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Chapter One
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An oversized banner
stretched across Main Street declaring in four-foot letters that
Legacy Welcomes Gen Com. If the message wasn’t clear enough,
every store with a message board spelled out a similar message.
Some even offered a buy one, get one free entrée if conventioneers
showed up in costume.

The town’s obvious exuberance about the
upcoming event reminded Donna of her banner waiting at the local
copy shop. She turned to her new husband of one week who was
driving. “Mark, we need to stop at Wallace’s Print Shop to get my
banner. I need to get it up before everyone starts arriving.”

He gave a gravelly harrumph that
acknowledged he’d heard, but nothing more.

It didn’t take her stellar investigative
skills to know her honey was not pleased about something. “What’s
up? Are you sorry we didn’t get to go on our honeymoon yet?”

“Of course. That’s not entirely the issue
though. I’m not all that excited about all these gamers arriving in
town. I realize Legacy needs the business. Still, the strangers
always bring in an unknown element.”

“They also bring in dollars and credit
cards.”

“Yeah. The lure of easy pickings also brings
the criminal crowd.”

Donna gave a small snort. There was no
chance that gangsters and ladies of the evening would be strolling
their manicured lanes any time soon, but kids who thought it was
funny switched license plates or captured hapless snakes and placed
them in mailboxes. As long as she’d known Mark, there had only been
seven murders in town, which had been strung out over years as
opposed to weeks. If the pretty coastal town was part of a horror
novel, people might think the murders ran in cycles, and it was
time for one more. Not a thought she wanted to contemplate. She
gave a small shudder.

“You have nothing to worry about. I
investigated previous Gen Con events,” she told him. “No crime
waves descended on the cities where they happened, while a great
deal of money was dropped at restaurants and bars. These are people
who play board games and dress up as their favorite characters.
These are harmless nerds who are willing to throw away hundreds of
dollars on merchandise. These aren’t thugs roaming the streets and
breaking windows.”

“You’re right.” Mark heaved a heavy sigh and
turned on his blinker before making a left turn. He seamlessly slid
into a line of traffic heading for the business section of town.
“The traffic is already picking up. The new commissioner has us
manning the convention center and parking lots twenty-four seven,
which is patently ridiculous since half of that time the center is
closed.”

It sounded like a rant coming on. “Have you
decided on where our honeymoon should be?”

He gave a hoarse laugh. “I know what you
just did there. How about Savannah or Charleston?”

Neither were the exotic locales she’d
dreamed of, but money and time figured into the equation. As one of
the few veteran detectives Legacy boasted, they couldn’t afford to
lose him, especially with two of the other detectives on medical
leave. If that wasn’t reason enough, the inn was entering prime
tourist season with warm weather and summer break.

“They both sound good. Let me think about
it. I could do some investigation. Besides the convention, we can’t
go anywhere until the elevator is fixed and the easy access to the
inn is eliminated.”

“I’d think having an officer of the law
sleeping by your side would give you some comfort.”

“It does.” She gave his arm a slight pat. “I
also have the amazing canine security system.”

“What system? Did I miss out on
something?”

Donna cut her eyes toward her husband,
trying to decide if he was teasing her or really didn’t get it.
“Jasper. I’m talking about my dog.”

“I figured as much but became confused when
you mentioned security. We both know your spoiled puggle would
sleep through a break-in, only to wake in time to bark at a
leaf.”

“Yeah, I was trying to interject some humor.
You’ve been a bit of a wet blanket lately since the new chief took
over.” Even though it was true, Donna had worked hard not to
mention it. Since she had a reputation for her outspokenness, she’d
already lasted three days longer than she thought she would.

“Took you long enough to say something. I
could feel you vibrating, trying to hold it in.” He directed an
amused glance at her as he swung into an open parking space near
the print shop.

So much for hiding her feelings. “I was
trying to be patient and wait for you to open up, but you never
did. What’s up with that?”

“No need to talk everything to death.”

Mark put the car in park and cut the engine,
signaling it was time to get the banner. It also served as the end
of the conversation except, she didn’t want it to end. If her
husband chose not to say anything, it meant that somehow it would
be something that would upset her. Her imagination took the bait
and spun various scenarios, most of them fairly improbable.

“Donna, I can see those cogs turning. I’m
afraid of what nonsense you might come up with. Let’s go get your
banner, and I’ll tell you on the way back home.”

“Really?” She had to do a double take
because it didn’t sound like the man she knew. “Who are you and
what have you done with my husband?”

Mark swung his door open and managed a
forced laugh before circling the car to open Donna’s door. At
first, she hadn’t been able to see the purpose in it when she could
open a door on her own, but it was growing on her. It was a form of
respect, and she could get behind that. She waited, not only happy
with his gentlemanly display, but even more pleased to see a few of
her co-workers strolling nearby to witness it. It may have taken
her forever to get a husband, but she had snagged a good one. She
stopped in mid-exit, waving her hands to get the co-workers’
attention, which would result in them noticing Mark standing at her
door. They’d end up mentioning it when they saw her at work
next.

Donna darted into the shop, paid for the
banner, grabbed it, and practically jogged back to the car in order
to continue their conversation. She all but stomped her feet
waiting for her better half to open the door. As soon as Mark
started the car, she blurted out, “What is it? What’s going
on?”

“So much for that patience you’re working
on.”

“Come on. You can’t tease me, then not tell
me.”

The engine growled to life. Mark looked over
his shoulder as he slowly reversed the car and spoke. “You probably
already guessed that no one is happy at the selection of the new
commissioner. He’s always nitpicking everything, making irrational
demands such as us guarding an empty convention center, and then,
there are his jokes.”

Since he forced the last word out through
gritted teeth, she was betting whatever the commissioner said did
not amuse. “What did he say?”

“Whenever I comment on an ongoing case, he
asks if that is my opinion or did my brilliant amateur sleuth of a
wife make it.”

At least the new commissioner recognized she
was brilliant. Here she was, ready to hate him. Mark, as a
thirty-year veteran, would have been the perfect fit for the
commissioner job. Since her sweetie professed, he didn’t want the
job, someone else had to take it, but the man should have known
better than to refer to her as an amateur. As many cases as she’d
closed, she should be considered more of a professional.

“Hey! What ya know? The man recognizes my
contributions. Here you thought he wouldn’t.” She couldn’t remember
Mark’s exact comment, but it was something cynical.

They were back in the flow of traffic and
heading toward their next stop, the grocery, when Mark made a
derisive snort. “When Billings called you brilliant, it wasn’t a
compliment.”

Brilliant was usually a compliment.
She cut her eyes toward Mark. “What do you mean?”

He cleared his throat, then reached back to
rub his neck, before continuing. “You know those British mystery
shows you’re so fond of?”

“Yeah. What does that have to do with
anything?”

His hand abandoned his neck to hold up one
finger as he spoke. “Stay with me. On the show, they use the word,
lovely, a lot.”

“I noticed that.”

“Anyhow, the sleuth might be saying lovely
to a cup of tea or it might be used for disgust when she finds out
someone trashed her office. It’s the same word, but it has opposite
meanings. Do you get what I mean?”

Her brows lowered into a V as she
contemplated the new commissioner’s words. “Oh, I get it all right.
What did you say? I hope you told him what he could do with his
brilliant.”

He gave a slight chuckle. “Figured you’d act
like that. It’s one of the reasons I didn’t mention it. The only
reason he does it is to get my goat. I tell him my amazing wife did
not help me. I’ve been doing my job for the last three decades on
my own.”

Her ire at Billings was sidetracked by his
comment. “No help? All on your own?” She used her thumb to point
back at herself.

Mark sighed and placed both hands on the
steering wheel. “You know what I mean. The man just wants to pick
at me because it’s been said more than once in his hearing that the
officers would have preferred me over him.”

“You told me you didn’t want the job.”

“I don’t. If I had wanted the job and
Billings still got it, he’d be the winner. As it stands, he’s
sloppy seconds, and it chafes. Not much I can do about it. It’s
hard not to react, since that’s what he wants, so I try my best not
to.”

That made for a difficult work situation,
especially knowing the populace of Legacy adored her husband. There
were more than a few outspoken citizens who wouldn’t hesitate to
make their opinions known, even going so far as to mention that
Detective Taber would have handled things differently. Thank
goodness there were no social occasions coming up where she’d have
to play nice with Commissioner Numbskull. Even though she’d
improved on her polite manner, it wouldn’t overpower her desire to
spill something on the man, preferably when he was in his dress
uniform.

The visit to the discount store for
toiletries and other sundries she needed was short. She’d called in
her order. All they had to do was wait for an employee to locate
the said order and load it into the trunk. This worked well in
theory, but there were times when she was convinced, she could buzz
into the store, pick up what she needed, and be out before the
employee arrived with her actual order.

Mark glanced at his watch and pointed to it.
“I thought this was supposed to be quick.”

She shrugged her shoulders. “It
depends.”

Her phone chimed and a quick glance at the
number confirmed it was Tennyson, her inn employee whom she
sometimes referred to affectionately as her foster son.
“Hello?”

“One of your guests came early.”

“No surprise.” The one thing she’d learned
about innkeeping was nothing ever went as expected. If something
could go wrong, it usually did. “So, what’s up?”

“I’d thought I’d put him on the third floor
since we got that cleaned already.”

“Sounds good. Any other issues?”

“None really. The elevator guys are
reworking the shaft. They brought in a jackhammer, and the noise is
killing me.”

Great! Just what she needed with a
guest in the building. In her dreams, she’d mistakenly believed the
elevator would be finished and running by the time her guests
arrived. On the upside, they wouldn’t be working at night when she
assumed most of her guests would be sleeping.

“Thanks for calling. You’re handling it
fine. See you in a little bit.” She hung up the phone and turned to
Mark. “You won’t believe it.”

“I heard Tennyson. He must have been
yelling.”

“He was. It must be the jackhammering.
Yesterday they had the elevator box moving up and down. Although it
was just a shell.” She sighed heavily. “I had hoped it would be
finished today. Now it sounds like they’re taking it apart, and the
guests will be here tomorrow. I’ll need to get the banner up as
soon as possible. You can help.”

Mark nodded his agreement as he maneuvered
through the traffic. Donna lifted an eyebrow and replied, “I’ll
take that as a yes.”

“Of course. Just thinking about the
elevator. Once it gets working, we don’t want guests to be the
guinea pigs. I’d rather try it out on my own.”

The inn came into view with huge tubs of
flowers lining the walk. Her inspired idea of planting flowers in
tubs paid off. Tennyson ran the lawnmower over the previous flowers
she’d used to edge the walk more than once. It made her wonder if
it had been a passive attempt to get out of cutting the grass. The
ones he hadn’t massacred sometimes became the target of Jasper’s
urinary efforts.

He gestured to the front lawn as he pulled
into the parking lot. “The place looks great.

“It does. It will look even better with the
banner stretched across the porch. I picked out some fancy font
that should appeal to all those Dungeons and Dragons game
players.”

“Yep.”

His non-committal reply didn’t dim her
enthusiasm. Once he saw it, he’d change his mind. The car had
barely stopped before Donna swung open her door and vaulted out
with the banner box under her arm. She’d cleared the porch steps by
the time Mark exited the car. Hands around her mouth, she yelled,
“Hurry up and get the step ladder.”

Might as well look at the banner while she
waited. She shook it out to the accompaniment of the jackhammer. It
would be heaven if they could finish up by today. The rolled
cylinder of vinyl dropped to the porch and unrolled a little,
revealing ornate lettering. The fancy black letters stood out on
the light blue background but were a little hard to read.

Her hubby ascended the steps to the porch
with the stepladder. “Let’s get this done.”

Mark opened the ladder and took one end of
the banner. “I’m glad we left those bungees in place. Seems like we
take down one banner when it’s time for another.”

His resigned tone made her chuckle. “Yeah,
yeah.” There had been several banners stretched across the
picturesque porch. It made the inn more welcoming in her opinion.
Not all her neighbors agreed. She’d heard a few loudly compare her
use of signage as being no better than a liquor store.

Even thinking about the comment had her
grinding her back teeth. As the kinder, gentler innkeeper, she
hadn’t informed the naysayers that her banners were infinitely
classier. She’d sent Ten out to deliver that pronouncement but had
her doubts if he had.

Once Mark got the first half of the banner
hooked up, Donna walked backward, stretching it across the porch.
“Can’t wait to see this from the walk.”

“Me, too.” Mark carried the stepladder to
where she stood to fasten the other end. The crunch of gravel
signaled a car exiting the parking lot, probably one of the
construction workers. How they ever expected to get done with all
the coming and going they did puzzle her. Her dog walking neighbors
strolled slowly past with their standard sized poodle. They stopped
to peer at the banner. One even used the flat of his hand to shield
his eyes.

Look all you want. Donna grinned at
the men, knowing they couldn’t find fault with her latest
banner.

The taller neighbor waved at her. “Hey,
Donna!”

“Yes.” She puffed up a little, expecting a
compliment.

“Did you change the name of the inn?”

Her expectant expression sagged with the
oddness of the question. “Ummm… what do you mean?”

Her neighbor gestured to the banner. Donna
cocked her head but had difficulty reading it so close. Mark had
moved to the sidewalk to view the banner where Donna joined him.
The large banner that she’d chosen with dice and player tokens to
represent the gaming theme appeared fine to her.

One of the dog walkers moved closer and
gestured toward the porch. “I’m not against changing the name. I
think The Painted Laddy is more unique. Pushes the envelope
some.”

Donna narrowed her eyes at the word in
question. It did have two Ds! “Sugar! It’s too late to have it
reprinted.”

Her neighbor shrugged and returned to his
companion and dog. She could hear their combined laughter as they
strolled away.

Mark wrapped an arm around her stiff
shoulders. “Don’t worry about it, sweetie. People see what they
want to see. It took you a while to see the mistake, and you were
trying to find it. Maybe you can even make it into a game for your
guests.”

Just like him to make an accident into
something good. “Yeah, I guess I could. Most of the guests will
look at the banner briefly. It would be a bigger deal if I were in
the business district and everyone was staring at it. If nothing
else, it will teach me to look before paying for it.”

Instead of answering, Mark squeezed her
shoulder and turned his head to dust a kiss across her hair. He
could be the sweetest man. Contentment wrapped around her, chasing
away her momentary frustration. She wanted to rest forever in the
moment and savor it. Before she even worked herself into the
savoring part, Ten’s tall figure rounded the left corner of the
inn. He waved, then joined them on the sidewalk.

Donna noted the direction her employee came
from. It didn’t take her excellent sleuthing ability to know Ten
had been watching the construction workers as opposed to folding
the laundry as she asked. Unaware of her thoughts, Ten put both
hands in his pockets and nodded.

“What are you all staring at?”

“Nothing,” Donna answered, curious if her
employee could pick out the mistake that had her so flustered only
minutes ago.

Ten stared in the direction of the banner.
“Your early guest came complete with costume.”

Mark made a pretend groan, which earned him
a poke from his wife. “Oh, boy. See what I have to look forward
to?”

“Come on. These are people who play board
games. How bad can they be? Was he wearing his costume?”

“Nope. He had this large unicorn mask under
his arm. Imagine trying to get that through airport security.”

The question wasn’t a serious one, but Mark
decided to answer anyway. “Nothing wrong with a costume unless it
has a great deal of metal on it.”

Instead of joining the conversation, she
held up her hand. Something was different. She couldn’t put her
finger on it. “Listen. Do you hear it?”

“What?” Mark dropped his arm and turned
around in a slow circle. “I don’t hear anything.”

“Exactly. The jackhammer stopped.” Her
eyebrows lifted. “Maybe they’re finished.”

A long scream sounded from the inside the
inn. The three of them looked at each other and broke into a
run.


Chapter Two
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A body was splayed at the
bottom of the steps. The awkward angle of the arms and legs did not
bode well. The rubber unicorn mask had to interfere with his
breathing as well. Donna dropped to her knees to remove the mask.
“Call an ambulance!”

If he had a neck injury, which she imagined
he did, any movement could make it worse. “I need my stitches
scissors to cut the mask off. Ten, I think my purse is on the front
porch.”

The sound of Ten’s running footsteps filled
the hall as she took the pulse of the man lying on the floor.
Nothing. No, she refused to accept the evidence under her
fingertips. Donna squeezed her eyes shut. Not another dead body
at her inn. Perhaps unicorn mask person just had low blood
pressure, which made it hard to find a pulse. Mark squatted beside
her still clutching his phone. “The ambulance is on its way.”

“Good.” She sucked in her lips as she
reached under the mask to use the jugular as a pulse point. Why had
the man decided to go downstairs wearing a mask? Everyone knows
it’s hard to see with a mask on. Why did the fool decide to try the
stairs wearing one? If only the elevator company had finished on
time, as promised, she wouldn’t be bending over her newest guest.
Her masked guest could have safely used the elevator.

The cool skin under her fingertips yielded
no pulse, thready or otherwise. “We need to start CPR, now!”

“Got it.” Her husband placed his hands on
the guest’s chest before Donna could volunteer to do it. She picked
up his wrist to see if she could detect a pulse as Mark labored.
Still nothing. She turned his hand over to check out the nailbeds.
They were turning blue.

An ambulance siren sounded in the distance
at the same time Ten burst back into the house.

“I have your purse! Couldn’t find it at
first. It was behind a planter.”

“Let’s cut the mask off.” She put the tip of
her snub nose scissors under the mask and began to cut. The thick
rubber made it slow going with the metal handles pressing into her
fingers. Even though her practical side insisted her guest was
beyond help, she still had to try. Other people had been brought
back by medical personnel that refused to give up on them.

The wail of a siren signaled the arrival of
the ambulance. Donna hesitated in mid-cut wondering how many times
an ambulance had pulled up to the inn. Sure, people died every day,
but she’d prefer if they didn’t do it at her inn.

She could hear the rattle of the gurney and
the paramedics talking to each other.

A final clip of the scissors allowed her to
part the mask revealing the face of her recently departed guest.
Ginger hair stuck to a pale forehead. Blue eyes were widened in
surprise and the lips formed a rigid O as if in the midst of
a cry of outrage.

Tennyson peered over her shoulder. “I’m not
sure if that’s him.”

“What?”

For a guest to tumble down the stairs was
bad enough. She certainly didn’t need another dead stranger at her
inn. Ten blinked as Mark stood to let the paramedics in. A female
paramedic jogged up, opened her bag, and took vital signs. At the
same time, her young employee shook his head.

“I wish I knew. All I can tell you is some
guy checked in with a unicorn head tucked under his arm. At the
time, I wondered if he flew and tucked the mask in the overhead
luggage compartment. He had a knit hat on and wore sunglasses the
entire time I talked to him, which was odd, but not as odd as the
unicorn head.”

The uniformed woman sat back on her heels
and managed a dispirited shake of her head. “Dead.” She glanced in
Donna’s direction. “I know you.” Her eyes widened in recognition.
“You work at the hospital.”

“I do, Norton.” She read the name tag aloud
as she searched her mind for a first name. “Danae.”

“Yeah, that’s me. Do you know the name of
the deceased?”

She glanced up at Tennyson, aware she’d
never even asked the name of the guest who had checked in
early.

Tennyson shot a hand through his hair. “I,
ah, think it was Joseph Carpenter.”

Mark stood in the background with the other
paramedic. “Check his pockets. The man has to have identification.”
A quick search yielded nothing. Weird, but no weirder than
traipsing down the stairs with a full mask on.

Danae rocked back on her heels and stood up.
“What do you want us to do with the body?”

Even though she knew the question wasn’t
directed at her, she wanted to tell Danae to take the poor guy far
away. Mark answered, which was probably for the best.

“For now, we’ll have to leave him where he
is. I’ll call the coroner since I assume the fall was fatal.”

“Let’s hope he’s in town,” Donna muttered
more to herself than anyone else. At the hospital, a doctor could
pronounce someone dead, which was helpful since the hospital was
chock full of MDs. Too bad the era of house calls had long since
passed.

“I heard he was,” the other paramedic
volunteered.

“Thank the good Lord.” A heavy sigh escaped
Donna. She eyed the paramedics, wondering if they’d gossip about
someone tumbling down her stairs. Maybe. In their line of work,
they’d encountered much more unique ways to end it all, from
rolling off roofs while viewing the stars to accidentally
electrocuting oneself while trimming trees. She had even heard
recently that a local woman’s death was due to eating arsenic to
whiten her skin like they did centuries ago. A fall wouldn’t be out
of the ordinary.

Danae packed up her medical bag and angled
her head toward the dead man. “You really should go through the
legal paperwork to be able to certify someone’s death since you’re
already a nurse. It would make sense considering how many people
drop dead in your vicinity.”

Please. Did she have to point out the
obvious? Sure, she could do the paperwork, but if anyone caught
wind of it, they’d nickname the inn something macabre like Hotel
Death. No way would she tempt fate like that.

Mark was already on his phone. It was easy
to tell by the tone of his voice that he was in official mode.
“Bring in the CSI team, too.”

Crime Scene Investigation team?
“Honey, we don’t need to call them in. It was a simple stumble down
the stairs.” She crossed her fingers to be sure. So far, the
time-honored method of keeping bad luck at bay hadn’t worked very
well. Her husband cut his eyes toward her and gave a short nod of
acknowledgment. Her remark didn’t have the effect she wanted.

“What? When? He did, huh?” Whoever was on
the other end of the phone must not be saying anything Mark wanted
to hear. Even the tips of his ears were turning red. If he were a
cartoon character the top of his head would lift up and release the
steam that had built up.

What she wouldn’t give to hear what was
being said. He’d tell her the condensed version or obviously the
edition where he’d delete anything that might upset her. Right now,
she was betting everything would upset her since Mark’s blood
pressure was spiking. He needed to hang up before he brought on
another heart attack. Her top teeth embedded in her bottom lip as
she contemplated taking the phone away from him. Finally, he hung
up. Donna let loose the breath she was unaware she’d been
holding.

“Come, sit down.” She steered Mark toward
the parlor. “What’s wrong?”

His eyes narrowed, and his lips remained in
a firm determined line. It took most of her body weight and
strength to push him into a wing chair. Even then, he sat rigid,
stuck in permanent outrage. A low clicking sound meant he was
grinding his molars together, again.

“Mark, stop the grinding. You’re destroying
your enamel.”

He stopped, grimaced, then flopped back,
allowing his arms to fall over the sides of the chair.

“I’m too old for this garbage!” He gave an
audible exhale. “Too old to start a new career. I’m trapped.”

Oh, this was bad. She sat on the
ottoman by the chair and reached for his hand and entwined her
fingers with his. “What is it?”

“Billings.” He practically spat the word as
if even the shape of it in his mouth offended.

“What now?”

Mark glared, which Donna forgave, knowing
she wasn’t the originator of his current mood. Not only was the
commissioner clueless about how a town like Legacy worked, but he
felt the need to change everything. Never mind that the way they’d
conducted police work over the years worked well for their
burg.

“Might as well tell me since I won’t leave
it be.”

“Don’t I know it.” He pushed himself into an
upright position, then flopped back again. “I’m not even sure I
want to be on the force with Billings as commissioner. It makes me
wonder what type of dirt he has on the mayor to be appointed.”

Well, at least that gave a kernel as to what
had her hubby so hot under the collar. “Were you talking to the
commissioner?”

“No. Clarice, the dispatcher. I’ll have to
call her back and apologize for yelling.”

“I’m sure she’d appreciate it if you did.”
Clarice never got ruffled despite dealing with multiple phone lines
and calling out codes to the street units. Being the mother of
triplet sons, who were now grown, probably made everything else
look easy.

Mark already had his phone out and was
staring at the screen, possibly contemplating calling Clarice.
Donna snatched his phone away before he could tap out a number.

“Don’t call her now. You’re still upset.
Give it time. Tell me what had you turning fire engine red.”

“I did not turn red.”

Tennyson stuck his head into the room to
comment. “You did.”

Mark gave him a glance that had Ten pulling
his head back fast. Donna patted her husband’s shoulder. “Spit it
out as opposed to taking it out on everyone around you.”

He crossed and uncrossed his arms, before
finally placing his hands on his knees. “I can’t get a CSI team out
here.”

Technically, Legacy didn’t truly have a CSI
team like some of the big cities. Their team consisted of on-duty
officers taking photos, questioning bystanders, and carefully
bagging anything that could be evidence. Occasionally, they’d dust
for prints. This was one reason Donna’s observations were so
helpful due to there being so few eyes to observe and catalog.

“I imagine all the officers were busy with
the convention.”

“Could be. That’s not what Clarice said. She
told me that Billings had total approval of when and where a CSI
unit was deployed. He’s micromanaging everything!”

The color flared in Mark’s cheeks again,
proving contrary to Donna’s belief that talking about it would calm
him down. It only exacerbated his state. She needed to put the fire
out. What could she do? She clapped her hands together as an
idea so stupendous popped into her head.

“We can be the CSI unit.”

A groan greeted her announcement. “Billings
isn’t going to like this.”

One hand found purchase on her hip. It had
hardly been a month since the name Jerome Billings came up in
conversations, and she was heartily sick of hearing it. “He doesn’t
have to know. We take some photos, hold onto the mask, do a back
trace of Joseph’s day. It may come to nothing. He could be an
unlucky fellow that made a few stupid choices. We should at least
try, especially when your commissioner is tying your
hands.”

“I don’t know.” He stroked his chin. “It
seems wrong.”

“Were you told not to take photos?”

“No.”

“Investigate?”

“No.”

“All right, then. You might as well take it
easy while I find a sheet to cover our guest.”

Donna pivoted to leave and was surprised
not to hear Mark say that a sheet could compromise evidence,
like he would normally. The poor dear was past frazzled, having to
deal with an outsider who was determined to dominate by not only
changing everything but by apparently criticizing Legacy’s finest.
Part of the appeal of working for the Legacy Police Department was
the lack of stress. It certainly wasn’t the pay.

She couldn’t count on the coroner being
prompt, so a sheet would have to serve in case she had any
unexpected visitors. As Donna skirted the corpse at the foot of the
stairs, she decided it might be time to break into CSI mode before
the coroner showed up. She’d take a few quick shots with her phone,
bag the unicorn mask, and make a trip up to Joseph’s room.
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