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"Now that is what I call a cute couple," Abby commented to Lavon as they approached Wendell and Webber. Officer Webbers turned to face Abby. Webber is an athletically built woman in her early thirties. She is a police officer for the Shepherds Pass police department. 

This evening, she wore a strapless almond dress that contoured and defined every segment of her body, if not highlighted them. Webber's physique gave tribute to every sit-up, push-up, and crunch Webber had endured to be in such magnificent shape. Her short hair had been professionally tended, and Webber's wife had masterfully applied Webber's makeup; now, only the deadly stare she imposed in Abby's direction blemished her face artistically.  

Shepherds Pass is a small Missouri town that grew out of a truck stop repair shop and then the illegal operations of two brothers, Leo, and Raymond Dodd. Leo would spend the latter years of his life fighting to legitimize the small town. At the same time, his brother Raymond enveloped himself in organized crime. In the late 1950s, the highway rerouting project had been completed, which now represents what we know as Highway 70. This highway was part of the dream of US politicians to connect both ends of the US through a highway system. The completion of this project meant that travelers no longer had to exit the highway and find a new road somewhere else to cross the country. The new highway structure also meant that the small town of Shepherds Pass was now booming from the spillover effect.

On this evening in 2023, celebrating something much less political, or at least for appearance's sake, was underway. Like many small growing towns with no National sports teams, Shepherds Pass spent great fanfare celebrating its local nonprofessional sports persons. The great hope was that if stars in sport bloomed for Shepherds Pass someday, it would catch the eye of the pro sports world. 

Lavon Tyler and Addy Blackwell are Shepherds Pass Detectives. A large group had gathered in the Leo Dodd Community Center to present an award to many exceptional young athletes. Since a large group of politicians and news people from outside Shepherds Pass had been invited to watch the presentation, lured by a free meal, Shepherds Pass police provided security.

"You can unload those eyeballs, young lady," Lavon noticed the glare coming from Webber, "Abby and I were noticing how, since we have a shortage of detectives and had to put uniformed cops in semi-formal wear for the shindig. So many of our guys stand out like a sore thumb."  

"What do you expect? Most of these jokers don't have a clue what they should be wearing." Wendell responded. Wendell was a Police Sergeant and a close friend of Lavon and Webbers. Wendell had recently been promoted to police Sargent.  Wendell was thirty years old and smaller in frame than Lavon but had a strong boxer’s body.  Wendell had recently won the light heavy weight competition for charity against the fire department. He and Lavon had trained together to assure mutual victories. Wendell had deliberately chosen to ignore how Abby's comment that had scorched Webber.

"I am sorry, ma'am. I should learn not to be so touchy." Webber offered. Webber is married to a female firefighter in Shepherds Pass. In the past, Abby had vaulted homophobic slurs at Webber. 

Currently, the small group had agreed on a truce, and in the interest of work, no one wanted to be the first to violate the peace accord.

"No sweat. How's the arm?" Abby could feel the group dynamic shifting back to her. Was everyone waiting for her to say something out of place and inappropriate? Webber had been shot twice recently in the line of duty, both in the left shoulder.

"The arm is fine. It got me a medal of valor and a citation of bravery in the line of fire." Webber answered, rubbing the bandage that was the one less fashionable addition to her ensemble. "If I keep hanging out with you guys, I will be either the most decorated female cop in Shepherds Pass history or dead."

This joke brought a needed relieving chuckle from the group as they paned the crowd. 

"Love Bird at eleven o'clock." Abby broke the silence. Lynn Dodd-Masterson, Lavon's girlfriend, had entered view. She was on the left arm of Dolan Dodd, her uncle, and a reputed gangster. 

There was a younger version of Lynn on Dolan's right arm. Both women wore matching tangerine dresses, and they set the attention of the room into the air like bottle rockets. There was a group of apparent bodyguards. Two of the bodyguards were blocking anyone approaching Dolan. There were two other bodyguards one male and one female: they had been assigned to protect JoAnn. 

JoAnn was Dolans sister and confidant. 

JoAnn entered wearing a robin's egg blue dress. JoAnn took the opportunity to wink at Lavon from across the room.

"Excuse me. Can I ask you a question?" A young woman, plainly one of the athletes being honored, had run up to Lavon in his moment of distraction. The woman looked to be a hair under twenty years old. Lavon was six foot two, but the young woman was much taller than him. 

"How can we help you, honey?" Abby asked.

"You can't. I was talking to cutie pie here." Wendell cleared his throat to keep from laughing as Webber muffled a chuckle. "Someone told me you are related to S. Rowen Tyler. The writer."

Lavon looked up at the tall, slender, muscular black girl, unsure where this was going. 

"That's the rumor going around my house. Has been for quite some time." Lavon did not attempt to mask his Southern accent.

"Give him this," the young woman shoved an envelope in Lavon's hand. "Tell him my name is Jackie Bones Jones, and I am going to be a superstar in the WMBA. And I would do anything to spend the evening with him. And I do mean anything. That man knows how to write what is in a woman's soul."

It took a moment for Webber, Wendell, and Abby to regain their composure. By this time, Lavon was staring at the Lynn doppelganger as she stared back at him.

"So, I have an idea. Suppose you were considering getting your father a tie for Father's Day. I say cancel that. Get him the gift that he plans to keep on giving." This comment caused Webber, who had begun to regain her resolve, to lose it all over again.

"I can see it now; look what I brought you, Dad. A giant woman." Abby jested, trying to impersonate Lavon's accent.

"Who's the young girl with Dolan?" Lavon asked.

The group stopped laughing and stared at Lavon as if he had asked the dumbest question imaginable.

"Don't mind my partner, guys. He failed Shepherd Pass history." Abby tried to explain.

"That is Miss Paden Dodd. And if she looks familiar, it is because you most likely have seen her on TV. She was part of the pro tennis circuit." Webber tried to help.

Lavon still looked confused—something needed to be added to the explanation he had just received. 

Wendell read the confused look and rushed to the rescue. "She is Dolan Dodd's granddaughter."

Lavon had a question, but it was shoved to the back of his mind. There was something wrong in this room, and a clock was ticking on his, figuring out what it was. Cop instincts had catapulted forward in his mind. The tall basketball-playing girl had accosted Dolan's Granddaughter, no doubt for an autograph. Dolan formed the closet thing a tough gangster could to a smile and started walking toward the stage. Wait, Lavon thought. That waiter ignored that elderly woman trying to get him to pour her water from a pitcher he held. Lavon followed the servers' eyes and saw another waiter who looked almost exactly like the first. 

The two waiters exchanged glances and smiled. 

The first waiter's eyes shifted to something in the crowd. Not something you idiot, Lavon's brain commanded. Someone. 

The waiter had a bald spot and thinning hair, but his mid-section was round. Just as Lavon was on his final collecting of clues, the first waiter pulled out an automatic handgun. The pistol slowly lowered toward its intended target. 

Dolan turned slightly and almost acknowledged the death racing toward him at over one thousand feet per second. There were two pops. The first waiter staggered back. Lavon had landed two shots center mass into the waiter's midsection. The look of anger overtook any pain the waiter may have felt. Lavon thought body armor, that’s the part of what I am seeing that was missing, and Lavon corrected his mistake by firing two shots into the forehead of the waiter.

The crowd went wild. People were screaming and shouting. Through the monolith of hysteria, Lavon heard his name called. It was Lynn rushing through the crowed to grab
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