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Table Thirteen

“But how will you kill Fred?”

Annie stifled a gasp, almost dropping her armload of plates. 

The redhead pursed her lips. “Arsenic?”

“Nah—” The brunette noticed Annie and smiled. Like she wasn’t just planning Fred’s demise.

They sat silently while Annie served their food. As she left, she heard them plotting again.

“Resin,” said the brunette.  “It looks like you have the flu. Then you die.”

“Charlie!” Annie whispered to her boss. “Those ladies at table thirteen— could you ask them to hold their writer’s meeting someplace else? They’re spooking the other customers.”
