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      Author Note





    

    
      This book is set in the League of Planetary Systems, which was founded in the not-too-distant future. Several planets in the Milky Way Galaxy joined together for trade and mutual protection. The League continues to grow as new planets petition for admittance. The citizens of the League represent many species, including the ogre-like Goranthi, the insectoid Martok, and the felinoid Katalan. As advanced and diverse as the League is, its problems are frighteningly familiar—greed, corruption, murder, genocide.

Frank and Jo Carey created the League as the setting for many of their science fiction tales, which span genres from Frank’s military science fiction and space opera to Jo’s sci-fi adventure and romance.

The outer fringes of League space are still being explored, and new planets continue to petition for membership. The League is part of a larger multiverse, providing an endless supply of tales to tell.

    

  

    
      CHAPTER ONE





    

    
      “Rehearsal in fifteen minutes,” I called, moving on down the passageway to do the same at the next door. “Rehearsal in fifteen minutes.” Once I’d knocked on the door of each competitor, I headed upstairs to the auditorium to make sure it was unlocked and the sound engineer was ready for us. 

“Kat, wait, please,” Gortach said.

I stopped and waited for the male dancer from Tralaska to catch up with me. “What can I do for you, Gortach?”

“I know we have rehearsal, but I can’t find Prima anywhere. What will you do if she doesn’t show up in time? Will we be disqualified?”

“I’m sure she’ll be there in time. Maybe she’s already in the auditorium. Let’s go see. We can change the rehearsal order if your turn comes up before she arrives,” I offered.

Appeased for the moment, the Tralaskan followed me into the ship’s opulent auditorium. The minute I opened the door, they pounced. How in the heck did I end up being the babysitter to ten prima donnas? I wondered. This is not what I expected when I took this job with Galactic Cruise Lines. “See the galaxy,” they said. “Meet interesting people,” they said. “It’ll be fun,” they said. Lies, all lies. Well, OK. Maybe not all lies. I was seeing some of the galaxy, and I had met some interesting people. I was still waiting for the fun part to kick in.

I signed on as the assistant cruise director aboard the SS Malpais, the newest ship in the Galactic Cruise Line fleet. The name should have served as a warning. Malpais is Spanish for badlands, but I was in desperate need of a change. After spending too many years locked away in a dreary university laboratory studying interspecies relationships for my doctorate in Galactic Sociology, I decided I should get out and see how the species interacted with each other. The fact that I had returned from my graduation party to find Trevor, my fiancé of two years, exploring interspecific relationships on a much more personal level left me ready for an adventure and a change of scenery.

“Everyone, quiet down and take your seats. I’ll deal with all your questions one at a time in an orderly fashion,” I said. I had hoped to get a few quiet minutes in the auditorium to prepare for the onslaught, but that ship has sailed. Good one, Kat, I thought to myself. Sometimes you have to make your own fun.

I laid out the plan for rehearsal and reviewed the competition rules. The competition would take place in the dining room after dinner service each night. The couples each chose their style of dance for round one. Once I’d answered about a thousand inane questions ranging from whether or not they had to dance in their actual bodies or could use a synth, to whether or not they would be awarded points for costuming, I was ready to get this over with.

“OK. The order for rehearsal is not the order for tonight’s competition. Your performance order for tonight will be drawn between the first and second courses of dinner service,” I explained. They grumbled and tried to ask more questions, but I ignored them. “Tatiana and Petrov, you’re up first. Take your music to the sound booth, and I’ll go open the stage curtains. 

“Kat, it would be sooo much better if we could rehearse in the dining room. We need to know what space we have to work in. This rehearsal is a waste,” Strake, the male Martok competitor, grumbled. 

“I’ve already explained that we have no access to the dining room for rehearsals. You all agreed to this when you signed your contracts,” I reiterated.

I walked up the stairs on the right side of the stage and pressed the control to open the heavy curtains. Nothing happened. I tried again. No joy. “Engineer, can you open the curtains from the booth?” I asked into my headset.

I was looking up at the engineer’s booth at the rear of the theater when the assembled dancers screamed and pointed to the stage behind me. I turned to find the curtains partially open and Prima, the female Tralaskan competitor, dangling from cables in the ceiling. Gortach ran to the stage screaming her name. 

“Engineer, call the doc and security. Now! Gortach, stop,” I cried, putting myself between the charging Tralaskan and his dangling partner. “Gortach, listen to me. We have to handle this carefully. This could be a crime scene.”

Ted and Rustin rushed to the stage to help me hold Gortach back. Rustin’s tentacles came in handy as the three of us struggled to restrain Gortach. 

I needed to check for a pulse but couldn’t reach high enough. Before I knew what was happening, Gortach lifted me gently up so that I could reach Prima’s dangling wrist. As I expected, there was no pulse. “You can put me down now.” 

I took quick stock of the assembled dancers. Artemus, the Katalan male, was sitting in his seat seemingly unaffected by the corpse of his fellow competitor hanging like a disco ball over the stage. His partner, Felicity, was nowhere in sight. I assumed she was still in the dressing room. “Artemus, go into the hall and guard the doors. Do not let any passengers in here.” As I made my way down the stairs at the side of the stage, I felt something stick into the sole of my shoe. Without thinking, I reached down, picked up the small seashell, and put it in my pocket.

Over the next few minutes, which seemed like a lifetime, I got all the dancers to take their seats and made calls to Captain Greshock and Stone Ma’Sal, my boss.

    

  

    
      CHAPTER TWO





    

    
      “Ms. Mitchell, what is going on here?” Captain Greshock asked as he stood facing me. 

“We were just starting our rehearsal for tonight’s show. I was unable to open the curtains, so I asked the engineer to open them from the control booth. When he did, we saw Prima. She’s the competitor from Tralaska,” I explained.

Before the captain could question me further, he was inundated with questions from the security officer and the doctor who had arrived in the auditorium. The three of them walked off and spoke in hushed tones at the edge of the stage. 

I thanked all of their Gods that the dancers were sitting quietly, trying very hard not to look at the dangling body of their former competitor. Perhaps I can attribute it to the shock, but I found myself thinking that this might put an end to GCL’s newest crazy scheme of staging competitions like those in old Earth reality television shows. I know it was wrong, but it’s what ran through my head. I had been opposed to the idea from the start, but the cruise line was sure that people would love it. The passengers could support the competitors from their home world and bet on the outcome at the ship’s sports betting windows in the Casino. It was a low-cost way to provide entertainment and make additional money from the passengers. Had they bothered to ask my opinion, I would have pointed out that some species in the League are aggressively competitive. I was concerned that pushing the competition side of things could lead to unpleasant confrontations between those supporting different competitors. I explained that to Stone, the cruise director, but he assured me people came on cruises to have fun, and that’s all it would be.

“Ms. Mitchell, I’m Ren Listripan, the ship’s security officer. Can I speak with you for a moment?” he asked, taking my arm and steering me to the back of the auditorium. “I’m sure you’re finding this difficult. I can assure you we’ll handle this as quickly and quietly as possible,” he said.

“Thank you, Mr. Listripan. I know the dancers are anxious to go to their rooms and have some time to try to put this morning’s events into perspective. Let me know if I can be of further assistance,” I said, starting back toward the competitors to release them. 

“Ms. Mitchell, wait. We’re going to need statements from everyone, and I’m sure the captain, or someone from his staff, will want to talk to them about how this news will be handled with the passengers,” Mr. Listripan said.

“I understand. Please, call me Kat.” I’d been introduced to the security officer and all the staff on board the Malpais on my first day, but I hadn’t had a chance to get well acquainted with many of my co-workers yet. I’d made an instant connection with Henri, the Alturan chef who could work miracles with an egg, a pat of butter, and a cup of cream, but otherwise I was still in that get-acquainted stage.

We were all forced to sit there while they lowered Prima’s body to the stage and put it in a body bag. We listened to the discussion about how to remove the body without raising concerns among the passengers. In the end, someone brought in a large laundry cart, the body bag was placed inside, and they added towels to the top. I was appalled and aggravated. While I could understand GCL’s interest in not creating a panic, it seemed a disrespectful and inappropriate way to handle Prima’s body.

I’ll admit it. I’m a mystery fan. I read mystery novels. I enjoy a good “who done it?” movie plot more than I should. While I sat there, I started wondering how this horrible accident could have happened. I couldn’t see how Prima could have gotten into that position by herself, but I didn’t want to entertain the thought that she could have been murdered.

Once the body was removed, I assumed they’d get around to taking our statements, but I was wrong. My boss, the cruise director, a Goranthi named Stone, came over to explain what was going on. I know. You’re wondering just how many clues I needed to know this whole job was a bad idea—a ship whose name means bad country with an ogre for a cruise director. In my defense, I was not at the top of my game when I received the offer from GCL. I wanted a change, and I surely got it. 

Stone plodded up to me and put his huge arm around my shoulders. “How are you holding up, Kat?” he asked. I squirmed out from under his arm before I needed a chiropractic visit. Stone was a big guy. I suppose I should have more enlightened views based on my sociology degree, but the easiest way to describe Stone, and most of his species, is that they are ogre-like. Don’t get me wrong, I love Stone. He’s been a great boss so far, and I think we’re becoming good friends, but even when he tries, he can’t possibly be gentle.

“I’m OK, Stone. What do we need to do? I know we have to give statements, but we’ve been here for hours. I fear someone else may come to harm if they don’t let us leave this room soon.”

“I know. It won’t be much longer. Can you run your rehearsal in the small auditorium and work around whoever security is questioning?” he asked.

“Why bother? After GCL figures out what they plan to do with the competition, we can regroup and rehearse if necessary,” I said.

“Kat, this is show business. The show must go on,” he said with a flip of his overly muscular wrist. “Tonight’s competition will go on as planned, though without the Tralaskan competitors for obvious reasons. I’ll let security know the order for questioning the dancers. I’ll have them leave you until last.” He turned and headed for the door. “Good luck. Break a leg,” Stone called to the dancers over his shoulder as he walked up to speak with Mr. Listripan. Breaking a leg sounded like a good idea to me, but just not one of mine.

    

  

    
      CHAPTER THREE





    

    
      I assumed the dancers would be appalled that they were expected to compete that evening as though nothing had happened. You really would think that a Ph.D. in Galactic Sociology would have given me a better understanding of how people of any species work.

After a brief conference with Mr. Listripan, I stood in front of the competitors. “I’ve been told the show must go on, so we’re going to move to the small auditorium to run through our rehearsal. The security staff will be taking statements from each of us. We’ll work around that as best we can. Follow me.”

The dancers picked up their shoes and other belongings and followed me to the small auditorium located just across the hall. The sound engineer joined us. I was relieved to see there were no stage curtains and nothing unexpected dangling over the stage. 

“OK. I know you must be very upset…” I had prepared what I hoped would be a motivational speech on our way to the new space. I expected them to be weepy and distraught, but when I looked at them, I realized they looked exactly as they had when we met for rehearsal earlier. If any of them had shed a tear, they must have the best waterproof mascara known to man. There was no sign of concern about anything other than their own performances. 

Felicity and Artemus were first up for rehearsal. The Katalan couple took the stage and gave a very dramatic performance. I found myself mesmerized by their tails. They were very smooth, and I was enjoying watching them. I tried to concentrate on their performance, so I could take a break from the images of Prima’s dangling body that kept surfacing in my mind. 

Partway through, Felicity stopped and turned to face Artemus with her hands fisted on her hips and her tail showing her irritation. “Artemus, for the gods’ sake, can’t you remember the routine? We’ve done this hundreds of times, and I’m still dragging you through it. Get your head in the game.”

She turned and motioned for the engineer to restart their music. They finished their dance just as Mr. Listripan came in and leaned down to speak with me. He was agreeable to questioning Artemus and Felicity first as soon as they were finished. When they left the stage, Felicity was still clearly fuming at Artemus and openly flirting with Mr. Listripan. It wasn’t unusual to see a female of any species flirting with him. Ren Listripan was a Venlanten royal. It seemed that every woman, young and old, fell under his spell. I’ll admit the man is gorgeous. He’s over six feet tall with pale skin and dark wavy hair. For me, it’s the icy blue eyes that seem to look right into your soul, that hold the most appeal, but I grew up watching old Earth movies. The tales of vampires were some of my favorites, and I could never look at Mr. Listripan without my subconscious calling up an image from one of those films.

“Of course, Officer. I’d be happy to help,” Felicity said, swishing her tail and hooking her arm into his as they headed out the door with Artemus trailing behind. Stone walked in as they were leaving and took the seat beside me. 

“Marian and Strake, you’re up next,” I called out.

“What was that all about?” Stone asked, pointing to the door.

“Artemus and Felicity were finished rehearsing, so security is going to question them,” I said. 

“It looked like Felicity was being a little overly friendly with the Malpais’ Chief of Security,” Stone said.

“Yeah, I noticed. What’s up with that?” I asked.

“The Venlanten is always a hit with the females on board. Have you gotten personally acquainted with our Mr. Listripan yet?” he asked, laying his huge arm over the back of my seat. “Perhaps you’ll be the exception.”

There had been a few times since I arrived on the Malpais when I thought Stone was flirting with me. Being hit on by my boss is bad enough, but he’s a Goranthi and, rumor has it, he’s only interested in other males. Sometimes it feels like all of his attention is just genuine friendly concern, but I still wasn’t sure how to read the situation. Suddenly, I felt the need for a very hot shower. I stood up and made my way to the sound booth. 

Watching the Martok couple perform was a little like watching two ants struggling with a large load. The music sounded like buzzing to me, and the dance movements were more like what would be called modern dance on Earth. I couldn’t begin to tell you whether or not it was good, but at least they got through it without biting each other’s heads off. God, I couldn’t seem to help making inappropriate comments in my head. I knew better, but I just couldn’t stop myself. I guess this is my way of dealing with the stress.

“Petrov and Tatiana, you’re up,” I said. Watching the two Storens was a bit like watching teddy bears dance. The Storen race evolved from river and mountain otters. They were human-sized, with short fur covering their entire bodies. They had small ears on the tops of their heads. They had chosen a playful routine that only added to what I’m now calling ‘the teddy bear effect.’ 

Next up were the Alturan couple, Rustin and Nisome. They literally floated across the floor. It was beautiful and entertaining. They were the front runners in my mind. Security was coming in every few minutes to retrieve competitors for questioning, and we were almost finished with the rehearsal. Artemus returned and took the seat beside me. “Did you need something, Artemus?” I asked.

“We’re finished with our statements. I just came to see how you were doing,” he said.

“I’m fine. It was quite a shock. Did security tell you anything about what they think happened?” I asked.

“No. They just took our statements, then handed us off to the First Mate who made us sign some paperwork saying we wouldn’t divulge anything about what happened to the press or anyone.”

“Sorry. I guess I should have realized they wouldn’t want to cause a panic,” I said.

Gortach walked in while the Storens were dancing and took the seat on my other side. 

When the music ended, he asked, “Do you know what the passengers will be told about Prima’s death?” 

“I’m sure Stone will make a statement tonight saying you had to withdraw from the competition for unforeseen circumstances,” I said. “Are they finished questioning you?”

“Yeah. They told me I could go back to my cabin. They said it would be best if I didn’t interact with the passengers. Can you help me arrange to get home from our next port? I don’t want to stay here anymore,” he said.

“Ms. Mitchell, follow me, please,” Mr. Listripan said from the doorway. It was my turn in the interrogation chair.

“I’ll talk to Stone and see what I can do,” I said, giving Gortach a consoling pat on the shoulder.

    

  

    
      CHAPTER FOUR





    

    
      Giving my statement was less stressful than I anticipated, or perhaps, I just reached my stress limit hours ago. Mr. Listripan, Ren, asked me to recount how the body was found, which I did. It was all very straightforward. I hoped that he might share some information about what happened to Prima, but he didn’t.

“Ms. Mitchell, I understand from Stone that you are the person who has spent the most time with the competitors. Is there anyone in the group you feel would have had a reason to harm Ms. Briner?” Ren asked.

“Are you saying this wasn’t an accident?” I asked.

“We won’t know for sure until Doc completes her examination, but it looks likely that Ms. Briner was murdered,” Ren said.

“I have spent more time with the competitors than anyone else on board, but we’ve only been underway for twenty-four hours, so that isn’t much time to get acquainted,” I responded.

“Still, you must have some general impressions of each of them,” Ren said.

“I can tell you they are all accomplished dancers who are very serious about this competition. That would have given all of them a motive, except for Gortach, I guess.”

“Were the Tralaskan couple the front runners in the competition?” he asked.

“I don’t have any idea. Their first round of competition is tonight. They did an exhibition performance last night. I’m no expert on ballroom dancing, but I would say three of the five couples seemed to stand out after that performance.”

“Were the Tralaskans one of those three?” he asked.

“Yes, as were the Alturans and the Katalens, in my opinion.”

When I was wrapping up my discussion with Ren, I got a message to go to Stone’s office when I was released by security. I wanted a cup of good, strong coffee, a hot shower, and a few hours alone to wrap my head around what happened, but it seems that will have to wait. I made my way to Stone’s office, stopping outside the door to take a few breaths and steel myself to fight off his ridiculous attempts at flirting if that’s what it was.

For the first time since my interview, Stone stayed on his side of the desk and was all business. I guess the fates decided even I deserved a break today. Stone explained the passengers would be told the Tralaskan couple had to withdraw from the competition for personal reasons. Galactic Cruise Lines did not want any hint of this getting out to the media. The competition would continue as planned without the Tralaskan couple. 

“We’ll have to come up with an idea for another round of competition, since the elimination will put us one day short of our schedule. Give it some thought and let me know if you come up with anything,” he said.

“I will. Is there anything else?” I asked, making my way toward the door. 

“I know it’s been a stressful day, and I hate to do this to you, but let the competitors know each of them will need to do a short solo performance tonight to lengthen the show,” he said, standing up and heading my way.

“They won’t be happy,” I said as he put his hand on my shoulder. I would have argued the point, but I just wanted to escape. “Fine. I’ll tell them,” I said, and rushed out the door.

Back in my room, I sent a message to all the competitors letting them know about the change. I looked at the clock and realized I only had an hour before I had to appear at dinner. I was still waiting for the fun to start.

    

  

    
      CHAPTER FIVE





    

    
      In the dining room, I did my associate cruise director best to drum up interest in the competition. I visited various tables and talked about how interesting the rehearsals had been. 

One table of Tralaskans had created a small display featuring photos and articles about Prima and Gortach. 

“That’s so nice of you,” I said when I stopped at their table. I was genuinely touched. “Do you know them personally?” 

“No, but we are Tralaskan,” one of the males said.

“Clearly, Gortach and Prima are the couple to beat,” his female companion said. Her tablemates all agreed. There was one thing I learned during my studies that had been proven true repeatedly--Tralaskans had a strong sense of superiority. 

My table assignment for the night was with a group made up of Earth humans and Alturans. They were all quite friendly and seemed to be getting acquainted as one expects cruise passengers to do. I was glad to have such a friendly group. I was able to enjoy my meal and worry about the competition without having to carry the conversational load. After the first course, Stone called me up to oversee the drawing of the performance order for the evening. 

“Ladies and gentlemen, I’m sorry to announce that, due to unforeseen circumstances, Prima and Gortach, our wonderful dancers from Tralaska, have withdrawn from the competition. Tonight, we have a special treat for you. Our remaining competitors will be performing solos for you before we start the competition round,” he explained. He stayed on the mic while I held out the crystal bowl so each couple could draw a number. I had the dancers line up in their performance order while Stone spurred the crowd to encourage the dancers with a round of applause. 

I returned to my seat and was able to enjoy the rest of my meal. When dessert service started, I excused myself and went backstage to organize the dancers. It looked like there had been an explosion in the birdhouse at the zoo caused by a rhinestone bomb. I’d never seen so many feathers and rhinestones in my life. I thought I might need my sunglasses to cut down on the glare from the shimmering, sparkling contestants. Matte was not a word in the ballroom dance dictionary. Everything and everyone sparkled. I found myself wondering how anyone with an allergy to feathers could compete in this sport.

The Martok couple had drawn the number one spot, so Strake, the male of the pair, would be dancing first in the solo performances. His body was wrapped in leather strips with spikes. His war dance performance seemed to frighten the crowd more than entertain them. He received polite applause. His partner, Marian, fared a little better with her Latin number. While I understood the appeal of an interspecies competition, the body types and movements of the various species were capable of were not similar, and it made it difficult to judge one against another.

An Alturan version of the dance of the seven veils performed by Nisome seemed to be the crowd favorite judging by the cheers, whistles, and applause. 

I tried not to get involved in the dancers’ conversations but was surprised at the barbs directed toward their fellow competitors. The Storen couple, Tatiana and Petrov, would be my pick for the congeniality award. I didn’t hear them say anything negative about their competitors, though Tatiana seemed to have only negative comments for her partner. The rest of the couples were horrible to each other. I guess I expected there’d be some level of respect for other dancers. I didn’t see much of that. Just like thieves, I quickly learned that there was no honor among this group of competitive dancers. I hoped some of it was just that they were overstressed by Prima’s death and the last-minute changes to the competition.

I stayed in the background as much as possible as an interested observer. I didn’t have a good view of the performances, but judging by the response of the crowd, I assumed that the Katalan couple had done something amazing or shocking. For their sake, I hoped it was amazing.

The group took the floor for bows while I took the mic and explained the voting and elimination procedure. It was quite simple. Every passenger voted on their way out of the dining room by dropping a chip, much like a poker chip, into the bucket of the couple they wanted to receive their vote. GCL staff, meaning me, would count the chips and determine the two lowest-scoring couples. Those two would be notified in the morning, and tomorrow night’s performance would be a dance-off with the lowest-scoring of the two couples eliminated from the competition. 

The dancers took their final bows and went off to schmooze with the crowd while I went in search of Ren Listripan. I was anxious to learn if they had determined the cause of Prima’s death.

    

  

    
      CHAPTER SIX





    

    
      I saw Ren earlier in the evening standing in the rear of the dining room watching the show. I caught up with him as he was heading out the door. “Ren, wait. Can I talk to you for a minute?” I asked.

“Sure thing, Kat,” he said. “I was on my way to the staff lounge. Care to grab a drink while we talk?”

I agreed, and we made our way down to the deck that housed the staff common areas—lounge, cafeteria, gym.

Beers in hand, we took a seat at a table in the back of the lounge. “I wanted to find out if you’ve determined what happened to Prima,” I said. I was hoping he’d tell me it was some type of horrible accident, but something in the back of my mind was telling me I might not like his answer.

“We don’t know much yet. We sent all the information and photos back to the home office. I usually deal with missing wallets and the occasional fistfight. If it was murder, it would be difficult to investigate when we have to keep everything from the passengers. It makes conducting a proper investigation very challenging,” he said. I was surprised by his honesty.

“I want to believe it was just an accident, but I can’t see how she could have gotten her ankle caught in those wires as high up as they were. I hate to think that someone did that to her on purpose,” I said. “I just met the competitors on Sunday when they boarded. I can’t say that Prima was particularly friendly, but I think she acted normally for a Tralaskan female.”

“Doc might be able to tell you something more,” he said.

“Thanks for the drink, Ren. I think I’ll go see if Doc is in Sickbay before I go back to my room and start counting votes.”

“I’d be happy to stop by to help you with the counting,” he said. His comment sounded harmless enough, but the look that accompanied it was overtly suggestive. 

“Thanks for the offer, but I’ll take care of it tonight.” 

“Perhaps another time then,” he said as he walked me to the door. I had the distinct impression Ren was flirting with me.

What was it with these guys? I certainly wasn’t beautiful or overly sexy. Yes, one of the reasons I took this job was to escape my previous relationship, but that doesn’t mean I’m ready to hook up with every guy on the ship. I must admit, Ren was certainly attractive. According to Stone, our Chief of Security was quite popular with the single females on every cruise, but I wasn’t ready to get involved with anyone.

I made my way to Sickbay and found Doc making notes in a chart. “Hi, Dr. Casey. Do you have a minute?”

“Certainly. Do you need medical attention?” she asked as she closed the chart and laid her stylus on top. Being an Alturan, Doc could hold the chart with one tentacle, leaving several more appendages free for performing other tasks. She watched me with two eyes while the third was watching something on a monitor. I envied her.

“Nothing like that. I was wondering if you had any more information about what happened to Prima. I spoke with Ren earlier, and he didn’t seem to know much.”

“I’m sorry to tell you that Ms. Briner was murdered.”

“Murdered. Oh no. I knew that was a possibility, but I hoped it was just an unfortunate accident.”

“Sit down. You look like you might faint. I’m sorry if I shocked you. I assumed you had already figured out that she couldn’t possibly have done that to herself. She was dead before she was suspended from the wires.”

“God, this just keeps getting worse. If she was murdered, that means the murderer is still on the ship. Does the captain know?”

“He does. I told him my suspicions at the scene this morning and sent him my final report right before dinner.”

“Do you know what they plan to do to investigate?”

“You should probably speak with the captain if you’re concerned. I believe they’ll be bringing someone on board to handle the murder investigation. Someone with more experience in this sort of thing from the home office of GCL. Forgive me, but I can’t seem to remember your name
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