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      One Shot by Charles Lemar Brown

      Retired Oklahoma Bureau of Investigation Agent, Noble Harris, has been called to Deadwood, South Dakota in hopes that his expertise will help solve the case of a murdered model. The annual Wild Deadwood Reads book fair is in full swing, and once it is over, chances are the murderer will be leaving town. With the clock ticking, Harris must narrow down the suspect list and attempt to uncover the motive behind the model’s demise. Will his skills be enough or will a killer go free?

      

      Deadwood Dynasty by Laramie Cummings

      Returning to her hometown of Deadwood, South Dakota, for her uncle’s funeral, Oakley Foster is thrust into truths she never expected to face. As buried family secrets begin to surface, she must confront her cold and ruthless father in a battle for her family’s legacy and inheritance.

      

      Echoes of Love at Mt. Moriah by Lynn Donovan

      When ethereal violin music draws Brian Rourke deeper into Mt. Moriah Cemetery, he discovers a mysterious green-eyed performer whose century-old melodies lead him toward an unexpected connection with a local historian who shares her striking emerald eyes.

      

      Deadwood’s Deadly Puzzle by Louise Foster

      PI Tracy Belden’s fraud investigation in Deadwood, SD turns tragic when she discovers the body of a suspect. Now, to solve her puzzle and her case, she must uncover the secrets his death was meant to hide.

      

      When Enemies Collide by Savana Jade

      In the town of Deadwood, two rival pranksters find themselves reluctantly sharing a vacation. What begins as a battle of wits quickly turns into an unexpected romance as they navigate their differences and discover the thrill of love amidst their playful rivalry. Will their antics draw them closer together or tear them apart? Join them on a journey where enemies become lovers in the most unexpected of ways.

      

      Forgetting Dakota by V.J. Lee

      Dakota promised he would always find her. However, after suffering a traumatic brain injury, he can't seem to remember her. Hadley promised always to love him, but he chose his ex, the one who made him feel comfortable—the one he remembered—the same woman who would do anything to get him back. They both promised to create heaven for one another, but now she's living in hell. Dakota may have forgotten her, but for her, there will be no forgetting Dakota.

      

      The Wolf’s Gamble by Amanda Reid

      Ossory wolf Aaron Monaghan travels to Deadwood after he receives word his cousin was murdered, only to find a beautiful psychic confounding his every turn with a secret of her own. When he realizes she's his mate, will it be too late to protect her and her incredible secret from the killer’s crosshairs?

      

      Grace. by Haley Rhoades

      Fresh from her divorce, Morgan Merrifield escapes with her gossip-obsessed country club friends, only to catch the eye of musician Derek Fox at his comeback concert. With explosive secrets on both sides and the ruthless rumor mill always hungry, their unexpected connection might be worth risking it all—if they're finally ready to play.

      

      Adrift and Out of Time in Deadwood by R. Weir

      Private Eye Jarvis Mann is hired to find a runaway girl in Deadwood. The wild west town being wilder than he bargained for…or ever imagined.
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      “One shot.” Noble Harris mumbled to himself as he pinched the bridge of his nose and stared down at the body.

      A tiny bit of blood-matted blonde hair covered the entry wound in the woman’s head. The white pillow beneath her face was a pool of crimson. Normally, he would have already turned the scene over to one of the forensics crews from the Oklahoma Bureau of Investigation’s lab, but there was nothing normal about this case. To begin with, he was retired and had been for just over a year. Add to that the fact that he was on a very short clock, and the timer had already started, and end with the reality that he was hell and gone from Oklahoma, clear up in South Dakota, and one might begin to understand why he seemed to be in a bit of a foul mood.

      Noble looked across the bed at the only other living person in the room, shook his head, and confessed, “Kent, I’m good, but this might be stretchin’ even my abilities a bit thin.”

      Kent was Sheriff Kent Davenport of the Lawrence County Sheriff's Department, located in Deadwood, South Dakota, and a longtime friend of Noble Harris. Except for their chosen profession, the two were as different as night and day. Noble stood at an even six feet, while Kent Davenport might top five-foot-eight if he wore the right shoes. Noble’s hair now displayed more gray than black, a stark contrast to the natural dark black mop atop Kent’s head. Kent loved riding his Harley Davidson and did so every time the opportunity presented itself. Noble was more comfortable in the rocking chair on his front porch, sipping bourbon and watching squirrels chase one another around the trees in the yard.

      It was only because of their long-time friendship that Noble had agreed to fly into Rapid City and take a look at the case. Davenport had picked him up at the airport and explained how time-sensitive it was during the drive to the lodge.

      Now standing over the body of Lysa Lynn, Noble found himself wishing he was back in Love County, Oklahoma, sitting on the front porch of his little ranch, sipping Jim Beam from a jelly glass and watching the sun creep higher into the eastern sky.

      Why the hell did I let myself get talked into this? he thought to himself.

      It almost seemed as if Davenport had read his mind and was answering his question when he spoke the words, “You’re the best I’ve ever seen.”

      “Ain’t no one this good, partner,” Noble declared.

      “Well, before you throw in the towel…” Davenport extended his arm across the body and offered Noble a dark brown file folder, “at least take a look at the report.”

      Noble accepted it and took two steps back away from the body before opening it. Inside was a preliminary report with three Polaroid photographs paperclipped to it. The first photo had been taken from the doorway and showed the entire crime scene. The other two were of the victim: one of her entire body across the bed and the other, a close-up of her head showing the entry wound. The report itself was half a page and included the caliber of the bullet, the name of the person who found Lysa Lynn, and the name of a possible witness.

      The report stated that the bullet that had done the damage had passed through the head, the pillow, and the mattress, embedding itself in the wooden framework of the bed. It was badly mangled but had most likely been fired from a .38 caliber handgun.

      Ginger Ring was the name of the person who found the body. Ginger was herself a cover model, author, and co-host of the Wild Deadwood Reads Event that Lysa had modeled at before her untimely demise. Noble took a notepad from the pocket of his pearl-snap western shirt and made a note to question Ginger himself.

      The possible witness’s name was Dan Frisbee. Scribbled beside his name was a room number. Noble stepped past Davenport, opened the door of the deceased’s room, and glanced down the hall. Dan’s room was two doors down on the opposite side of the corridor. Ginger would have to wait; Dan would have to be questioned first.

      Davenport stepped up behind Noble and asked, “What are you thinking?”

      Noble turned to look at him. “I’m thinkin’ I’m a durn fool for lettin’ you talk me into this,” he answered, then added, “I need a few more minutes in the room, and then I want to talk to Dan myself.”

      “So, you’re on board?” Davenport asked.

      “Let’s just say I’m standin’ on the dock lookin’ at the boat, and I’m intrigued,” Noble answered with a half-grin.

      Davenport slapped him on the back. “I knew it.” He laughed, then in a more serious tone added, “The event is over at three o’clock. Some of these folks will be flying out shortly after the event ends. I figure if we don’t have this wrapped up by then, the killer might never be caught.”

      “So, you mentioned in the truck on the drive from the airport,” Noble sighed. “Ain’t never easy with you, is it?”

      Davenport grinned, “If it were easy, everyone could do it, and we wouldn’t need folks like you.”

      Noble suppressed a smile as Davenport turned and left the room. The file in his hand felt good. He had known when he handed over his badge and gun it wasn’t going to be easy to let the chase go, but he had never imagined it would be as difficult as it had been. He could not remember a longer year than the one he had just lived.

      One last look at the dead model stretched out on the bed, and Noble shut the folder. With a half-smile, he left the room. How hard could it be? he thought to himself. It was writers and models after all. Not the usual unsavory criminal masterminds he was used to investigating.

      “Any preliminary thoughts?” Davenport asked as he stepped out into the corridor.

      “Yeah,” Noble nodded and grinned at his friend, “I need a drink.”

      “You’re joking, right?” Davenport gave him a questioning side-eyed look.

      “I never joke about alcohol.” The grin faded from Noble’s face, and he drew his eyebrows down hard as he spoke. “I need to see the layout of this place, and I need a drink. I figure we can kill two birds with one stone, as the saying goes.”

      “Two birds, huh?” Davenport snorted. “I always heard it was a bird in the hand is worth two in the bush.”

      “Same old Davenport,” Noble chided.

      “What?” Davenport raised his hands and feigned ignorance. “What’d I say?”

      Noble laughed. “Bush, boobies, bottoms, and any variation of the three, and you’re all eyes and ears.”

      “Well, now, partner, can you think of three more lovely things to be all eyes and ears about?” Davenport asked defensively.

      Noble rolled his eyes. The more things change, the more they stay the same, he thought.
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        * * *

      

      The nameplate pinned to the front of the bartender’s shirt read Sam. Noble figured it was short for Samantha. It was only a few minutes after eight o’clock when he sat down at the bar. He had not missed the questioning look she had given him when he had asked for a double shot of Jim Beam Devil’s Cut.

      “We don’t carry the Devil’s Cut,” Sam shrugged as she pushed a strand of her long blonde hair out of her face.

      “Then I guess it’ll be just plain ole Jim Beam,” he smiled back.

      Davenport had been called away as soon as they stepped off the elevator, leaving Noble to find his own way back through the hotel lobby and into the casino. Although the casino was small, it had all the bells and whistles that accompany such gambling establishments. As he passed through it, he noticed that there were very few patrons. He figured it must be a bit early for gambling. He laughed to himself. Too early to gamble, but never too early for a drink.

      Just past the casino, he found the restaurant. The bar he had been searching for was situated in the restaurant’s center. Like the rest of the Lodge at Deadwood, the bar was magnificent indeed. The minute Noble had stepped out of Davenport’s truck, it was as if he had been transported back in time a hundred years. With its massive wood beams and natural rock façade, the place screamed American frontier, and while he loved stories of the old days, he was sure glad to find modern toilets and electricity inside.

      He took a sip of the whiskey from the glass Sam had poured for him. As he watched her move around behind the bar, getting things ready for the lunch crowd, he pondered what he knew and what he didn’t know about the case. Lysa Lynn was a model. She had been shot in the head at close range with what appeared to be a thirty-eight-caliber handgun. Dan Frisbee was an eyewitness of sorts. Ginger Ring had found the body.

      What he did not know would fill up the rest of the notepad in his pocket. He shook his head. How many cases had he solved with less to go on? He took another sip from his glass. Davenport had once asked him how he did it. At first, Noble had simply shrugged, unsure of the answer himself, but Davenport had pressed him.

      “It’s like I’m holding a ball of twine, and the truth is hidden deep within its core.” Noble remembered the look of confusion on Davenport’s face as he continued, “The twine is tight, really tight, but I study it until I find a single loose string. It might take me a while, but if I work on that one piece long enough, another strand will loosen up, and before you know it, the whole thing starts to unwind.”

      “What if you never find that first loose string?” Davenport asked.

      “I guess I’ll let you know when and if that ever happens,” Noble laughed.

      Noble shook his head and drained the last bit of amber liquid from his glass. As he set the glass back on the bar, he thought, time to start looking for that first loose string.
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      Three people can keep a secret if two are dead. The quote from Benjamin Franklin ran through Noble’s head as he navigated along the wide corridor that led to the conference room where the book signing was being held. Nobody except Davenport knew him here, and Davenport was elsewhere. He figured he might as well take advantage of his anonymity for the time being.

      The doors to the signing opened, and Noble fell into the haphazard line that had formed. A bearded man with an easy smile was handing out canvas bags to the people before they entered the room. The line moved steadily, and Noble soon found himself taking a bag from the man. As he did so, he read the name printed on the badge hanging from the man’s lanyard—Dan Frisbee.

      Noble nodded at Dan, glad to have a face to associate with the name and then followed along with others headed into the signing. The excited buzz of fans and readers meeting authors filled the room. The atmosphere in the room seemed familiar to him even though he had never been to a book event. He searched his memory bank, trying to figure out where he had felt this way in the past. Still unable to locate the similar sensation, he began to move along the aisles of tables, carefully studying the names of the authors and the genres of books they had available.

      As he wandered through the venue, he heard several people asking the authors to sign their memory books. A rather attractive young woman with pink hair retrieved hers from the table of an author who had a series of what Noble figured were adult motorcycle club romance books. Each of the books in the series had a man dressed in black, and most of them were shirtless beneath their leather vests.

      “Excuse me, ma’am, where can I get one of those books?” Noble asked the young woman as she started for the next author’s table.

      The woman’s eyes narrowed in confusion until Noble pointed at the book in her hand. Then with a shrug, she pointed at the canvas bag in his hand before moving away. Noble shook his head as he opened the bag; perhaps in the year off since his retirement, he had lost a step.

      Inside his bag, he found a copy of the memory book. Further digging yielded a layout of the venue with tables and author locations, several bookmarks, a couple of pens, a tube of Chapstick, three magnets, and a paperback novel. The book’s cover depicted an oriental woman against a Chinese temple and identified the author as Jade Lee. Curious to see if the novel was signed, Noble flipped through the first few pages. It was not.

      Using the venue layout map, he located Jade Lee’s table and made his way to it. A trio of middle-aged women was clustered around the table. He listened to their conversation while he waited patiently.

      “I loved your last book,” one of the women said as Jade Lee signed a book and handed it to her.

      “I haven’t read any of yours yet,” the next woman confessed as she pushed her book toward the author, “but I’m really looking forward to starting this series.”

      Once all three women had their novels and their memory books signed, they moved on, leaving Noble alone in front of the author with no idea what to say. Mentally, he chided himself. Goodness, he really had lost a step.

      “Would you like me to sign that for you?” Jade Lee smiled and asked, pointing at the novel in his hand.

      Noble nodded as he stepped forward and handed her the book. “Please and thank you, ma’am.”

      Jade found the page she was looking for and signed her name at the bottom of it. “Would you like me to personalize it?” She looked up, still smiling.

      “Yeah, I think so,” Noble nodded. He had never been one for autographs or signed works—at least he had never thought he was—but standing here, knowing this lady was going to sign her work to him, gave him a weird fuzzy, feeling in his chest.

      “And your name is?” Jade’s smile grew wider.

      “Oh, I’m sorry. I guess you’d be needin’ that,” Noble chuckled. “Noble Harris, ma’am.”

      He watched as Jade wrote to and his name across the top of the page, closed the book, and handed it back to him. “I would not have pegged you for a historical romance reader, Noble,” she pointed at the memory book as she spoke. “Would you like me to sign that as well?”

      Noble chuckled. “You’re right. I’m more of a Louis L’Amour or John D. MacDonald kind of fella, and no, I don’t think I need this one signed but thank you.”

      “That accent sounds awful familiar,” she nodded across the room. “Sounds an awful lot like the Brown family. Are you from Oklahoma, by chance?”

      “Yes, ma’am, I am,” Noble responded.

      “Really? So do you know the Browns, then?” Jade asked.

      “Can’t say as I do,” Noble answered, looking over his shoulder in the direction Jade had indicated.

      “You should stop by their tables and introduce yourself,” Jade suggested.

      Noble nodded, “I just might do that, but first I need to talk to the ladies that organized this event. Any chance you could point me in the right direction?”

      Jade stood up from her seat and looked around the venue. Noble watched her search the room. After a few seconds, she pointed back towards the door he had come through, “The lady with the long red hair is Ginger Ring.”

      Noble nodded.

      “And the lady across the aisle from her with the short curly red hair and the glasses is Linda Rae Sande,” Jade pointed once more before returning to her seat. “They are the two you are looking for.”

      “Thanks again, ma’am,” Noble nodded and touched the brim of his Stetson hat, “It was nice to meet ya.”

      As Noble turned to go, a voice amplified by a sound system, resonated through the room, “Hello everyone, I’m Robert Kelly. I’m your M.C. for the day. Let me start off by introducing all of you to the two ladies responsible for putting the event together.”

      By the time Noble located the owner of the voice, Robert had already made his way to Ginger Ring’s table. Noble watched him make the introduction and then move to the table occupied by Linda Rae Sande. Robert, whom Noble guessed at about five-foot-ten and a hundred and seventy pounds, seemed to be completely comfortable working the crowded room. Ginger, on the other hand, seemed a bit reserved, almost shy.

      As Robert finished introducing Linda Rae Sande and began making a series of announcements, Noble worked his way through the rows of tables. Ginger Ring’s attention was still focused on Robert as Noble stepped up to her table.

      “Excuse me, Miz Ring,” he spoke just loud enough to get her attention.

      Ginger turned at the sound of her name and looked up at him. For the briefest instant, he found himself lost in her hazel eyes; then she spoke, “Yes, what can I do for you?” Noble was not sure where her accent was from, but he knew it was not from any of the southern states.

      “I’m Noble Harris,” he offered his hand as he introduced himself. “Kent Davenport told me to check with you about the murder case.”

      Ginger reached across the table and shook his hand, “Yeah, no for sure,” she smiled, and Noble noticed an almost eerie twinkle in her eyes. “So how long have yuz two been friends?” she asked.

      Noble thought about it for a moment then answered, “Over twenty years, I reckon.”

      “That’s a long while,” Ginger stated, then asked, “How can we help you with the case?”

      Right to the point, Noble thought to himself, before saying, “I need to interview a few people, yourself included, so I need a place with fewer distractions.” With a wave of his hand, he indicated the hustle and bustle of the crowded room.

      He watched Ginger’s eyes follow the wave of his hand. In that moment he realized why the book signing felt so familiar. In his younger years his Granny had dragged him annually to the holiday craft fair in Ardmore, Oklahoma. When he was older, he often visited the same building for the annual gun show. Although the book signing was not either of those, there were a lot of similarities.

      Ginger’s eyes met his again, “Give me a sec to let Tina know, and I’ll show you to the studio. I think that would be the quietest place for you to interview people.”

      Turning to the lady whose table backed up to hers, Ginger explained what was going on. When the two turned back to Noble, Ginger made introductions, “Mr. Harris, this is Tina Susedik. Tina, Mr. Harris.”

      “Nice to meet ya,” Tina nodded.

      “Nice to meet ya,” Noble tipped his hat, “Please call me Noble.”

      “Noble it is then,” Tina agreed, then to Ginger, “I’ll hold down the fort while you get Noble here organized.”

      “Alrighty then,” Ginger moved around the table and motioned for Noble to follow her back out into the foyer. As they passed through the double doors leaving the conference room, Ginger asked, “Do you know who you’re gonna interview first?”

      “Dan Frisbee,” Noble answered.

      “In that case, let me grab Tony to cover the front table, and we’ll get Dan on our way to the studio.” Ginger held up a finger to indicate that Noble should give her a second before turning to reenter the conference room.

      In less than a minute, she was back with a stocky, dark-haired young man dressed in a western shirt with the sleeves removed. The bulging biceps and shoulders left no doubt in Noble’s mind that Tony lifted weights.

      “Noble, this is Tony Brettman,” Ginger introduced them, “Tony, this is Noble Harris. Noble is helping Sheriff Davenport investigate a murder.”

      Tony offered Noble his hand, “Anything I can do to help, please let me know.”

      Noble shook the young man’s hand and nodded. Ginger stepped past them and started along the foyer to where Dan was still handing bags out to new arrivals. She briefly explained to Dan what was going on. Dan nodded and handed the bags he had been holding over to Tony. Without another word, Ginger and Dan walked away, heading for the other end of the foyer.

      And so it begins, Noble thought as he started after them.
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      And so it begins, the Guardian thought, and so it begins.

      The Guardian—the name had seemed appropriate. After all, what did a good guardian do? They protected those in their care and shooting Lysa had assured those in the Guardian’s care were protected.

      The death of Lysa Lynn was both necessary and justified as far as the Guardian was concerned. There had been no regret, no remorse, not even a momentary pause to consider whether or not to pull the trigger.

      It was done. The kingdom was secure. All within the kingdom were safe. The Guardian would lose no sleep over Lysa Lynn.

      Tomorrow, all would leave this place and travel home to continue their lives, and the death of Lysa Lynn would fade into history. The Guardian smiled.
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        * * *

      

      The room Noble was led to turned out to be a small conference room that had been transformed into a makeshift photography studio. A solid black backdrop affixed to a metal rack spanned the largest part of the back wall. Noble could see the edges of two windows peeking around both ends of the cloth. A rolling coat rack that partitioned off one corner of the room held a variety of clothing, most of it western in nature. Western hats, guns, knives, and chaps lined up along the edge of one wall caught Noble’s attention. He did a quick check to see if there was a .38 caliber pistol but did not see one.

      “Will this work, or no?” Ginger asked as she motioned to a set of tables just to the left of the door.

      “It’ll work fine,” Noble assured her, continuing his mental inventory of the room.

      “Alrighty then,” Ginger said, and as she walked away, added over her shoulder, “Guess I’ll get back to the signing. Holler if ya need anything.”

      “Should I sit here?” Dan asked, pointing to one of the three chairs in the room.

      Noble nodded, and once Dan was seated, he took the notepad from his shirt pocket and flipped it open. Normally, Noble would have chosen to sit across the table from the person he was interviewing, but both tables in the room were pushed up against the wall and covered with various costume accessories and camera equipment. After a moment of consideration, he simply pulled one of the other chairs around to face Dan and cleared a small section of one of the tables, so he had a place to write.

      “Dan Frisbee, I’m Noble Harris,” Noble introduced himself. “I don’t believe we’ve actually been introduced.”

      “Nice to meet ya,” Dan nodded. “Sheriff Davenport says you’re really good at solving cases.”

      “I guess we’ll see,” Noble shrugged. “Not much to go on so far. I’m hopin’ maybe you can help me.”

      Dan’s eyebrows furrowed. “Be more than happy to, but I’m not sure how helpful I’ll be.”

      Noble flipped the notepad to the page where he had previously taken notes and briefly studied what he had written before saying, “Sheriff Davenport told me you may have witnessed the alleged killer gettin’ into the elevator after the shootin’ last night.”

      “Yes.” Dan nodded.

      Noble waited for him to elaborate. When it became clear that Dan would not, he turned to the first empty page in his notepad and suggested, “Why don’t we back up a bit? Perhaps to dinner last night and go from there?”

      Dan nodded again. “Okay.”

      Once more, Noble waited. Once more, Dan sat as if he were waiting for the next question.

      Holy shit, Noble thought, it’s like pullin’ teeth with a paper clip.

      “So, where did you have dinner?” Noble asked.

      “At Oggie’s,” Dan answered, nodding towards the other end of the lodge.

      “Oggie’s?” Noble inquired.

      “Yeah,” Dan replied this time pointing in the same direction he had nodded earlier, “You know, the sports bar here in the lodge?”

      Noble jotted the name down, figuring Dan’s question was rhetorical. He wondered if all of his interviews today were going to be similar to this one. If so, it was going to be a long day.

      “Did you dine alone, or were you with someone?” Noble asked his next question.

      “I was with a group,” Dan answered.

      Noble waited, then raised an eyebrow. “Could I get the names of the others who dined with you?”

      “Sure,” Dan nodded. “Let’s see. There was me, and Linda Rae, then Jean.” Noble could tell from the way he pointed in a circular motion that he was mentally making his way around a table. “Then Robert and Tony, then Tina and Jane, and finally Ginger.” He nodded to his right as he spoke the last name.

      Noble, who had been jotting down the names, began at the top of his list, “That would be Linda Rae Sande?”

      Dan nodded his agreement.

      “And Jean,” Noble looked up from his list, “who would that be?”

      “That would be Jean Woodfin,” Dan clarified. “She is the event photographer.”

      Noble wrote her last name and the word “photo” out to the side before moving to the next name. “Robert would be Robert Kelly, and Tony would be Tony Brettman, the models?”

      “Correct.” Dan agreed.

      “And Tina and Jane?” Noble asked, pencil poised to write.

      “Tina Susedik. She’s an author,” Dan clarified, “and Jane Yunker. She’s also an author.”

      Noble filled in the two women’s last names and placed the word “author” beside their names before saying, “And Ginger, I’m guessin’ that would be Ginger Ring.”

      “And you would be guessing correctly,” Dan grinned.

      “So, authors, models, and a photographer,” Noble tapped the point of his pencil against the bottom of his notepad as he asked, “where do you fit into the picture?”

      Dan laughed, “Me? Well, let’s just say I’m a volunteer. I’ve been helping my good friend Linda Rae with this event since the start.”

      “Helpin’ how?” Noble’s eyes narrowed as he asked.

      Dan looked at the floor and tugged at his beard as if he was thinking about how to answer the question. When he looked back up, he said, “I help move things around and assist with the setup. Really, anything that needs to be done, if I can help with it, I do.”

      “Got it,” Noble jotted the word “help” out beside Dan’s name in his notepad, then asked, “So what did you do after dinner?”

      Dan answered quickly, almost as if he had rehearsed the response, “Me and Linda Rae opened up the conference room for the authors who hadn’t gotten their tables set up yet.”

      “If I’m not mistaken, Ginger Ring is a co-host of the event,” Noble reached over and tapped the memory book on the table as he spoke, “so would it be correct to assume that she went with y’all?”

      Dan shook his head. “No, she went with the models to do an all-models shoot down at the rodeo arena.”

      “And when you say all of the models?” Noble turned his attention back to his notepad.

      Dan leaned his head back and squinted one eye in thought, then tapped his right index finger on his leg as he spoke each name, “Ginger and Lysa, Rob, Tony, and Lemar.” When he finished the list, he raised an eyebrow and nodded at Noble.

      “Lysa and Lemar,” Noble repeated the two names back, then asked, “Lemar would be Charles Lemar Brown?”

      “Yes, but mostly we just call him Lemar,” Dan clarified.

      “Why is that?” Noble asked.

      “Have to asked him,” Dan shrugged.

      “Fair enough,” Noble half-grinned. “So, Davenport tells me you told him you saw Lysa and Lemar comin’ down the hall together last night, headed to her room.”

      “Yes, I did,” Dan half-mumbled.

      “Something wrong?” Noble asked.

      Dan looked down at his hands as if he was unsure whether he wanted to answer the question. When he finally raised his head, he shrugged. “I don’t know Lemar all that well, but he just doesn’t seem like the kind of guy who would kill someone, especially another model.”

      “I guess you’re figuring he must be pretty high on the suspect list to already be worryin’ ‘bout his welfare,” Noble laid his notepad down.

      Dan shrugged again. “He was the last one to be seen with her alive, and it would be my dumb luck to be the person who saw them together.”

      “Make you a might uncomfortable, huh?” Noble asked and watched as Dan nodded.

      The sound of movement behind him and the way Dan’s eyes moved to the door, let Noble know someone else had entered the room. Before he could turn to see who it was, a female voice began to apologize. “Oh my, I’m sorry. The door was open, and I didn’t realize there was anyone in here.”

      Noble rose and turned. Dan introduced the new arrival from his seat. “Noble Harris, this is Jean Woodfin, the photographer. Jean, this is Noble Harris, he’s investigating Lysa’s murder.”

      Noble watched as Jean’s face flushed. “I’m sorry to interrupt. I just need another battery for my camera.”

      “No problem, ma’am,” Noble said as he offered his hand.

      Jean shook it quickly before turning and starting for a large backpack in the far corner of the room. Noble had noticed her small stature, but when she picked up the pack, he realized she was only half as big as it was and shook his head. Jean failed to find the battery needed in the first compartment she opened. Flipping the pack around, she opened a second one, found it, and switched it out for the dead battery. She apologized again as she turned and started back toward the door.

      “Really, ma’am, it’s no problem,” Noble reiterated as Jean all but sprinted out of the room.

      Jumpy or just in a hurry to get back, Noble wondered to himself. Whichever it was, only time would tell, but the idea of someone else coming into the room behind him unannounced did not sit well in his mind. He stepped to the door and pushed it shut.

      As Noble turned back to Dan, “Now, where were we?”

      “You were asking me about seeing Lysa and Lemar in the hallway,” Dan reminded him.

      “Ah yes, that’s right.” Noble shook his head in agreement and then asked, “And what time was it you saw them?”

      Dan tugged at his beard before answering, “Just after ten o’clock.”

      Noble eased himself back into his seat, picked up his notepad, and wrote down the time Dan had given him in it. “And how can you be sure of the time?” he asked.

      “Because I had just come from the conference room where me and Linda Rae and Ginger had finished stuffing the giveaway bags,” Dan explained, “as Ginger was locking the doors, she said, ‘We did good this year. Finished before ten o’clock.’ Linda Rae looked at her watch and said, ‘Just barely. It’s four minutes ‘til.’ I went straight from there to my room. Can’t be exact, but it doesn’t take that long to get from one end of the lodge to the other, then ride an elevator to the fourth floor, so I’d say just after ten o’clock.”

      “Fair enough,” Noble wrote in his notepad as he spoke, then asked, “And exactly what were the two of them doin’?”

      “Lemar was helping her down the hallway toward her room,” Dan answered.

      “Helpin’ her?” Noble looked up from taking notes. “Helpin’ her why?”

      Dan looked down at the floor and sighed deeply before looking back up at Noble and answering, “I believe she was intoxicated.”

      “And why did you believe she was intoxicated?” Noble asked the question quickly and studied Dan’s eyes as he waited for the answer.

      Once again, Dan looked down before meeting Noble’s eyes and answering, “A couple of things, actually. The smell. The whole corridor reeked of alcohol. Then, the way Lemar was having to hold her up to keep her from falling on her face right there in the hallway.”

      “Did either of them see you?” Noble asked his next question.

      “I don’t think so,” came Dan’s response. “I was a good ten feet behind them, and because they were moving slow, I made it to my door and let myself in just about the same time they reached her door.”

      “So, you didn’t actually see Lemar go into the room then?” Noble’s brow raised as he asked.

      “Yes, and no,” Dan maintained eye contact with Noble as he spoke. “As I stepped into my room, I took one last glance down at the two of them. Lemar had a keycard for the door. The last thing I saw was him swinging the door open and Lysa pulling on him. I did not see him enter the room; I just figured he probably did since she was. . . well, you know, it’s the old two consenting adults kind of thing.”

      Noble shook his head. The idea of two adults consenting when one of them was too intoxicated to stand upright had always seemed a bit off to him. He saw no sense in voicing this opinion or getting into an ethological discussion on the matter at that moment, so instead, he studied Dan as he asked, “So you called it a night then?”

      “I did,” Dan nodded in agreement.

      “And you were in your room all night from then until this mornin’ when?” Noble asked.

      “Well, this morning I left my room a few minutes before seven o’clock to meet the girls for breakfast,” Dan looked past Noble, and for a moment, Noble thought someone was at the door.

      “But I wasn’t exactly in my room all night.” Dan’s eyes met Noble’s as he finished the statement.

      “You left your room during the night?” Noble’s eyes narrowed.

      “I did,” Dan nodded, then added, “I was just drifting off to sleep when I heard what sounded like a shot. At first, it didn’t register, and I thought I might have dreamed it. You know that crazy kind of feeling when you’re coming out of sleep and not sure what is real and what was a dream.”

      Noble nodded.

      Dan continued, “Something didn’t feel right, so I got up, pulled on my pants, eased the room door open, and stepped out into the hallway.” Dan closed his eyes as if he was trying to better visualize what he was about to say, then continued once more, “The corridor was empty, but there was someone getting into the elevator at the end of the hall. All I saw was a black bag, maybe leather, it could have even been a purse, and then the doors closed.”

      Noble made an entry in his notepad before asking, “Do you know ‘bout what time this happened?”

      “Eleven fifty-six,” Dan answered, “at least close to that time. I looked at the clock on the nightstand as I was getting back into bed.”

      “So, you didn’t investigate further?” Noble asked.

      “No.” Dan gave him a confused look.

      “If you thought a shot had been fired, why not?” Noble asked.

      Dan nodded his head slightly as if to indicate he understood before he went on. “I figured whoever it was getting on the elevator had probably dropped something or banged into a wall or the elevator door. I guess the image of Lysa and Lemar staggering down the hallway sort of took my mind in that direction.”

      “I can see how that could happen,” Noble nodded, “so after that, you didn’t leave the room until this mornin’ around seven?”

      “Correct,” Dan nodded.

      “Anything else you can think of that might help the case?” Noble asked.

      Dan shook his head.

      “If you think of anything else, please let me know,” Noble stood and offered Dan his hand, “I’ll be around all day.”

      Dan stood, and as they shook, he said, “If I think of anything else, you’ll be the first to know.”

      As Dan stepped around him, Noble returned to his seat and began to go back over his notes. At the door, Dan asked, “Open or shut?”

      Over his shoulder, Noble answered, “Open is fine.”

      “Want me to send anyone else in?” Dan asked.

      Noble looked up from his notepad as he answered, “No, thank ya. I need a minute to figure out who that will be.”

      Noble listened to the sound of Dan’s footsteps fading and then turned his attention back to his notes. Somewhere among the scribbles on the paper in front of him was a piece of twine for him to pull at; he could feel it. It was too early to be certain, but there was already a part of him that was sure he could solve this one.

      At the bottom of the page of notes he had taken, he wrote. . .

      
        
        Dan Frisbee: Do not rule out as a suspect yet.

        May be inserting himself into the case to keep tabs on its progress.
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      It was still early, but the preliminary information seemed to point straight at Charles Lemar Brown. Noble mentally warned himself not to be led by circumstantial evidence. He rose from his seat; his intention was to find Lemar.

      “Would it be alright if I grabbed my camera bag?” Noble turned at the sound of Jean Woodfin’s voice.

      “Yes, Ma’am,” Noble answered. “I was just fixin’ to step out for a minute, so the room’s all yours.”

      Jean started across the room toward her bag in the corner. Noble started out the door but turned at the last second and asked, “Miz Woodfin, how does this modelin’ stuff work?”

      Camera bag in hand, Jean turned around and gave him a questioning look but did not answer. Noble thought for a second. “That was kind of a broad question, I suppose. What I meant was, when do the models use this room? I see the backdrop and the light things, but no models so far.”

      Noble watched as Jean’s eyes narrowed and she looked past him, as if she was needed elsewhere. For a long moment, he thought perhaps she might not answer his question, but then she eased the bag to the floor, and explained, “It gets heavy fast.”

      Crossing the room, Jean eased herself into the seat Dan had vacated, before saying, “I’ve been on my feet a lot the last couple of days, so if it’s okay with you, I think I’ll sit while we talk.”

      “Perfectly fine with me, Ma’am,” Noble stepped away from the doorway and leaned against the wall.

      Jean took a deep breath and let it out slowly before beginning. “Some of the models get here on Wednesdays, but most don’t come in until Thursday sometime. The first sets—that’s a loose term we use for a group of photos—start sometime Thursday, usually late afternoon or early evening. Those are taken here. Then late in the evening, during the golden hour—that’s just before sunset and right after—we do a set outside. Then we shoot all day Friday, sometimes in here and sometimes outside at different locations.”

      “I see,” Noble pushed himself off the wall as he spoke. “Mind if I ask you a few more questions?”

      Jean smiled. “I figured you might want to. That’s why I took a seat.”

      Noble instantly decided he liked her. Her spunky attitude reminded him a bit of his late Granny. He slid into the chair across from her and pulled out his notepad, “Okay then, can you tell me who all came in on Wednesday?”

      Jean shook her head. “Not really,” she answered. “There was a problem with my flight, so I didn’t get here until mid-afternoon on Thursday. The only two people I know for sure who were here Wednesday are Ginger and Linda Rae.”

      Noble wrote Jean’s name at the top of a new page and made an entry below it of the day she arrived. Below that, he listed the names of Ginger Ring and Linda Rae Sande, placing the word Wednesday and a question mark at the end of each of their names. When he looked back at Jean, she was studying him intently.

      “Everything okay?” he asked.

      “Yes,” Jean answered, then asked, “Why shouldn’t it be?”

      Noble gave her a one-shoulder shrug and a half grin. “No reason, I guess. It’s just you were lookin’ at me…well, kinda strange.”

      Jean laughed. The laugh shocked Noble even more than the look he had seen on her face when he had looked up. It was one of those pure laughs, the kind that most people grow out of before they reach their teenage years. It was real, refreshingly so, and his half grin grew until it spread across his entire face.

      “Did I say something funny?” he asked.

      Jean waved a hand at him as she spoke. “Not at all. I was laughing at myself more than you. You’re not the first person to accuse me of lookin’ at ‘em kinda strange.” She did a fairly accurate Oklahoma accent for the last part of her sentence before switching back to her normal way of speaking. “It’s the photographer in me. I was studying your features and wondering if images of you might sell. With that scar along your jawline, I see cowboy or maybe even MC.”

      Noble felt the heat trying to crawl out from beneath the collar of his shirt. “MC? What is that?” he asked in an attempt to cover it up.

      “MC is short for motorcycle club. It’s a whole genre. The guys usually wear black leather,” Jean explained.

      Noble laughed at the idea of himself in a black leather biker’s vest and riding chaps. Not just a mere chuckle, but a deep laugh that originated from somewhere deep. It was a short burst, mere seconds, but it felt good. He tried to remember the last time he had laughed, really laughed, and could not.

      “I guess I said something funny.” Jean raised one eyebrow and grinned.

      Noble quickly composed himself. “I was just picturin’ myself in black leather.”

      Jean gave him a sidelong glance and continued to grin. “So, you’re saying you don’t think you could pull MC off?”

      Noble shook his head. “No ma’am, I don’t think so. That would be more of a Davenport kind of thing.”

      “Davenport?” Jean asked, and then quickly added, “Oh, you mean Kent. Yeah, I can see him on a MC cover.”

      “So, you know Kent Davenport?” Noble asked. He wondered if the suggestion of his modeling had been real or a way to distract him from the case. He found it hard to believe that the sweet little lady sitting in front of him would try to manipulate him but then reminded himself that this was a murder investigation, and he needed to stay focused.

      “I do,” Jean answered. “I met him last year here at the conference.”

      Noble made a short notation that Davenport had made an appearance at the previous year’s book signing, not because he felt it would help with the case but more as a reminder to harass Davenport about it. Finished writing, he let his mind wander briefly back to the first time he had met Davenport in the parking lot of the Oklahoma Bureau of Investigation building in Oklahoma City.

      “You can’t park there,” Noble had told Davenport when he pulled his Harley Davidson to a stop in the space next to Noble’s truck.

      Davenport revved the engine and gave Noble a confused look.

      “Hey, you can’t park there,” Noble shouted, and flashed his badge.

      With one final rev, Davenport shut the engine off and flashed a badge of his own. “You were saying? Looks like it’s a case of you show me yours and I’ll show you mine,” he grinned and wiggled his eyebrows.

      “So, you’re the new asshole on board?” Noble had turned to walk away.

      “Don’t be mad because mine is bigger than yours,” Davenport shot back as he stepped off his motorcycle. “It’s not your fault; it’s genetic.”

      Noble stopped and turned around, “What the hell are you talkin’ about? What’s bigger than mine?”

      Davenport stepped up on the curb, and with a confused look on his face answered, “Well, assholes of course. I thought that was what we were talking about. Seems to me you actually brought it up, and since you seemed to be quite the tight-ass, I just figured mine must be bigger than yours.”

      Noble shook his head, “Really?”

      “Yes, really,” Davenport answered. Then his eyes widened, and he added, “Oh shit, you thought I was talking about our dicks, didn’t you? Well, since you brought it up, mine is most definitely bigger than yours. Like at least three inches bigger.”

      “Mr. Harris,” Jean’s voice snapped Noble back to the present. “Did you have any more questions for me?”

      Noble fought back a rare blush as he answered. “You said earlier that you and the models…let me get this right,” he looked down at his notepad, “did sets, yes, sets on Thursday and then all day on Friday.”

      “That’s correct,” Jean nodded as he looked up from his notes. “But that was more of a statement than a question, now, wasn’t it?”

      “You got me there,” Noble smiled, then asked. “During the sets, was there anything out of the ordinary?”

      Jean chuckled, “You mean like an argument, or a fistfight, or someone threatening to kill someone else?”

      Noble grinned, “Yes, any of those, although they all seem a bit obvious. I guess what I’m really tryin’ to get at is, were there any problems? Did everyone work well together?”

      Jean folded her hands together in her lap and leaned slightly forward as she answered, “Mr. Harris, I’ve been doing this for a while now, and while I won’t say there are never any problems, this group of models always works very well together.”

      “So that’s a no, then?” Noble asked.

      “A solid no,” Jean answered.

      “One last question,” Noble flipped to the next page in his notepad before asking. “You said the models have always worked well together, so have all of the models here worked with Lysa Lynn before?”

      “No, sir,” Jean shook her head, then after a brief pause, “This was Lysa’s first time modeling.”

      “I see,” Noble stood as he spoke and offered Jean his hand. “Well, Miz Jean, I think I’ve kept you from your duties long enough. Thank you for visitin’ with me, and it was nice to meet you.”

      Jean took his hand as she rose from her seat and, with a smile, “You are very welcome, and it was nice to meet you as well. I hope you find who did this awful thing.”

      Noble watched as she crossed the room and retrieved her camera case. As she left, he scratched a few last notes onto his pad:

      
        
        Miz Jean Woodfin: Unlikely suspect.

        However, questioning her on Friday’s sets seemed to bother her for some reason.

        Also, showed pause when admitting this was Lysa Lynn’s first time working with the other models.
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      You may be good, but I’m better, the Guardian thought as Noble stepped through the doors of the conference room and scanned the space. It felt good to be in the same room as Noble. It felt exhilarating.
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      Noble spotted Jean as soon as he returned to the conference room. She was standing with Tony and Robert. Noble tried to tell himself there was nothing unusual about the three of them grouped together so soon after he had questioned Jean, but his cop instincts figured it was doubtful.

      Stay on task, he thought, you’re on the clock and time is already runnin’ short. With a shake of his head, he turned and began to make his way through the rows of tables. He had checked the layout on the map he had found in the canvas bag before leaving the modeling room, but now that he was back in the conference room, all the tables seemed to run together. It took him a moment to find Charles Lemar Brown in the crowd. Thankfully, the picture he had found of the author in the conference memory book had been taken recently enough for him to be easily identified.

      The long silver hair was the first thing that caught Noble’s eye. As he got closer, a well-kept beard of the same color became visible along with a pair of large, round glasses with black metal frames. The author had not been wearing these in his headshot, and Noble wondered if they were for reading.

      “What kind of books do you read?” Charles asked him as he stepped in front of the author’s table. The Oklahoma twang in his voice was unmistakable.

      Caught off guard by the question, Noble answered without thinking, “Louis L’Amour mostly.”

      “He was one of the first authors I fell in love with,” Charles remarked.

      “I see,” Noble nodded. “Actually, I’m not here about books.” Getting straight to the point, he added, “My name is Noble Harris, and I’m helpin’ the Sheriff’s office with a case. I need to ask you some questions.”

      “If this is about Lysa, I’ve already told Sheriff Davenport everything I know,” the frustration in the author’s voice did not go unnoticed.

      Noble shrugged. “I’m sorry to have to put you through this again, but it really is important to the case.”

      Charles’s shoulders slumped as he removed his glasses, folded them up, and slid them into the breast pocket of his western-print, pearl-snap shirt. “Okay, go ahead and ask your questions.”

      “What questions?” the woman seated to Charles’s left asked as she turned back around from the conversation she was having with an author behind her. Her hair was the same color as  Charles’s only a bit shorter, but the family resemblance was obvious.

      Before Noble could answer, Charles spoke up, “Amy, this is Noble Harris. He’s helpin’ with the murder investigation, and Mr. Harris, this is Amy. She’s my sister and assistant.”

      “What’s this about questions?” Amy asked, adding, “Haven’t you already given a statement?”

      “It’s okay, Sis,” Charles looked from her to Noble as he spoke. “Mr. Harris is only tryin’ to get to the bottom of things. If answerin’ some questions helps him catch Lysa’s killer, then I’m happy to do it.”

      Amy shrugged but did not look happy at all. Noble made a mental note of her demeanor.

      “I think it would be best if we went somewhere quieter,” Noble leaned forward a bit, hoping to draw less attention. “They have given me a corner of a conference room to conduct interviews.”

      “I see,” Charles responded with a frown, then turned to Amy. “I guess you’ll need to hold down the fort for a few. Just tell anyone who comes by I’ll be back soon.”

      “Okay,” Amy pulled her chair closer to the table as she spoke.

      Charles made his way around the table, and he and Noble started for the door. The two had barely gone six feet when the little grey-haired author at the table next to Charles’s table spoke up. “Lemar, where are you goin’, son?”

      Noble stopped and waited as Charles, or Lemar, began to explain that he was going to answer some questions in another room. When he finished, he turned to Noble and made introductions. “Noble, this is my mother, Carolyn Brown, but most folks just call her Momma Carol. Momma, this is Noble Harris.”

      Momma Carol extended her hand with a smile, “Nice to meet you, Mr. Harris. I hope you catch whoever did this awful thing.”

      Noble shook her hand and could not help but smile back. The handshake was warm but firm. The twinkle in her grey-blue eyes spoke of mischief.

      “Who is this?” a woman asked as she stepped up to the table and handed Momma Carol a bottle of water. To Noble, the new arrival looked like a shorter version of Amy and had the same mischievous twinkle in her eyes as Momma Carol.

      “This is Noble Harris,” Momma Carol made the introduction. “Mr. Harris, this is my youngest, Ginny Rucker, and the fella behind her is her husband, Bobby Rucker.”

      A round of handshakes and more questions ensued. Momma Carol recognized Noble’s accent and wanted to know where he lived in Oklahoma. Ginny wanted to know why Lemar, as she also called Charles, was being questioned again.

      Charles finally spoke up, “Sorry to rush, but the longer I’m away from my table, the less books I sell.”

      “You’re right,” Momma Carol agreed. “Y’all get on, but Noble you stop back by when you’re done, and we’ll have a visit.”

      Charles stepped back and allowed Noble to take the lead. As the two made their way across the room, Noble noticed the heads turning and caught short bits of murmured conversations. It would not take long before everyone in the room knew who he was and that he was helping with the investigation.

      The noise of the conference room dulled but did not disappear as Noble and Charles stepped into the corridor that separated the book signing from the makeshift photography studio. Noble strolled the short distance to the studio door, stepped back, and allowed Charles to enter the room first, then followed him in and closed the door.

      “Before we get into questions about Lysa,” Noble began as he motioned for Charles to have a seat, “do you prefer Charles or Lemar? I ask because I noticed your family calls you Lemar, but your books have your full name on them.”

      “I’d say Lemar,” Lemar answered as he eased into the chair Noble had indicated. “Most folks who know me call me Lemar. Charles was my dad’s name, so from an early age, I was called by my middle name.”

      “Then why not just go by Lemar Brown as an author?” Noble asked.

      “Some folks know me as Charles,” Lemar looked a bit sheepish as he answered. “Ya see, during an interview some years back, the fella who was conducting the interview kept referring to me as Charles because I had given my full name on the application. The application did not have a preferred name, and he never asked which name I preferred. When the interview was over, he took me around to meet the other employees and introduced me as Charles. Not wanting to say anything to my new boss, I just went along. Now the folks from that era of my life know me as Charles or Charlie. Anyway, that’s probably more information than you needed.”

      “Not at all,” Noble slid into the chair opposite Lemar and took out his notepad. “Information is why I’m here, and I’ve found that sometimes the most unlikely tidbit of information can be the exact thing that breaks an investigation wide open.”

      Noble opened his notepad to an empty page and held the page with his index finger as he flipped back through his notes from Jean and Dan. From the corner of his eye he observed Lemar, who watched patiently with each page flip. Lemar’s only movement was a steady, rhythmic bouncing of his right leg. Early in his career, Noble would have immediately suspected nervousness brought on by guilt. However, somewhere along the way, he had learned that just as often it was a sign of ADHD or sometimes just HD.

      Flipping back to the empty page, Noble looked up at Lemar and asked, “So how long had you known Lysa?”

      “Since Thursday afternoon,” Lemar answered immediately.

      Noble made a note on his pad and then asked, “So, you arrived here on Thursday?”

      “No, sir,” Lemar replied, “We got here Wednesday evenin’, but Lysa didn’t arrive until Thursday afternoon.”

      “How ‘bout the other models? How long have you known them?” Noble inquired.

      “I met them a year ago,” Lemar smiled, “right here in Deadwood.”

      Noble remarked, “Seems to be a good memory.”

      “Yes, it is,” Lemar nodded and continued, “I crossed off a couple of firsts. It was my first time to sign books at a big conference and it was my first time modelin’. Kind of a milestone in my life.”

      “Congratulations,” Noble said, “So this is kind of an anniversary for you, huh?”

      Lemar’s smile broadened, “Most definitely.”

      Noble looked down at his notes. “So, tell me how you ended up bein’ the one who saw Lysa to her room last night,” he instructed when he looked up again.

      The smile vanished from Lemar’s face, and he looked down at the floor for a long moment. When his eyes met Noble’s once again, he spoke, “Yesterday, Friday, we modeled all day. We started at ten o’clock and worked in here most of the day.” Lemar gestured around the room with his left hand. “We only broke for lunch about noon and dinner around five. After dinner, we caravanned to the rodeo grounds to take outside pictures and some group photos. On the trip over to the rodeo grounds, Lysa’s demeanor had changed. Throughout the day, she had been Miz Energetic just a movin’ ball of joy and positivity, but she was anything but when we met up after dinner. I thought maybe she had been cryin’ so I asked her if everything was okay. I think I expected her to tell me she was just tired, but instead she broke down. It turned out that when she went up to her room to freshen up for the evening photoshoot, her fiancé had called and…well, there’s really no easy way to say it. He dumped her for another woman. I think it was someone she knew.”

      Lemar paused.

      Noble waited for him to continue. When it became clear that Lemar was finished, he said, “Lysa opened up to you after a bad breakup. That still doesn’t explain how it was that you ended up bein’ the last one to see her alive.”

      Noble watched as Lemar stared at the floor and massaged his forehead with his right hand. Without looking up, Lemar continued, “While Lysa was gettin’ herself back together, in my truck… you know, fixin’ her makeup and whatnot…I told Rob and Tony what had happened. The three of us decided it would be good for her if we took her to the festivities in town after the shoot. Maybe get her mind off everything.”

      With a sigh, Lemar looked up from the floor and lowered his hand away from his forehead. “We had a really good time in town. None of us guys are drinkers, but Lysa…well let’s just say she wasn’t shy about tossin’ em back. She was pretty wasted by the time we found our way to the lodge parkin’ lot.”

      Lemar paused and shook his head. “Rob and Tony actually had to
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