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Blurb:  
 

After encountering a brief power outage at work, college student Sara Donovan might 
be allowing her imagination to run wild. The main vault in the Carlton Museum holds 
the Fire and Ice Exhibit, a collection of rare gems, including the Star of Midnight, a 175-
carat diamond. Although all the stones are accounted for, Sara suspects the Star of 
Midnight was stolen and replaced with a fake.  
  
While conducting her own investigation, what Sara uncovers is beyond even her wildest 
imagination: a coded message, papers with strange characters, and a mysterious set of 
numbers carved into an office wall. Despite dismissive historians and other experts, she 
is certain these clues point to a mysterious centuries-old legend.  
  
Unfortunately, her colorful history of usually being right, but always being wrong, 
means she must solve the mystery to prove her theory. 
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Yelping Hysterically, 346 words 

 
An eerie silence filled the air in the windowless, pitch-black vault. No humming from 

the air conditioning. No buzzing from office equipment. No noise whatsoever. And with 
my phone securely stowed in my purse back on the desk, I had no flashlight during a 
power failure. Talk about a recipe for disaster. I couldn’t even see my hand in front of my 
face.   

With hands out front, I felt my way out of Boss Lady’s office, only cracking a shin 
once on what I believe was a guest chair. 

Just as I made it to the doorway, Mauzzy began pitching a fit off in the distance, 
yelping hysterically. Something was wrong. Horribly wrong. I needed to get to my phone. 
Fast.  

I picked up the pace, perspiration working its magic in all the wrong places as the 
air grew stagnant. Hugging the wall, I pushed through the suffocating black toward the 
faraway hyperventilating Mauzzy.  My brain issued the alert to slow down because there 
was a— 

Oof. 

—copier coming up along the wall. That I was now draped over, hugging it like an 
overindulged sorority girl clinging to the porcelain throne. 

Sliding to the ground, I crawled on hands and aching knees toward what I prayed 
were the cubicles. As I inched across the filthy tile floor, I debated what was more 
important. Getting my phone and using its flashlight to find Mauzzy, or grabbing the 
hand sanitizer in my purse and saturating my hands with the lifesaving gel. 

Oh my God, what the heck did I touch? Anything that’s slimy under your hand as 
you’re crawling along a floor can’t be good. 

The debate was over. Hand sanitizer shot to the top of the list.  

Mauzzy’s yelps became frantic screeches, so I scooted across the floor, mimicking an 
ambitious infant making a break for it. Sweet Handsome maniacally scratched away at 
something, and this time, it wasn’t his butt. He was pawing at some kind of hard surface. 
Like a wall. His screeching became more of a— 

Crack. 

I found the cubicles. 

With my head. 

An Intruder, 616 words 
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I spun back toward the kitchen when a flash of movement and a sound startled me 
so much, I took a quick reflexive step backward and flipped over the ottoman, my purse 
flying off into oblivion, the back of my head cracking into the hardwood floor. Bright 
white stars exploded in front of me, the brilliance beyond blinding. I fought to bring the 
pepper spray to bear, which miraculously was still in my hand, but couldn’t move my 
arm. I tried to stand, but my lower legs were casually stretched across the ottoman. 

Suddenly, I couldn’t breathe. My chest was being compressed, something heavy 
holding me down. There I lay, torso pinned to the floor. Useless legs up on the ottoman. 
White light everywhere.  

Oh, my God. The intruder was licking my face. What kind of perv— 

As my head cleared, my eyes focused. “Mauz? Mauzzy. You’re safe.” 

The little guy was standing on my chest, going to town on my face. He stopped and 
considered me. 

Easing his wee body off me, I dragged my legs down and worked up into a sitting 
position. “So, everything is okay, huh, Mauz?” 

With eyes riveted on me, he sat. 

“You want dinner?” 

No reaction. Strange. Two words always sent the little guy into a tizzy. Breakfast and 
dinner.  

I stood and bent toward him. In an excited voice, I said, “Mauz, dinner?” 

Nothing. Like he forgot how to speak English. 

I walked toward the laundry room where his food was stored, calling over my 
shoulder, “C’mon, Handsome. Dinner.” 

Mauzzy caught up and trotted alongside me. I picked up his bowl in the kitchen, 
stepped into the laundry room, and measured out his food. But the usual excited pitter-
pattering of little feet was missing. I glanced down. He was sitting, watching me. The little 
guy appeared—bored. 

Returning to the kitchen, with Mauzzy trailing behind me, I set the bowl down. 
“Dinner?” 

No perked-up ears. No recognition of the word whatsoever. In fact, he wasn’t bored, 
he looked sleepy, paying zero attention to the bowl full of food in front of him.  

“Well, if you’re not going to eat, I’m going upstairs to change.” 

I went upstairs, with Mauzzy right behind me. My concern was growing that he had 
a stomachache or got into something, which certainly wouldn’t be the first time for the 
latter. Although even when he got into something, including the time he ate all my 
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scented candles, he always had room for dinner. The dude had an iron stomach. But 
tonight, Mauzzy passed on a meal. That has never happened. I mean—never. 

I entered my bedroom and froze. My pulse quickened as I stared at the desk with 
mouth agape. The laptop was open. I always closed it when not using it to keep dust and 
other crap from getting on the screen and keyboard. Always. And there was no reason 
for Zoe or Matt to get on it. They have their own. Somebody got past the house alarm 
and messed with my laptop. And if the intruder accessed it, that meant the person was a 
skilled hacker, would have checked my search history, and found my tunnel research. 
But why would…  

Crap.  

Somebody was onto my investigation. 

Scooping up Mauzzy, I ran downstairs into the family room in search of my waylaid purse. It 
was behind the sectional where it landed after my flip over the ottoman. Digging into the purse, 
I pulled out my phone along with a folded slip of paper and called the number on it. After several 
seconds of clicking, the phone rang once. When a second ring never came, I quickly hung up.  

“Now we wait, Mauz.” 

 
Mrs. Majelski, 915 words 

 
I navigated my way through the grody garage in search of my car, a daily routine 

for me. Parking garages always mess with me because everything looks the same. Not to 
mention the stench and filth. Just a fricking maze of concrete pillars and walls, with signs 
and arrows pointing every which way. Except the right direction for finding your car and 
the way out of the dang place. 

After several futile minutes of searching, I hit the panic button on my key fob in 
hopes of my car signaling its presence. Multiple blasts of a car horn reverberated off the 
walls. On the other side of a stairwell, flashing lights danced on the low ceiling in perfect 
time with the blaring horn.  

Score.  

I hurried toward the flashing display of— 

A sturdy voice called out from the inner recesses of the stairwell. “Hello, dear.” 

I jumped sideways, stopped, and spun toward the opening. I recognized that voice.  

A scratching sound followed by a metallic click and more scratching emanated from 
the dark void. A walker emerged from the black, a head of snowy white hair floating 
above it. 

Peering at the ghostly image in the gloom, I called out, “Mrs. Majelski?” 
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The walker pushed further into the garage, and the jowly image of a very short, very 
old lady came into focus. Like a four-foot-eight, eighty-five-year-old lady. It was Mrs. 
Majelski. What the heck was she doing here? I knew her from Tuscaloosa. We met at the 
gym at the beginning of freshman year, where her iron-pumping, treadmill-dashing, and 
elliptical-cranking routines put me to shame. Zoe has always been suspicious of the 
mysterious octogenarian, and she’s never missed an opportunity to remind me. Never. 
And now Mrs. Majelski is up here? When Zoe finds out, she’ll go ballistic.  

“In the flesh,” she declared. 

“What…what are you…doing here?” 

Mrs. Majelski flipped a hand toward my car. “Shut that racket off.”  

I fumbled with the fob, and after two failed punches on the button, turned off the 
alarm. “What are you doing here?” 

“Visiting my twin sister. The old girl is getting on in years,” she cackled. 

“You never mentioned you were a twin.” 

“I didn’t?” She flicked a thick, gnarly hand. “Pish posh. Not important. What’s 
important is you think a robbery occurred at the museum?” 

My head jerked back. “How do you know that?” 

She wheeled forward two steps. A crooked smile appeared beneath soft white curls 
and a droopy nose. “Let’s say a little birdie told me.” 

“Who called you?” 

The old lady’s gaze swept the garage before turning back to me. “Again, not 
important.” Another step forward. “What’s important is why do you think there was a 
heist? Nothing was out of place. No alarms went off. So…” 

Mrs. M was freaking me out, although it’s not the first time she’s done that to me. 
“How do you know all this?” 

She stared up at me, her slate-gray eyes boring into me. “Just answer the question, 
dear.” 

“I had Mauzzy with me in the vault when the power went out. It set him off and when 
the lights came back on, he was barking and scratching at the wall of the valuables vault. 
Pretty sure he heard something going on inside it.” 

Mrs. Majelski arched an eyebrow and chuckled. “That’s it? Because your little dog 
was scratching and barking? Like a dog?” 

“He’s never wrong.” 

She snickered. “Didn’t realize he’s an expert on museum heists.” 
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I winced. “He has very good hearing.” 

Her dubious smile vanished, replaced by a stern visage. “Anybody else with you in 
the vault during that outage?” 

“Just Tony Carlucci.” 

“Who is…” 

“He’s the evening security supervisor.” 

She hesitated. “That his normal post, inside the vault?” 

“No, he’s usually upstairs. He stayed behind after they locked the exhibit away to 
clear everybody out and close the main vault at five.” 

The squealing of tires echoed through the garage. 

Mrs. Majelski scanned the area, then made a break for my hatchback. 

“What are you doing?” 

“Let’s get in your car.” 

I hit the fob’s unlock button and headed for the car. By the time I got there, she was 
sitting in the passenger seat, the walker folded and stored behind her. 

“Man, you move fast,” I said. 

“That’s why I work out.” She looked at the floorboard, then into the back seat. “Looks 
like you live in here, dear.” 

I grimaced. “Commuting two hours a day does it.” 

“Mmmm hmmm.” 

“Why did you find me?” I shuddered. “Here, in the garage of all places.” 

She checked her side mirror, then fixed on me with an unwavering gaze. “Because I 
need to tell you a few things. Look, I know I can’t stop you from doing what you’re going 
to do. Lord knows I learned that about you back in Tuscaloosa. So, you need to know this. 
If that diamond was stolen, and that’s a mighty big if, dear. But if it was stolen like you 
say, then there are only a few crews in the world who could get past the security 
measures and into the vault in the short time available and pull that job off.” 

“You gotta believe me. The Star of Midnight on display is not the same one I saw in 
the vault yesterday.” 

Mrs. Majelski put out a hand. “I believe that you believe it. I’m just not convinced. 
However, two crews jump to mind when I think of sophisticated high-value heists.” 

“Like who?” 
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