping delightedly.

“A microwave oven!” he exclaimed. “This is perfect. Mine’s about to break down!” He took Julia’s hand. “Thank you very much for giving this to me.”

Julia chuckled. “I’m just the delivery person. But hey, could you tell me more about what you did?”

“Ah, vengeful thoughts running through your head? What did your bully do to you? Make fun of you? Embarrass you? Steal things from you? Well, my bully stole my girl and my future, so I stole those from him, too.” Anthony nodded wisely.

“What do you mean?”

He lowered his voice and leaned towards Julia. “Well. I heard one of my friends’ rings had gone missing, and I saw my bully holding it yesterday. Now, what’s a guy like that doing with a ring that’s not his, eh?”

Julia raised her eyebrows and nodded, seemingly impressed. “Wow. But how did you catch him?”

Anthony shrugged, feigning impassivity. “I followed him around for a few days. Wanted to see how he reacted to stuff. Pranked him here and there to freak him out.”

Julia laughed. “Justice served, right? Did he ever catch you?”

“Never, not even once.”

“You are so brave, Anthony. I wish I could do that, too.”

“You could! It’s really simple.”

“I’m afraid of getting caught,” Julia confided. “Then she’ll start bullying me again. I’m not as brave as you.”

Anthony shook his head. “Sometimes, you gotta take things in your own hands.”

“What do you mean?”

Anthony’s face was nearly split by his huge grin. By this time, Anthony’s ego was fully fed and he seemed really proud of his fool-proof plan. “Between you and me, girl, I put the ring there myself. Got it from the floor when someone’s absent-minded wife dropped it. Then I waited for him to find it and get really, really scared. Then I went straight to the police.” He stood back, a proud sneer on his face. “Serves him right. He’ll have a criminal record and lose his future, just like what he did to me.”

“You planted the ring there?”

“Yes.”

“You framed Mike Brown?”

“Yes, I – how did you know it was Mike Brown? I never said anything –“

“Mr. Mellark, I arrest you on the charges of theft and conspiracy to obstruct justice.”

Anthony laughed. “You can’t arrest me. You aren’t a police officer.”

“But I am.” Carter stood up from behind the bushes, a gun trained towards Anthony. Anthony raised his hands in surrender. Carter jerked his head, and Julia and Pam stepped forward to tie Anthony’s hands.
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“That’s crazy,” Jeopardy said.

“I know,” Julia said, shaking her head. “Poor guy. Who’d admit something like that so freely?”

“No, I mean, if he really wanted to get revenge, then he should have planned something more drastic, right?”

Julia, Pam, Jeopardy, Tyron, and Carter all got together for dinner to celebrate the end of the case. Anthony had admitted to all of the charges, and Mike was released scot-free.

“You know what’s even crazier, Jeopardy?” Pam said. “We saw you leave his house.”

Jeopardy made a face. “He was my brother’s teammate in varsity. My brother asked me to give him some stuff. How should I have known you’d be arresting him a few minutes later?”

“There’s another weird thing. Mike never admitted to seeing the ring before the police showed it to him, but I really think he did. Why didn’t he admit it? He even stuck to that lie through the case.”

“My guess is, he was trying to get sympathy,” Carter said.  “He was afraid you wouldn't believe him if you knew he'd seen the ring.”

The conversation led to other topics and eventually the group disbanded.

“Julia!” Tyron called out after her.

Julia looked at him. “Yes?”

“I was never able to say this before, since you were so caught up in the case, but…” Tyron took a deep breath. “I… think I like you.”

 








 

LIKE THE BOOK?

KINDLY LEAVE YOUR KIND REVIEW HERE:

 

[image: ]








 

Other Books In The Secret Wedding Planner Cozy 
Short Story Mystery Series

 

[image: ]

 

DYE BY CAKE

Groom Karl Stipple keels over moments after eating a slice of cake at his own wedding reception.  Now the police have locked down the resort, and wedding planner Julia is under orders from her boss to solve the crime and clean up the mess in twenty-four hours-- or she's fired.  It's a race against the clock as she finds herself entangled in a web of family mistrust, lingering old flames... and adult coloring books.

 

[image: ]

 

WEDDING SPLASH – BOOK THREE

 

It had been exactly 5 months, 4 days, and 16 weddings since the last mishap, and Julia was happy that finally, she got to plan a wedding where nothing terrible happened. This wedding is looking good. So far, no one tried to steal the bride’s ring. No one tried to kill the groom.

She couldn’t be more wrong. This one is the worst yet.








 

Other Brand New Cozy Mystery Novella Series By Janet Evans

[image: ]

 

The Missing Corpse

Susan Becker keeps finding herself mixed up in mysteries when she should be busy cooking up something sweet in her bakery in the small tourist town of Lakeside, Missouri.  Her best feline friend, Mr. Giles, is one of those curious cats who can't keep away from a fresh crime scene.

Detective Kip Fletcher has the unpleasant job of finding out who dug up and stole the corpse of one of the town's leading citizens.

A missing body.  A mysterious skeleton key.  Unexplained lights that could be the town's first ghost...

Mr. Giles already knows the truth.  But can he guide Susan and Kip to the body snatchers before they vanish along with the corpse?





    
        Don't miss out!

        
            
                Click the button below
            
            and you can sign up to receive emails whenever Janet Evans publishes a new book.  There's no charge and no obligation.
        

        
            
                
                    https://books2read.com/r/B-H-TMKC-ZUXH[image: Sign Me Up]
                

            
            https://books2read.com/r/B-H-TMKC-ZUXH

        

        
            
            [image: books2read]
            

            Connecting independent readers to independent writers.

        

    





  	
	    
	      Also by Janet Evans

	    

      
	    
          
	      The Lakeside Cozy Cat Mysteries Series

          
        
          
	          The Missing Corpse

          
        
          
	          A Mystery In White

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Secret Wedding Planner Cozy Short Story Mystery Series

          
        
          
	          Dye by Cake (The Secret Wedding Planner Cozy Short Story Mystery Series - Book One )

          
        
          
	          Appearing, Disappearing (The Secret Wedding Planner Cozy Short Story Mystery Series - Book Two )

          
        
          
	          Wedding Splash ( The Secret Wedding Planner Cozy Short Story Mystery Series -Book Three )

          
        
      

      
    
    



OPS/image4.jpg
THE SECRET WEDDING PLANNER COZY SHORT STORY

BOOK ~
ONE ‘

JANET EVANS





cover.jpeg
THE SECRET WEDDING PLANNER COZY SHORT STORY MYSTERY SERIES

JANET EVANS





OPS/image3.jpg





js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;

var gProgress = 0;

var gCurrentPage = 0;

var gPageCount = 0;

var gClientHeight = null;



function getPosition()

{

	return gPosition;

}



function getProgress()

{

	return gProgress;

}



function getPageCount()

{

	return gPageCount;

}



function getCurrentPage()

{

	return gCurrentPage;

}



function turnOnNightMode(nightModeOn) {

	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;

	var aTags = document.getElementsByTagName('a');

	

	var textColor;

	var bgColor;

	

	if (nightModeOn > 0) {

		textColor = "#FFFFFF !important";

		bgColor = "#000000 !important";

	} else {

		textColor = "#000000 !important";

		bgColor = "#FFFFFF !important";

	}

	

	for (i = 0; i < aTags.length; i++) {

		aTags[i].style.color = textColor;

	} 

	

	body.color = textColor;

	body.backgroundColor = bgColor;

	

	window.device.turnOnNightModeDone();

}



function setupBookColumns()

{

	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;

	body.marginLeft = '0px !important';

	body.marginRight = '0px !important';

	body.marginTop = '0px !important';

	body.marginBottom = '0px !important';

	body.paddingTop = '0px !important';

	body.paddingBottom = '0px !important';

	body.webkitNbspMode = 'space';

	

    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;

    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';

    bc.height = window.innerHeight  + 'px !important';  

    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';

    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';

    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px !important';

	bc.overflow = 'none';

	bc.paddingTop = '0px !important';

	bc.paddingBottom = '0px !important';

	gCurrentPage = 1;

	gProgress = gPosition = 0;

	

	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;

	bi.marginLeft = '10px';

	bi.marginRight = '10px';

	bi.padding = '0';

	

	window.device.print ("bc.height = "+ bc.height);

	window.device.print ("window.innerHeight ="+  window.innerHeight);



	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;



	if (gClientHeight < window.innerHeight) {

		gPageCount = 1;

	}

}



function paginate(tagId)

{	

	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this

	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.

	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {

		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;

	}



	setupBookColumns();

	//window.scrollTo(0, window.innerHeight);

	

	window.device.reportPageCount(gPageCount);

	var tagIdPageNumber = 0;

	if (tagId.length > 0) {

		tagIdPageNumber = estimatePageNumberForAnchor (tagId);

	}

	window.device.finishedPagination(tagId, tagIdPageNumber);

}



function repaginate(tagId) {

	window.device.print ("repaginating, gPageCount:" + gPageCount); 

	paginate(tagId);

}



function paginateAndMaintainProgress()

{

	var savedProgress = gProgress;

	setupBookColumns();

	goProgress(savedProgress);

}



function updateBookmark()

{

	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;

	var anchorName = estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(gCurrentPage - 1);

	window.device.finishedUpdateBookmark(anchorName);

}



function goBack()

{

	if (gCurrentPage > 1)

	{

		--gCurrentPage;

		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.previousChapter();

	}

}



function goForward()

{

	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)

	{

		++gCurrentPage;

		gPosition += window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.nextChapter();

	}

}



function goPage(pageNumber, callPageReadyWhenDone)

{

	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)

	{

		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;

		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		if (callPageReadyWhenDone > 0) {

			window.device.pageReady();

		} else {

			window.device.pageChanged();

		}

	}

}



function goProgress(progress)

{

	progress += 0.0001;

	

	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;

	var newPage = 0;

	

	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {

		var low = page * progressPerPage;

		var high = low + progressPerPage;

		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {

			newPage = page;

			break;

		}

	}

		

	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;

	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;

	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

	updateProgress();		

}



/* BOOKMARKING CODE */



/**

 * Estimate the first anchor for the specified page number. This is used on the broken WebKit

 * where we do not know for sure if the specific anchor actually is on the page.

 */

 

  

function estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(page)

{

	var spans = document.getElementsByTagName('span');

	var lastKoboSpanId = "";

	for (var i = 0; i < spans.length; i++) {

		if (spans[i].id.substr(0, 5) == "kobo.") {

			lastKoboSpanId = spans[i].id;

			if (spans[i].offsetTop >= (page * window.innerHeight)) {

				return spans[i].id;

			}

		}

	}

	return lastKoboSpanId;

}



/**

 * Estimate the page number for the specified anchor. This is used on the broken WebKit where we

 * do not know for sure how things are columnized. The page number returned is zero based.

 */



function estimatePageNumberForAnchor(spanId)

{

	var span = document.getElementById(spanId);

	if (span) {

		return Math.floor(span.offsetTop / window.innerHeight);

	}

	return 0;

}













OPS/image2.jpg
JANET EVANS





OPS/image6.jpg
THE lAK[SID[ 00 BM MYSTER S[NIES

JANET EVANS





OPS/d2d_images/b2r_image.png





OPS/d2d_images/new_release_sign_up_button.png
Sign Me Up!





OPS/image0.jpg
SKY VALLEY COZY MYSTERY m SERIES
THE CAT WHO SMELLED

MURDER

WILLIAM JARVIS





OPS/image1.jpg
THE SECRET WEDDING PLANNER COZY SHORT STORY

BOOK ~
ONE ‘

JANET EVANS





OPS/image5.jpg
JANET EVANS





