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Chapter 1—Cosplay and Crafts
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It’s one thing to have a Crafts Fête, but these mystery people are NUTS.

Standing by his girlfriend, Mac, Obadiah Goode watched the various visitors to Prospector’s Rest flooding Main Street for the Mystery Weekend. While the influx of tourists was nothing new, the fact that at least half of them were in costume definitely was not what this small, North Carolina mountain town—which pretty much consisted of crafts shops, a few locals, and very little else—was used to.

Spotting three Sherlock Holmes, a Hercule Poirot, and someone who was either Miss Marple or Jessica Fletcher, Di blinked.

“They’re enthusiastic, aren’t they?” Mac noted to Di and Alex, as he hung out at the Prospector’s Rest Sheriff’s Department booth.

While he was no longer on the force—having been moved on by the town’s new mayor and craft store diva, Velveteen Dubois, to the position of Crafts Coordinator for the department—that he was living with the newly-appointed sheriff and trying to teach the various old-timers of the force how to knit meant that he was never very far from what was happening with them.

Looking fabulous as always, MacBeth Welles smiled, as she leaned back on the booth with both elbows and watched the organized chaos. No longer in the insulting outfit their last sheriff had forced her to wear as the department secretary/mascot, the khaki of the official department uniform shirt and pants were perfectly fitted and suited her well, bringing out her long, dark hair and her light brown skin. Of course, she was wearing that hair up in a hasty but well-held bun now, ready for action. Her late father—a much more beloved sheriff than the last one—would have been proud.

Although Di had been in love with Mac since they were both a year and a half old, he swore she only became more beautiful by the day. Family lore held that the Welleses were descended from the Cherokees, as well as a one-night fling of an ancestor with ‘30s Hollywood wunderkind, Orson Welles. Whatever the combination was, it looked good on her and always would.

And she was made to be the sheriff. While some of the town had been a little shocked by her elevation—as there hadn’t been a single woman on the force before her and only two non-white officers, with himself and Alex Martinez, who was now the deputy sheriff—they were mostly starting to warm to her. After all, no one but some of the old-time, do-nothingers on the force missed Sheriff Pommelroy.

Of course, Velveteen’s other change—making Di their Crafts Coordinator and forcing his former fellow officers to learn to knit and sew—was not going down so well. Having a 6-foot, 4-inch tall, very dark-skinned, African-American man, who used to be on the force only so that everyone had someone to dump on, as the one teaching them was not a popular change. That Velveteen had decreed that no one could request overtime until they made a craft to Di’s specifications was even more unpopular.

But, for all its difficulties, Di was sort of warming to the job. Even if none of them were ever going to be selling in the crafts stores—and they were all grouchy to the marrow of their bones—the attention and patience it took to do any of these skills was teaching the officers qualities they direly needed. That it also provided a bit of a distraction from the other changes Sheriff Mac Welles was bringing them was helpful, too.

There was a method to Mayor Velveteen’s madness, then, as there always was. After all, she’d been the one to save the town by turning it into a craft store haven, so that most of the Prospector’s Rest budget now came from the town’s many visitors. After being declared the mayor after the last one’s death—in a general town decision born out of desperation—she was grabbing her six months’ opportunity before the next election to shake things up. And, as this Mystery Weekend showed, she was definitely doing that job to the hilt.

Finally answering Mac’s question, Di smiled at the crowd, although he had to speak up a bit to be heard over the entertainment from the first stage, where a garage band dubbing itself, The Secrets, were playing Talking Heads’ “Life During Wartime.” As the crowd before them were even more enthusiastic than their usual Crafts Fête visitors, they were definitely having fun. The music was marginally better, too, and he was happy not having to wear up his long braids anymore, as he was no longer on the force.

“I think I only recognize about half the people they’re dressed as,” Di noted.

Smiling, Alex informed him, “A bunch of them are dressed as detectives from current British mystery shows.”

Di appreciated the information, as he didn’t watch a lot of television outside of what played in the station, which didn’t go for foreign shows.

Alex was an attractive man in his early twenties—around the same age as Mac and Di—with Peruvian grandparents whose family had moved to the town a few years ago, as his mother was a weaver in a million and made a good salary off the various textiles she sold through the town’s stores. He had short, black hair, very dark brown eyes and skin, and very obviously kept himself in shape.

Di considered him the heartthrob of the department—or, at least, the male one. He had many fans around town, as well as a goodly number of grannies he helped out with things like groceries. Pretty much all of them were trying to set him up with their granddaughters—or, very occasionally, their grandsons. Di felt honored that they were finally becoming friends.

Never seeming to notice any of this, Alex nodded over toward The Crafters’ Art, where a bald, white man in a cassock was buying both a clue for the game and a quilt with a pattern of knives, guns, and poisons on it from Velveteen. She’d changed the name of her store from “The Craftsman’s Art” once her assistants had pointed out to her for the hundredth time how sexist that was.

Although he couldn’t see the quilt in detail from the booth, Di knew it well. After all, he’d been the one to create it.

“At least it’s bringing back some of the classics, like Father Brown,” Alex noted.

As it was September now, and the first winds of the Fall were starting to blow through town, Di figured the man had the right idea being covered up so much. He’d seen an entire crew dressed as one of the various, earlier iterations of NCIS characters, and the one dressed in goth fabulousness as Abby was definitely shivering a bit in her platform shoes.

“Mayor Velveteen’s right,” a new voice broke in.

Smiling as she came up to them, Candice Worthy—once-secretary to the mayor and one of the newest members of the Sheriff’s Department—seemed quite at peace in her new uniform, although that could have had something to do with the fact that she was being allowed to wear pants. She’d confirmed to them that the last, unlamented mayor—Peckham (Pick’em) Pocket—had indeed
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