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 PRAISE FOR CINDY SAMPLE 
and Dying for a Date

 
“Packed with zany characters, humorous situations, and laugh-

out-loud narrative. Consider reading this book in one setting, be-
cause once you start, you will be reluctant to put it aside.”

—Midwest Book Review —5 STAR REVIEW

“Cindy Sample knows how to weave a story that satisfies and 
excites. Time literally flew by as I turned the pages…simultane-
ously harrowing, exciting, tender, and uplifting, a true who-done-
it combined with a romance that will warm the heart and sheets.”

—Long and Short Reviews —5 STAR REVIEW

“Dying for a Date combines the fun of a spunky and smart her-
oine with an exciting murder mystery. This is an excellent entry 
to the world of romantic mysteries.”

—San Francisco Book Review	
				  

“Funny, smart with a fast paced plot that keeps you guessing. 
Dying for a Date will keep you laughing, intrigued, and happy that 
Cindy Sample isn’t writing your life story.”

—Fiction Addict

“Sharp intelligence and flippant wit, turmoil and anxiety, 
danger and deception…all blend into one smooth and tasty read. 
I hope this turns into a long running series.”

—Once Upon a Romance Reviews



“A delightful romantic mystery. The plot was entertaining 
and I was kept guessing the murderer’s identity right up until the 
reveal at the end. I look forward to reading more mysteries in the 
future from this talented new author.”

—Rebecca’s Reads —5 STAR REVIEW

“Cindy Sample has an irrepressible sense of humor which is 
reflected in her writing. Dying for a Date is funny, fast paced and a 
kick to read. Laurel McKay is a lovable, klutzy protagonist backed 
by a team of quirky, humorous characters who are going to be a 
continuing hit with her readers.”

—Mountain Democrat Newspaper

“If the genre you love to read is romance or mystery, you’ve 
found a book that gives you both. Cindy Sample’s writing is straight 
forward, funny and thoughtful.”

—Around Here Magazine  
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It takes a village to write one of my books. Many thanks 
and hugs to my critique group for their astute observations and 
unfailing support: Kathy, Norma, Pat, Rae and Terri. Thanks 
to friends who were willing to read the early drafts and provide 
excellent suggestions: Bonnie, Jaci, Julie, Kelly, Liana, Liz, Matt, 
Nora and Peggy. Also thanks to those experts in homicide in-
vestigation who shared a few helpful tips: D.P. Lyle, M.D. and 
Wayne Farquhar. Thanks also to Sisters in Crime (Sacramento and 
Northern California) Sacramento Valley Rose, California Writer’s 
Club and NCPA for their support.  My editor, Cindy Davis, has 
to be the most patient editor in the world, as are publishers, Lisa 
Smith and Linda Houle. 

Thanks also to Matthias Mengelkoch and Tom Novi for their 
generous donations to the Sacramento Opera and the El Dorado 
Women’s Center. You both make great characters.

Special kudos to Tony Nguyen, Jim Clark, Tania Chegini and 
Ricardo Salazar, the instructors who have spent countless hours 
attempting to mold me into a graceful and competent ballroom 
dancer.

And last but certainly not least, thanks to those fans from 
around the world whose emails make this journey so much fun. 
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This book is dedicated to my mother, Harriet Bergstrand, 
the best mother a daughter could ask for, and my children, 
Dawn and Jeff, who have turned into the most amazing 
adults.
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I didn’t think my night could get any worse. But when I 
stumbled on a dead man with my broken shoe heel stuffed in his 
mouth, I realized it definitely could.

I was valiantly attempting to learn the choreography for my 
best friend’s New Year’s Eve wedding. Although Liz envisioned a 
bridal party version of Dancing with the Stars, after tripping my 
instructor for the third time in ten minutes, I decided the rou-
tine looked more like Dancing with the Dorks.

My twenty-one year old Vietnamese instructor, Bobby 
Nguyen, epitomized a ballroom dancer—tall and slender, grace-
ful and flexible. Despite his attentive coaching, I remained card-
board stiff and clueless.

“C’mon, Laurel, remember what I told you,” he said. “Bend 
your knees and make your thighs do the work.”

I glanced down at my thighs. Obviously work wasn’t included 
in their job description.

The mirror-lined walls of the Golden Hills Dance Studio re-
flected my image multiple times. Shoulder length reddish brown 
hair grazed my aqua V-neck sweater. Black tummy tuck jeans pro-
vided much needed slenderizing, and my brand new silver shoes 
almost made me look like a dancer. Presentation is everything, 
especially when you have no clue what you’re doing.

Frank Sinatra’s version of “It Had To Be You,” wafted from 
the speakers. Dimitri and Anya, a pair of instructors, glided by 
us, their synchronized movements mesmerizing to watch. I eyed 
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them with envy. If I wanted to look as graceful as a gazelle, I had 
to stop charging around like a rhino on roller blades.

Bobby positioned himself with his head held high, shoul-
ders down, right arm resting in the middle of my back. Per his 
instructions, I thrust out my chest, sucked in my stomach and 
tightened my butt.

“Let’s do it,” I said.
Bobby’s soft tenor intoned the fox trot count in my ear. “Slow, 

slow, quick, quick.”
I repeated it to myself…slow, slow, quick, quick… ACK!
The heel of my right shoe slipped out from under me and 

I slid across the waxed floor, crashing into Dimitri and Anya 
with all the grace of a defensive linebacker. Bobby rushed over 
to assist me as I attempted to extricate myself from the tangle of 
arms and legs.

“Sorry.” I shot an apologetic smile to the instructors.
As they rose to their feet, I overheard Dimitri refer to me as 

a “klutzsky.” I had a feeling the words Anya muttered in Russian 
didn’t translate into “nice dancing.” The couple disappeared from 
the dance floor, probably in search of safer terrain.

My thirty-nine year old body hadn’t done the splits in at least 
thirty-six years. With Bobby’s assistance, I struggled to my feet.

“Are you okay?” My teacher’s eyes had darkened with con-
cern. Dance protocol recommends that you keep your partner 
upright, at least most of the time. I swayed to the right and dis-
covered that my heel was no longer connected to my right shoe. 
My one hundred fifty dollar investment in dance footwear had 
just gone down the proverbial drain.

“I’m okay, but my shoe isn’t.” I glared at the offensive heel ly-
ing a few inches away. “Bobby, this just confirms I’m not meant 
to dance the wedding routine.”

“No, all it confirms is that we need to practice more. 
Remember, you’ve only been dancing for a couple of weeks. Do 
you have other shoes you can wear to finish our lesson?”
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I nodded. “I came right from work so I’ll change into my 
black heels.”

Bobby gave me a sympathetic hug and I waltzed—okay, I still 
didn’t know how to waltz—so I clumped through the enormous 
dance studio toward the back of the building where the cloak-
room and the studio owner’s offices were located. As I walked 
past the office, I heard raised voices from behind the closed door.

Crack! The sound of a slap reverberated from the room.
Dimitri, the dance teacher I’d crashed into earlier, stormed 

out of the office, slamming the door behind him. His elegant hand 
didn’t quite cover the scarlet mark on his high Slavic cheekbone. 
He scowled at me then rushed away.

This studio was proving to be more drama-filled than the 
daytime soaps.

I entered the cloakroom, dropped my broken overpriced 
shoes into one of the small cubicles assigned to footwear, slipped 
into my black faux leather pumps and headed back to the main 
dance floor for more foxtrot torture.

Forty uncomfortable minutes later, my private lesson with 
Bobby was over. My bunions ached and my toes hurt from being 
stomped on multiple times—by me.

I entered the cloakroom and exchanged smiles with an at-
tractive dark-skinned student named Samantha. She zipped up 
her jacket, picked up her shoe tote, and exited the room. I but-
toned my black leather jacket and grabbed my purse. That’s when 
I discovered my dismembered shoes had disappeared. I looked 
inside every one of the tiny cubicles and pawed through the over-
sized gray wastebasket outside the door, in case someone had ac-
cidentally thrown them away. Nada.

My silver shoes had danced off without me.
I couldn’t believe someone had taken them. Liz’s wedding was 

only three weeks away and now I would have to buy a new pair 
instead of merely repairing one shoe. At this rate, I would need 
a second job to pay for the honor of serving as matron of honor.
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As I left the studio and walked through the parking lot, my 
mind rapidly calculated my additional wedding expenses.

I barely noticed the pink and lavender cotton candy clouds 
stretched across the twilight sky.

I did notice the man lying on the ground, a pool of blood 
under his head.

My silver heel jammed into his mouth.
I definitely noticed him.


