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Some girls are better off dead... 

Being murdered in the bathroom of a cheap and nasty pub wasn't how Samantha Cross—awkward loner—envisioned her leaving party at work. She'd hoped for balloons and happy tears, what she got was a masked psycho and blood. Her blood. 

So, when she takes her first breath as a dead woman, the last thing she expects is to come face to face with the dangerously sexy man of Death himself. He gives her an ultimatum; work for him as a Death Chaser, or face an unknown fiery fate. It's a no-brainer.

The trouble was, now she was dealing with demons, family secrets, newly discovered kick-arse abilities, and her gorgeously arrogant boss, she missed her simple life. Being dead was stressful and getting more complicated by the moment—especially when you turn down a deal with the devil himself and all Hell breaks loose.

––––––––
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There are moments in your life that you'll never forget. Getting married, giving birth, having hot sex in the back of a stranger’s car...

For Samantha Cross—loner, misfit and all round good girl—scrubbing at a red wine stain on her t-shirt in the bathroom of a seedy pub in London was one of them. Not because it was a particularly good wine; no, her works leaving party was cheap and nasty—as were many of her ex-colleagues. She'd remember because it was the evening she came face to face with a masked psycho, right there in the ladies’ bathroom. Oh. And because it was the day she died.
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Thank you, past me, for writing this book. It was one of those projects I started not knowing where it was going. Samantha Cross was born. And, to date, it’s one of the most fun I’ve had writing a book.

This book is dedicated to all those people who don’t fit in for whatever reason. You’re not on your own.

There are moments in your life that you'll never forget. Getting married, giving birth, having hot sex in the back of a stranger’s car...

For Samantha Cross—loner, misfit and all round good girl—scrubbing at a red wine stain on her t-shirt in the bathroom of a seedy pub in London was one of them. Not because it was a particularly good wine; no, her works leaving party was cheap and nasty—as were many of her ex-colleagues. She'd remember because it was the evening she came face to face with a masked psycho, right there in the ladies’ bathroom. Oh. And because it was the day she died.
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Chapter One: Friday 9th November – 9.56pm
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Sam looked up into the mirror as she scrubbed the soiled material of her shirt once more with a paper towel and some flowery-scented soap. Ruined. And it was her favourite top. Sighing, she smoothed down the material and debated whether it would notice in the dim lighting of the rowdy pub her ex-employer had splurged on. The large burgundy stain covered her belly and most of the faded Scooby Doo picture across it.

"Shit."

This week was going from bad to worse. Being fired from her hell-hole of a job using 'cutbacks' as an excuse. Not a bad thing, when she came to think of it since working in a telesales office had been her worst nightmare. Talking to random people—especially over the phone—wasn't her idea of fun at the best of times.

So being forced into going along to this stupid party on a night she usually caught up on re-runs of Lost and played Fornite was definitely on her no-no list.

She twirled slightly, assessing her reflection, and trying to find a positive in her lame life.

Monday morning she wouldn't have to pull herself out of bed. A smile twitched at the corner of her mouth. Of course, she also wouldn't have any money to pay rent either.

"Shit-balls."

Smoothing back her rarely neat, but gorgeous wayward rainbow-coloured hair, into a ponytail, she dug down deep to ready herself to step out into the noise once more. This was Hell, wasn't it? Securing a smile on her face in front of people she neither liked nor ever wanted to see again was going to test her acting skills. Sam closed her eyes wishing something better would come her way now that her dead-end job was down the toilet.

"If someone is looking down on me, right about now would be a fantastic time to discover I'd won the lottery. Or to fall in love with a billionaire." Sam chuckled, though it wasn't funny.

The door opened and noise peeled into the small bathroom before muting again. Opening her eyes, she caught the newcomer's reflection in the mirror and closed them again instantly. It was neither a winning lottery ticket nor a billionaire. At least she presumed it wasn't the latter considering his attire.

A tall, slender man dressed completely in black leather and wearing a V for Vendetta mask stood in front of her. Her heart hammered in her chest for a moment before slowing down to a dead crawl. Surely she'd been mistaken? Peering through half-open lids once more, Sam caught the glance of the person who'd walked in.

"Either you're in the wrong place, or I am."

Silence. Oo-kay.

Was she surprised? Not one bit. It was just her luck to come face to face with a masked psycho in the ladies bathroom of a trashy little pub on the outskirts of London.

Calmly, Sam turned to the mirror again and picked up the small soap canister. Risking a glance around the dingy little bathroom, there wasn't anything else she could use as a weapon. There also wasn't anyone in the pub who would be missing her particularly, and they'd only come in here when they'd come to use the facilities, anyway.

Still, she felt calmer than she thought she would, standing face to reflection with a nutball. Who would have guessed she'd be a rock under pressure?

"You do realise I could kick your skinny arse to Mars and back, right?" She nodded at the masked person's reflection and lifted her chin. "Messing with me is a whole world of trouble for you, Sunshine. I suggest you go back out of that door and do your business elsewhere before things get ugly."

Sam turned to face him when he stayed completely quiet. A whiff of aftershave drifted across her senses, and a flicker of recognition danced around her brain, begging to be heard.

She narrowed her eyes at the man at the same time he moved forward slowly. Like a cat stalking a fly. Sam's heart rate kicked up a hundred beats as she faced him down. "So this is how it's going to be?" Her grip tightened on the soap canister. "You could at least have changed out of that getup and faced me psycho-to-woman. You look like a reject from the Village People." When did she get so forward? And stupid. Screaming would be a good thing to do right now. Or making a run for the door. But no. Her mouth was running off, as usual.

Still, the creepo said nothing but did raise his hand. A large silver dagger glistened under the fluorescent light. The soap canister felt like a tonne weight all of a sudden as realisation dawned that this wasn't going to be pretty.

"Well, fuck." Sam had known her life would be ended prematurely. She always had. It was like knowing your knees knocked, or your nose was a bit crooked. For her, it had always been in the back of her mind that she wouldn't grow old. Not passing twenty-two though, that was the shitter. And dying with a wine stain on her favourite shirt in the bathroom of a pub with watered downed booze was even worse.

"I have nothing formal to wear to a funeral." Her lip trembled, and she bit down on it to stop the involuntary movement. "You'll be making my landlord a very unhappy chappie by offing me. He had a hell of a time renting out my flat the last time." Lord knows he'd be the only one sad about her premature demise. There was no one else left to grieve for her. That thought almost knocked the final bit of fight out of her.

What had her life become?

Masked pervert stepped forward then, his knuckles tightening around the hilt of his weapon. Finally, her legs wanted to move, make a run for the door. Deep down she knew it would be futile, though. Too little, too late.

The squeal was torn from her lips as the stranger grabbed onto her wrist with a tight grip. He yanked her back, and she fell into him, secured with a strong arm over her shoulder and chest.

"I'm sorry." The sound of his voice almost made her choke. She knew him. Sam knew who her attacker was.

"What the—" The plunge of the knife into her stomach cut off her words and any semblance of rational thought. Pain jolted through her system as her unsteady fingers tried to stem the blood flow but to no avail. The scream she tried to expel stuck in her throat. The soap dispenser she hadn't managed to throw fell to the ceramic tile and rolled under a cubicle.

Sam's attacker gently sat her on the floor, his arm still around her. The more blood she lost, the more the pain disappeared, and a strange numbness sat in its place. The air shimmered in front of her as she slowly drifted out of this world.

Death was upon her. It was calling her name. Calling her home.

Sam looked down at her stomach. Her t-shirt was definitely ruined now. Her eyes began to close as a deep, unnatural sleep beckoned her.

Moments before Sam knew she'd leave this life, she lifted her lids with a struggle. "This has been a fucker of a day." She croaked on a shaky breath. And then her eyes shut, and she was falling.

The last thing Sam recalled was her killer holding her close. Yeah, it was pretty screwed up.
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Chapter Two: Tuesday 13th November – 9.14pm
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The smell of cinnamon hit her hard. Surprisingly the aroma calmed her beating heart as she sucked in a lung full of oxygen. Memories rippled through her brain and tormented Sam as she fought to remember what had happened.

Dead. She was dead. Panic had her bolting up off her prone position on a carpeted floor...somewhere. Sam looked around her. Lights were turned down to a soft, yellow glimmer and it made long shadows pop out of the corners. A shiver racked her body as she pulled her legs up to her chest and hugged herself.

The last thing she remembered was watching her blood soak her favourite t-shirt.  Sam looked down at her torso, her shirt remained stained, but it was rock hard with dried red stuff. Pulling up the material, all she saw was pasty white skin. No wound.

"What the fuck?" Sam's voice croaked and broke. Coughing she thought back to what happened.

"Bathroom, masked man, knife..." Things became a little muddy right there. And she no longer had any idea who her killer was, though she was pretty sure she had at some point. She scrubbed at her face and noticed her hair had escaped her ponytail and it fell in a strangely vibrant, messy wave around her shoulders.

A noise behind her had her scooting around on her backside to check for others in the room. Sam's eyes were beginning to adjust to the gentle light, but she couldn't see anyone there.

"Hello?" No response.

"Where am I?" Still nothing.

"Well this is fucking great, isn't it?" She mumbled as she gingerly pulled herself to her feet. Although she no longer had a bloodied wound, she still felt like she'd been run over by a Hummer. And she was dead, of course. Well, she had been, at least. She couldn't forget that small piece of information.

The room around her was decorated magnificently in rich, deep reds with furniture accents in deep gold. It was beautiful if you could describe a hotel room as such. And it was definitely a hotel. Sam stepped over to the small desk, reading the letterhead on the free stationery.

"The Beaumont Rapture." Right. The gold motif matched the gold in the room. They might have had an odd-arse name, but they had class. She'd give them that.

It was then she noticed the envelope addressed to her, sitting right in front of the phone. An uneasy feeling filtered through her body, attaching itself to her bones as she picked it up. The scrawl was bold and confident. The envelope felt heavy in her hand, and she knew the paper was of high quality. Sam turned it over in her hand and saw a wax seal.

"Well, that's not something you see every day." Looking closer at the markings, she saw, among other things she didn't understand, the letter N.

Nerves were beginning to get the better of her as she ripped the envelope open in one motion and pulled out the accompanying letter and read it.


Welcome, Samantha.

Join me in the next room.

N



Sam read the note a second and third time. Looking for more of a clue as to what was happening. In the end, she decided she had little choice but to do as the letter asked. Go to the next room. At least then she might get an answer or six as to what the fuck was happening.

A door, which she hadn't noticed previously, sat as clear as day on the far wall. Again, she got an uneasy feeling and wondered if the best course of action would be to turn and find an alternate exit.

But then, she was dead, wasn't she? The answers she needed weren't going to be at home in her one-bedroom flat above a Chinese restaurant. They were going to be here.

Behind that door.

Walking across the room, she hesitated with her hand on the fancy gold door handle. Should she knock? Sam mentally shook her head. Maybe she was a guest, but it was involuntary.

Turning her hand and pushing the large, heavy door, it swung gently out into another darkened room.

"Can nobody afford the electricity bill around here?" Sam mumbled as she took her first step into the room. It was cooler, that was for sure. And that smell of cinnamon was back again. She shivered. Goosebumps appearing on her skin.

Looking around the room, this time there was no excess furniture. At the far end was a floor to ceiling window and her gaze was drawn to the illuminated Gherkin building directly in view. She was in London, at least.

A slight movement to the left of the window had her jumping. Sam had thought she was alone, but now she could see the shadow of a large comfy chair and an even larger male sitting in it.

There was no way she could see his features in the shadows, but Sam knew—as clearly as she knew her name—that this man was dangerous.

"You already know my name. Who are you?" Again with the sass. Her mouth had no off button. Biting down on her tongue to stop from saying anything further just yet, she waited for him to respond. It was probably thirty seconds before he did so. Her temper was beginning to build as was her annoyance.

"You've been requested, Miss Cross."

"Requested? By whom?" Sam tried to ignore the pull of his voice and the sexy deep tones which spoke to her on a deeper level than she cared to admit. It reminded her of melted expensive chocolate. An extravagance she could rarely afford.

"You're on my list, Sam."

"A list of what? And who are you?"

"I am Nicodemus. And I'm the Necromancer."

Necromancer, Sam repeated over and over in her mind. That didn't sound good.

"So, I'm dead then?" Feeling ridiculous even asking such a bizarre question, she was more astounded at him answering in the affirmative.

The silence lengthened between them until at last Sam broke it. "If I'm dead, am I in Hell?"

The bark of laughter caught her off guard, but the sound was addictive and mesmerising. Like a dungeon full of angels singing your favourite song. Abruptly the sound stopped, and Sam unexplainably felt a little bereft because of it.

"No, I’m not Lucifer. I work between good and evil. My job is to take the essence of death and transform it into life."

"I have no idea what that means."

"You will, little one." The endearment sounded oddly satisfying coming from Nicodemus the Necromancer.

"Did you kill me?"

"No. But I did request you." Back to that old chestnut again.

"Why did you request me?" Sam watched as the man sat forward then, his face lifting from the shadows. She gasped as she saw him fully for the first time. Dark hair hung silkily almost to his shoulders. Strong, stubble-lined jawline and full lips. But it was his eyes that pulled at every part of her. Beckoning her closer when her feet stuck hard to the carpeted floor. Eyes the colour of a turbulent Caribbean Sea held her own. She couldn't have looked away if her death depended on it.

"Because you are going to be my next death chaser."

"Huh?" Always eloquent under pressure, that's me.

"You will collect the essence from those whose life contract is up or has been terminated."

"Wait a sec," Sam rested one hand on her hip, and the other came up to push her hair back behind her ear. "When I'm collecting these essences, I won't be, you know, taking the life of anyone will I?" The thought sounded ludicrous to her. But here she was, dead and talking to the Necromancer.

"You'll be killing them and taking their essence from them, yes."

Wow. Things got real. "There's no way I'll be your assassin." Even saying it out loud was ridiculous.

"You, of course, have a choice." His voice changed, an edge to the once soft tones. "Work for me since I specifically requested you. Or take your chances in Hell, with Lucifer—"

"Steady, did you say," Sam swallowed a bitter taste that had been working up her throat since they'd started this conversation. "Lucifer? I'm going to Hell if I don't work for you? I'm a good person, though. I pay my taxes, I feed the birds in the park, and I always recycle."

Was that a lip twitch she saw?

"They both have their quotas, Sam." She attempted not to listen to his soft voice saying her name. It was way too personal. Charm was there in abundance, and she was pretty sure she wouldn't have been the first to fall for it.

"So I have no choice." It wasn't a question; it was a realisation. "I'm fucked whatever I chose."

"Pretty much." She wasn't expecting him to agree with her.

"So what happens next?" Sam couldn't believe she was taking this whole dead thing so well. Maybe, with any luck, she'd wake up in her bed soon and see it was all an elaborate dream.

"You'll be given guidance, Sam; your mentor will be with you quickly. Look out for him and do not be alarmed."

Would the mentor alarm her? Oh crap.

He moved back in his seat then, seemingly dismissing her. "I will check on you little Sam. Do not worry."

Little Sam. That endearment again. It made her curious about the man in front of her. Maybe she should move from the spot her feet were rooted to see if he was real and not a figment of her imagination.

Just as the thought hit her mind, she slipped away from the room. The last thing she saw was the necromancer's eyes, watching her intently like he could read every word written in her soul.

The Beaumont Rapture was long gone, and it felt like she was floating in space and time for long seconds. What was happening?

A sudden jolt and her body felt solid again, but Sam was reluctant to open her eyes. The Necromancer's face haunted her mind, sending a shiver down her spine as she battled sleep. It was no time to rest, but she couldn't help it. Wherever she was now, it would have to do.

Sam's dreams were full of death and filled with a woman she didn't recognise but knew. Her. Celtic icons and symbols drifted over her, and she understood them and spoke them. Fae blood ran through her veins, bringing her closer to the man known as Lucifer. Then the icy blue eyes filled her vision. And somehow she knew she was always fated to be with this man and be a death chaser.

Sam's life would never be the same. Even cocooned in her sleep, she knew it.
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Chapter Three: Thursday 15th November – 6.19am
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Sam cracked open an eye, squinting and cursing at the partially open curtain letting the sun stream in. Her mouth was as dry as her love life. Coffee. She needed it more than air, right now. But first, that sun needed to die. She dragged the cool pillow over her face, and it was instant relief. If only there were a way to order caffeine to be delivered to your bedside table, she'd be a happy bunny.

And then, without warning, her spidey sense tingled like a mother fucker.

"Good morning, mon chou."

Either she imagined a man with a French accent in her bedroom, or there actually was one here with her. It explained the tingles she'd had. Carefully—and slowly—she lifted the pillow from her face and blinked a couple of times. At last a fully formed man came into view.

A very pretty one at that. It was a rare sight in her bedroom, Sam rubbed her hand across her blinkers to get rid of the final traces of sleep.

Yep, there was definitely a dude in her room. This wasn't a dream.

"I'm Kel, and I'm your mentor."

Mentor. In a rush, it all came cascading down into her brain again. Being dead, being recruited and the Necromancer. Nicodemus. Sam swallowed. How could she have forgotten him?

"Something tells me, mon chou, that you're trying to figure out whether I'm here because of the Necromancer, oui?" The smile he sent her was so cute; she had to fight not to respond in a suitably flirty manner. Except there was a fucking stranger in her bedroom who'd been watching her sleep for goodness knows how long.

"Well, whoever the fuck you are, you have three seconds to leave." Sam finally found her voice. Glancing down at herself, she realised she was naked with only a thin sheet for coverage. "What the—was this you?" A temper she rarely lost burned hot beneath the surface.

But the French guy looked shocked. "Of course not! I'm here to train you, not seduce you, Samantha."

Well, that was a shame. Sam frowned. Had she lost her inhibitions as well as her life? The stark reality of being dead had obviously not fully surfaced.

"Well, whoever you are, can you get out of my bedroom?" The good-looking man, probably aged around his late thirties, grinned emphasising perfect white teeth and a pretty smile. Goddamnit. Sam threw the pillow in his general direction, but he easily dodged it, walking to the door and chuckling as he finally left her alone.

It took her less than five minutes to pull herself out of bed, drag a brush through her hair, find some jeans and a t-shirt which at least didn't have wine or dried blood down them.

Her blood. Yeah, she was taking this whole death thing pretty well.

Sam pulled open her bedroom door and, within moments, a ball came flying from one side of the room, barely missing her head. It landed against a cute vase and smashed it to a thousand pieces right there on her occasional table.

"What the Hell do you think you're doing?"

"You really do need better locks. Anyone could attack you at any time, and you'd be powerless." This man—her apparent mentor—stood there with his hands on his hips looking particularly dashing and very much like a male model. His dark blond hair was immaculately cut and styled, his dark blue jeans and buttoned black jacket all were accessorised beautifully with the stripy, colourful scarf he wore tied in an intricate knot around his neck.

Sam looked down at her My Little Pony t-shirt and realised she was underdressed for whatever this was. She sighed. "So are you going to tell me your name and why you broke my vase?"

"As I said before, I'm Kel. And I've been sent to help you—"

"By breaking my stuff?" Lines around his eyes creased in amusement. Then he turned to his side, picked up a large coffee from a renowned local cafe, and walked toward her with his arm outstretched.

"Here. You're going to need this." She gratefully took the cup and sipped the hot liquid, vaguely aware of it heating the back of her throat. In fact, she felt cold all over. Weirdly so. Sam shivered.

"It's because you're dead, Samantha Cross." He paused, and she watched him with hooded eyes. "You're a death chaser now—and you work for the Necromancer. This is your life and cold will be your friend from now on."

Well, shit. Didn't that put a dampener on things?

It was then she noticed another thing about this man in front of her; he was floating above her floor. Sam stared for a moment, then blinked slowly, placing her coffee next to the smashed vase. Dropping to her knees, she bent down so she could see what trick he was using to cause this particular illusion.

"I don't mind you staring, but can we talk while you lay on the floor? We don't have a lot of time before it all starts."

Sam glanced at him from where her ear touched the rug, and reluctantly sat up. Sitting back on her haunches, she wondered when she'd entered Alice in fucking Wonderland.  And who knew being dead would be so strange?

"When what all starts?" This was all very intriguing. And confusing. But a bubble of excitement underlined everything, too. If felt...normal.

Kel grinned. "The fun, Sam. It's all fun." Well, that explained a lot, didn't it?

Watching him, he juggled a small ball of flame, jumping from one hand to the other continuously, but his eyes never left hers.

"I'm really dead, aren't I?" He nodded. "Are you dead?" But he was already shaking his head. "I'm alive and can be killed. But I'm not the magical being I was a thousand years ago. We all move on, Sam. The only difference is, you've been requested to be a death chaser because of your family legacy. You're very special—"

"I have no family." The bitterness she still felt from the death of her mother and the disappearance of her father still hovered in the back of her mind. It stung to even think about it, even now she was twenty-two years old and adult enough not to care.

And all he could do was nod slowly and feel sorry for her. Sam felt his emotions pouring out of him. She turned around from him, not wanting to see it. Kel had stopped hovering above the ground and stopped juggling, too. He could have passed for a normal man again.

Normal. Was Sam normal anymore? Was she ever?

He walked over and knelt in front of her, laying his hand on hers. "Whatever happens, you can trust me, Samantha Cross." A fission of energy bolted through her from the touch. It made her feel a little giddy, and happier. Looking down at his hand curiously, she turned it over to look at his palm. It looked normal. There wasn't any excess heat or fire roaring under the skin. Maybe he could be her friend. Lord knows she needed one.

"You crossed over, my sweet." His accent caught the end of the words beautifully. "You are still Samantha Cross, but you are much, much more now. And I'll be at your side. As you learn. I promise." Kel stood and pulled her to her feet. He still had hold of her hand and he pulled her in one easy motion to her feet. "You will notice differences—subtle at first—that will emphasise your new abilities. Though you may live as one, you are no longer only human."

Sam smiled for the first time in what felt like forever and stepped away from Kel and back to her cooling coffee. She needed it, desperately. The problem was, there wasn't enough coffee in the world to process this shit.

Who'd have thought being dead would make her life so much more complicated?
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Chapter Four: Thursday 15th November – 7.34am
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Sam had taken time for a shower, and a mental talking to after Kel's revelations, but when she'd got back to the living room, he was gone.

"Crap." Throughout her brief sojourn to the bathroom, she'd been mentally working herself up and bracing herself for whatever was to come. It was so past her confidence level to trust another person, let alone leave them alone in her small flat. But she was disappointed to find herself alone again.

As she turned to go back to the kitchen to make more coffee, she noticed some books on her coffee table which weren't there originally. Moving closer she read the titles on the spines.

"The Sorcerer's Guide to Banishing Evil"

"Jiu-jitsu in ten easy lessons – plus free DVD."

"Taking a Soul to Hell"

Sam sat back on her haunches and laughed. He had to be kidding right? There was a post-it note stuck to the table, too. "Samantha, please read through these books. They cover the basics.  I will be back tonight to carry on. K"

She screwed up the note and tossed it towards the general vicinity of the waste paper bin and hit a clean shot. This was such a waste of time. Why would she need to read books about all this stuff? Surely there were better ways to learn?

Later on, that night, as she poured through those books, Sam realised it was all pretty interesting. She learned how death and life essence are simply energy. And humans are the only species wholly unaware of their energy patterns.

The only one she didn't try was the jiu-jitsu DVD—and only because she was scared of hitting or kicking something of value in here. You couldn't swing a cat in this flat without having an issue of space.

Living up to her new job was going to take a lot of work. What she wouldn't be doing, though, is thinking about working for the Necromancer. That fact blew her mind into tiny pieces, every single time. As did the guy. Even the thought of him made her get funny butterfly things in her belly. Sam had no idea what it meant, but maybe it would be best to keep her head down, so she didn't have to see him soon.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
KS

AN

RUBY B





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





