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      I have to admit, for a year or so, I wasn’t certain that I could get this magazine back up and going again. I always wanted to, I had enough fiction for it, but I did have a solid memory of the focus it took for a straight 44 months, plus a couple months ahead of that, to do those issues.

      Four years of solid focus.

      And with everything I detailed out in the introductions to the last two issues, that seemed impossible over the last few years to ever regain that focus.

      But now I have the focus back, even though we just came through the year from hell. I turned seventy, got back writing solidly, and managed to carve out the time it would take to do the learning curve to tackle a new InDesign program I needed to go through to get this going again.

      Also, I had some books already done that had never been in these pages, plus I had upwards of seventy-five stories I had written and done nothing with.

      So, I had the inventory and the focus.

      But wow, as I have learned a few hundred times, getting started is so much harder than just keeping going. While I was doing the 44 issues in a row, I had habits set up and patterns every month that kept the issues coming out.

      For the first thirty or so, I did all the layout myself as well, and then for the last dozen I gave that task over to someone who was helping me. To be honest, those twelve or so were much, much harder than when I was doing everything, strangely enough. I had broken the pattern and never built a new one.

      This time, I am back to doing the layout, which was why the learning curve on InDesign. I need to keep my fingers on every bit of this magazine, to not only make it my fiction, but how I want it to feel.

      The process for each issue is now pretty simple.

      I put the entire contents of the issue together, with this introduction, all the story introductions, and the order of everything in the issue. I send it to WMG Publishing where they get it off to a copyeditor.

      After that step, they send me back the file and I flow it into InDesign and lay out the issue, table of contents, copyright page, all the short story covers, and a ton of ads for my other books and projects.

      I do it all.

      I also do the cover and back cover of the magazine.

      I then, with all the art, short story covers, and everything, I send it back to WMG so they can put the short story covers I did into the electronic edition and load all of the different forms to the printing and distributors for people to buy.

      WMG also does the fulfillment of subscription copies.

      The reason that they do those steps is that they don’t want me touching their process of loading things to Amazon and D2D and Kobo and the others. They are afraid I might break something. I don’t blame them.

      And they have the army of copyeditors as well for that step.

      So now, I feel like I am starting to build some patterns with this. January issue came out on time, February issue is tracking on time, and this is the March issue.

      I’m excited and having fun. And for me, that is really what matters.

      

      
        
        —Dean Wesley Smith

        February 4th, 2021
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      Marble Grant and Sims work as two ghost agents in the Poker Boy universe. They crawl into people’s heads and try to help them.

      Working alone, late at night on the Vegas Strip, Marble runs into a man so lost in grief, he seems to be dying.

      Sometimes dying might be the best solution.

      Sometimes living becomes a torture.

      But not for Marble and Sims to decide.
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      As a Ghost Agent, on a normal day, I am inside a couple hundred people’s minds. I know their thoughts, dreams, heartaches, and hidden secrets that sometimes they even hide from themselves.

      Luckily, as a Ghost Agent, once I leave a person’s mind, their memories and such tend to fade very quickly. I describe the knowledge I get from inside another person about their life as like a smell.

      Mostly not a bad smell, not a great smell, just a smell that lingers for a moment and then vanishes on the winds of time.

      When I first told Sims, my Ghost Agent partner and lover, about how I thought of the memories, she laughed and from that moment forward, when working together and one of us came out of a particularly bad human with little redeeming social qualities, we would wave our hand in front of our face like trying to clear out a bad fart.

      It always made the other laugh.

      In the months since I had died and started working as a Ghost Agent, I thought I had seen pretty much everything. I had found and Sims and I stopped one serial killer. I had kept numbers of people from committing suicide, cured untold numbers of gambling and drinking addictions, and did my share of marriage counseling when the couples belonged together.

      After all, that was what Ghost Agents did.

      And I liked doing it, to be honest. For the first time since I had become a superhero over a hundred years before, I felt really worthwhile.

      I had to die to get to really help people. Go figure.

      Around me now, the cool Las Vegas night felt wonderful against my skin. I had on my normal jeans, tennis shoes, and expensive blouse and luckily even though it was past midnight, the air hadn’t cooled off enough for me to need a jacket.

      I was working alone at the moment. Sims was already back in our wonderful condo fast asleep in our giant bed and I was feeling like it was time to go back and join her.

      She worked mornings while I slept in, then we worked afternoons together, then we spent the evenings together socially, then I went back out when she went off to bed.

      We tried to go out on a date night at least once per week, but that often turned into work as well. Tough to be a Ghost Agent and not work.

      Tonight I had been sort of walking along the Strip sidewalk in front of the Fountains at the Bellagio and watching people, checking any that looked like they might need some help.

      I called it my “street walker” route. I wasn’t looking for sex and no one could see me, but walking this area of the Strip sidewalk, I always felt like one of the girls of the night. I couldn’t imagine doing it for real, but I knew a few of the normal-looking women along here did.

      Tonight, there had been nothing at all unusual until I came across a guy standing alone, staring at the fountains but not really seeing them.

      Sims called that the “blank stare of doom” and I knew with this guy it meant problems.

      So I moved over to him, figuring he would be my last for the night, and melded inside of him.

      The grief, the sorrow, the depth of anguish were so strong, I almost choked. It caught me by surprise as the weight of it all seemed to push down on my shoulders.

      I couldn’t see through it.

      It was like a red fog in his entire body, so thick, no sign of anything could be seen. I couldn’t even get his name.

      I stepped back out into the night air and took a couple of deep breaths to let the smell of those red feelings of sorrow and grief fade.

      Wow, that guy was in trouble.

      Serious trouble.
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      After a few deep breaths to really clear my mind from all of his emotions, I stepped back and really looked at the guy for the first time.

      On first glance he seemed normal. Black slacks, nice suit jacket, blue shirt under it without a tie. His shoes were expensive and his haircut clearly styled.

      The guy had money.

      He would have been a fairly handsome man for mid-forties under normal circumstances, but the blank look just turned him into more of a mannequin look.

      I took a deep breath of the cool night air and stepped back into the guy.

      Sorrow.

      Grief.

      Waves of it, all colored red.

      I felt like I was drowning in it. My first instinct was to leave again, which I did.

      After a couple more deep breaths, I walked about three paces away from the guy and turned and looked back at him, trying to really see his aura.

      It wasn’t black. Black meant danger and I would have gone for help instantly with black.

      But this guy’s aura was a bright, blood red and tight against him.

      A tight aura meant one of two things. He was the most contained man on the planet, or he was dying. As a person died, their aura drew in on them, closer and closer to the surface.

      I was betting with this guy he was dying.

      I had never seen anything like it before. Blood red aura and tight.

      This guy was in real trouble.

      Immediate trouble.

      I took one more deep breath and braced myself against the powerful emotions. I needed to get inside this guy’s mind, find out what had happened, at least learn his name.

      And I tried.

      I really did try.

      I never made it to his mind through the flood and weight of emotions. But I did get his name. Dale Canfield.

      And I caught a glimpse that he had been a major business person in this town but I had no idea what he had done.

      I stepped out of him and took a few more deep breaths. I needed help on this one.

      I made sure he didn’t look like he would be moving, then jumped to my wonderful bedroom in the condo in the Ogden in downtown Las Vegas.

      Sims was beautiful, curled up on her side under our quilt and sheet, one arm stretched toward my side of the bed. We often woke up at night curled together. I had never imagined being in so much love with a person until I met her. We just fit in every way.

      I kind of nudged her. She opened her eyes and gave me a sleepy smile.

      “I’m sorry to wake you, but got a problem guy.”

      Sims nodded and sat up in bed, clearly fighting to get the sleep out of her mind. She had woken me a few times very early when she had run into a problem. This was my second time doing this to her. I hated it, but I felt I didn’t have a choice.

      “What’s happening?” she asked.

      “Tight red aura and I can’t wade through the grief in his mind to get anything but a name, and barely got that.”

      The tight red aura brought Sims even more awake.

      “His name is Dale Canfield and he’s clearly some rich business guy in this town.”

      “We need to wake Canyon?” Sims asked as she climbed out of bed.

      Canyon was our roommate, a stunningly handsome and nice superhero who worked on the business side of things. Two ghosts and a superhero so far had made a great team a number of times.

      “I think it might be a good idea,” I said. “This guy’s mind is so full of grief and sorrow, I’m not sure we can get him to do anything from inside. Might need someone on the outside. And with business, Canyon might know him as well.”

      Sims nodded. “I’ll get dressed and get Canyon awake and meet you. Where is this guy?”

      “Strip sidewalk in front of the Bellagio Fountains.”

      I kissed her. “Thanks.”

      With that I grabbed a light jacket and jumped back to the guy. He had not moved and his aura was even tighter against his body. If we didn’t do something quickly, he was just going to die standing here.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

        

      

    

    
      Sims appeared less than four minutes later beside me.

      I hadn’t done a thing, just stood and stared at the guy, trying to come up with some idea of what to do.

      “Wow, you weren’t kidding,” Sims said, staring at the man standing with his back to the traffic facing the fountains. There were only a few people walking along the sidewalk and no one looking at the fountains since the last show had been before midnight.

      “His aura has gotten tighter since I first saw him,” I said.

      Sims nodded. “Let’s hold hands and see if we can get in there.”

      “Brace yourself for overwhelming grief and sorrow.”

      Sims nodded.

      We grasped hands and together went into the red fog of Dale’s mind.

      “Wow,” Sims said, only a whisper.

      “It doesn’t even feel like his mind is functioning anymore,” I said.

      “I agree,” Sims said.

      “Let’s get out of here,” I said.

      With that we both stepped back onto the sidewalk and a few steps away from Dale. It took us both a couple of breaths before we turned and looked back.

      “We’re going to lose him,” Sims said.

      “He may already be gone,” I said. “Whatever caused that sorrow and grief has taken over everything inside him. It’s choking him to death and his body is starting to shut down.”

      At that moment Canyon appeared beside us. He had only learned how to jump from place to place a few weeks back, but he was clearly getting the hang of his new skill.

      Tonight he was dressed in sweat pants and a UNLV sweatshirt and tennis shoes. I had never seen him out of the condo without a suit jacket and slacks, so this was something. But even with getting woken late, his hair seemed to still be perfect. I swore it grew that way.

      Canyon looked at Dale for a moment, then at me and I shook my head.

      “Nothing but grief is in his body,” Sims said. “Do you know him?”

      Canyon nodded. “Major real estate holdings all over the valley. Nice wife and two young kids.”

      Suddenly I had this horrid feeling. Something had happened to this man’s family.

      “You got his address?” I asked. “We can’t get it out of the red fog in his head.”

      “Got it in my office,” Canyon said, clearly understanding what I was thinking. “I’ll get it.”

      He vanished.

      “Got any ideas what we can do if what we are thinking has happened?”

      I wasn’t sure exactly what I was thinking, other than we needed to find Dale’s family and find them quickly.

      “Nothing,” I said.

      Canyon appeared and gave us the address.

      “You stick with him,” I said. “We’ll go see what we can find out.”

      I took Sims’ hand and we jumped to the address.

      I do not think I will ever get the image of what we found out of my mind for as long as I am a Ghost Agent.

      The home was a beautiful, upscale home in a gated community. Dale’s wife had killed both kids in their bedrooms and then herself.

      It was very clear what had happened.

      I wanted to just throw up and Sims just held my hand tightly.

      This must have been what Dale had walked in on when coming home from work. The front door was standing open.

      He must have just staggered out and ended up down on the Strip.

      No wonder he was dying. What he had found would kill anyone.

      Sims and I jumped back to the Strip sidewalk beside Canyon.

      Before Canyon could ask I said, “Pretty clear his wife killed their two kids and then herself. Dale found it, hasn’t reported it yet.”

      “Oh, no,” Canyon said, looking at Dale.

      Canyon looked like he was about to be sick. I didn’t blame him, I felt the same way.

      Canyon finally took a deep breath and pulled out his cell phone and quickly dialed the police.

      “I happened to see a friend named Dale Canfield down on the Strip sidewalk in front of the fountains of the Bellagio. He is clearly not well and is muttering about his wife and kids being dead at home. Might want to send someone to check his house.”

      Sims and I watched as Canyon said he would wait here with Dale until the police arrived.

      That solved one problem, but it didn’t solve the problem of Dale basically dying in front of us. Dale’s blood-red aura was so tight against his body, I wasn’t sure if he would survive until the police got here.

      “We have to give this guy a chance at a future,” I said to Sims.

      She nodded. “He won’t like the future without his family, but at least he will have a chance at one. So what do we do?”

      I turned to Canyon. “Talk to him, try to get him to at least hear you. Shout at him if you have to. Sims and I will be inside trying to find that logical part of his brain that will hear you and be angry at you. We’ll see what we can do with it.”

      Canyon nodded.

      I took Sims hand and we braced and went back into the flood of emotions and sorrow and grief inside Dale’s head. And now that I knew the cause, I understood the emotions more.

      And honestly, that helped.

      Canyon started talking to Dale, then slowly raising his voice and shouting at him to wake up, snap out of it.

      “There,” Sims shouted.

      I saw what she meant.

      A flickering of blue and white thought formed in Dale’s mind, sort of floating in the waves of red.

      We dove for it, making it stronger, larger, brighter.

      We slowly fought the blue and white light to become larger, to fight back Dale’s desire to just stop living.

      “I hear you,” Dale finally said to Canyon after Canyon had actually screamed at him.

      We could feel the sorrow start to build as the images of his dead family came flooding back in.

      Sims and I did our best to dull those images, bring back the wonderful memories of his kids before tonight.

      And as we did, I learned something I didn’t want to learn.

      Something horrid. Dale had known his wife was unstable and having massive depression issues, but had not pushed her to get help. In fact, he hadn’t supported her at all.

      And the moment he thought that, the sorrow turned to grief and self-pity and it almost washed Sims and I out of his system again.

      Together we forced it down.

      “We plant the idea that if he doesn’t live, no one will be around to remember the kids,” I said.

      “Agreed,” Sims said. “And we add in that if he lets himself die, no one will be around to fight to solve depression so this doesn’t happen to another family.”

      “We make him take some responsibility for what happened,” I said.

      “Completely, but the responsibility is to live and make sure it doesn’t happen again,” Sims said.

      Canyon was now talking to Dale in a normal voice as Sims and I worked.

      The police had just arrived.

      “Tell them what you told me,” Canyon said to Dale.

      “I can’t,” Dale said and again Sims and I fought against a massive tidal wave of grief.

      “You can do it, Dale,” Canyon said, his voice calm and firm.

      We could feel Canyon using one of his superpowers to give Dale extra strength. And that helped us fight the problems and plant the seeds for the future plans that Dale would need to survive this horrid tragedy.

      Dale managed to choke out what he had found at his home, then he broke down in sobs and Sims and I let him, climbing back into the night air and taking deep breaths.

      One of the police radioed in to check the home and Canyon and another of the police officers helped Dale to the sidewalk and stayed with him as he sobbed.

      “His aura has got color again,” I said to Sims as we stepped back out of the way.

      “It does,” Sims said. “But do you think we did enough for him to survive?”

      “No way of telling,” I said.

      “When I discovered that he hadn’t helped his wife,” Sims said, “I almost wanted to just let him die. He’s as responsible for those deaths as she is.”

      “I felt the same way,” I said. “But that’s not who we are. I do think living will be his worst punishment, though.”

      Sims nodded. “He will always remember the time he lost with his family, wonder what those kids would have grown up to be.”

      We stood there in silence until finally the police helped Dale into one of their cars and Canyon finished an interview.

      “Home?” I asked when he came toward us.

      He nodded and Sims and I jumped to the wonderful, bright, kitchen in our condo. The lights of Vegas spread out into the distance.

      A few minutes later Canyon arrived after walking to a camera-free area just to be safe before he jumped.

      Sims and I were sitting at the kitchen counter and he moved around to the fridge. “Anyone up for some bacon and eggs and toast?”

      “I would love that,” I said, taking a deep breath and sitting up straight.

      “So would I,” Sims said.

      And for the next hour the three of us sat and talked and eventually started laughing again, pushing back the memory some of the horrid tragedy.

      What I appreciated more than anything about that hour was the time.

      I needed to be reminded that time, when lost, could never be retrieved. That hour of talking and laughing with friends was very well spent.

      Kind of sad that it took me until I died to really understand how important lost time could be.
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      Picket and Sarge, two recently retired Las Vegas Detectives volunteer their time for the Cold Poker Gang task force that solves cold cases. Plus, they fell in love along the way.

      Connie Dipkin’s case remains at the top of the strange cold cases of all time in Las Vegas, and for Las Vegas, that says a lot.

      She died standing up, in the middle of a sidewalk, with no wounds, nothing medical. And she stood there dead for three hours before someone noticed. A real cold case puzzle for Picket and Sarge.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            The Remarkable Way She Died

          

          A Cold Poker Gang Story

        

      

    

    
      Retired Las Vegas Detective Debra Pickett had seen a lot of death over her decades-long career. And now that she was a member of the Cold Poker Gang task force with the mission to solve cold cases, she saw even more.

      But how Connie Dipkin had died was maybe the strangest of them all.

      She had died standing up, alone, in the middle of a sidewalk. She had no marks on her body, no wounds, nothing medical or poison that anyone could find.

      And she had remained standing in the middle of that sidewalk, completely dead, for almost three hours before someone actually noticed something was wrong with her.

      That alone shouldn’t have been possible, but yet it had happened. There was even surveillance film of her from the moment she died, completely alone, until the police arrived three hours later.

      One moment Connie was walking along seemingly just fine. Then she slowed and just stopped.

      The day had been a nice, calm spring day in 2010, no winds, not too hot either.

      The medical examiner had labeled Connie’s death as unexplained, thus it was investigated. Since nothing was ever found to push it toward natural causes or murder, the case went cold.

      And now Pickett was holding the thin summary file in her hand while sipping her morning coffee and waiting for Retired Detective Ben “Sarge” Carson to get out of the shower and get dressed.

      Around her the morning Las Vegas sun filled their large condo with bright light. It was late October and the weather was about as perfect as it got here in the valley.

      Their three cats, Pete, Ree, and Nose, had finished their morning routine of chasing each other through the place, followed by bathing, which was now followed by naps in the sun.

      This morning Ree, a large orange tabby, had taken over one of the brown armchairs, while Nose, a black-and-white tuxedo occupied one end of the tan cloth couch and Pete, another large orange tabby, the other end.

      Pickett loved those three cats and couldn’t imagine this large place without them. They gave it life and energy.

      At the moment it was nap energy, but still energy.

      And massive cuteness.

      Their condo had been decorated in shades of wood and tan and browns, sort of like the desert, only richer. And the kitchen she stood in was state-of-the-art modern, with white granite counters and a fridge that was larger than anything Pickett had seen before. Sarge had once said that a small family could live in the stupid thing. Pickett had not disagreed.

      But what she loved more than anything else about their penthouse condo was the natural light that flooded the entire main room and kitchen. Even though they were on the top of one of downtown Las Vegas’s largest buildings, it felt like the outside was being invited in, but without all the heat and wind.

      Behind her Sarge came from the master bedroom area, his thick silver and gray hair still damp. He had on a light green dress shirt with rolled up sleeves and jeans. He had his badge on his belt and his gun in his holster under his arm.

      She wore her normal as well, this time a tan silk blouse and jeans. She carried her gun and badge the same way Sarge did.

      Every morning she was struck by how handsome he was with his deep hazel eyes and square jaw. She couldn’t believe he had fallen in love with her and how lucky she was to find him this late in life.

      They had only been together for a year now, but it felt like she had always known him.

      And even though she was a lot shorter than he was at five-four, people said they made a great couple. More than likely it was because they were both always smiling and laughing and joking.

      She handed him a cup of coffee and he took a sip, then glanced at the Connie Dipkin file.

      “Any idea on that one?” he asked.

      Pickett just shook her head. “Never seen a dead person remain standing before.”

      Sarge laughed. “That’s a new one on me as well. Seen a couple vics propped up, one against a jukebox like in the song, but never standing on a sidewalk right out in the open.”

      “I was at one funeral,” Pickett said, “where they stood the deceased near a pool table with a pool cue in his hand.”

      “Now that’s weird,” Sarge said.

      “It actually felt sort of right for the guy who had died. Creepy, but right.”

      “To each his own,” Sarge said, shaking his head.

      “I’m not sure this was murder,” Pickett said, pointing to the file on the counter.

      Sarge took another sip of his coffee and nodded to that. “Let’s hope Robin and her magic computers can come up with something, because I got nothin’.”

      “I’m still stuck on the woman dying standing up,” Pickett said.

      Retired Detective Robin Sprague was Pickett’s best friend and when they had been active detectives, they had been partners. Now the three of them worked together on cold cases for the task force. Pickett and Sarge did the legwork while Robin did all the computer work.

      Together they had solved a lot of cases in just a year working together. Sometimes Pickett and Sarge found the leads, other times Robin did with her computer. They had balanced well.

      Sarge finished his coffee and they both put on light jackets to cover their badges and guns, then headed out for the five-block walk to breakfast at the Golden Nugget Buffet.

      Pickett loved the morning walk and the routine of it. They ate at the Golden Nugget Buffet every morning and Pickett never got tired of the food because when she wanted, she just changed it up and ate something different. And she never had to do dishes. Or cook. Good food, someone to wait on her, no dishes to wash. To her, that was retirement heaven.

      Robin was already there and eating, completely absorbed in reading something on her computer.

      While Pickett was thin and short, Robin was solid and square, like a swimmer. She wasn’t overweight in the slightest, just solid. She had always been that way.

      Sarge and Pickett got their breakfast from the buffet and went back to sit with Robin. The three of them had the same table every morning, away from the tourists on the other side of the room near a massive wall of windows looking out over the hotel pool.

      The room was decorated in oak tones, lots of plants, and brass everywhere. It actually worked as a décor and felt comfortable. And the staff knew the three of them and saved their table every morning and also made sure to not sit anyone close to them. Sarge had asked for that favor and made sure he tipped generously to keep the favor alive.

      They talked about cats through most of breakfast until Robin smiled and said, “I know what killed Connie Dipkin.”

      Sarge laughed and Pickett just shook her head. That was so like Robin to do something like that.

      “Connie was injected with a very rare drug out of Australia that causes slow paralysis of the muscles. The drug shut off her breathing and stopped her heart.”

      Robin got out a picture of Connie standing on the sidewalk, dead.

      “Three reasons she stayed standing,” Robin said. “One, there was no wind to knock her down and other people on the sidewalk never touched her. Two, the drug froze her muscles just long enough for rigor to start to set in as the drug cleared. Three, her large shopping bags served as balances.”

      Pickett stared at the picture. Connie was holding a shopping bag in each hand. And the two bags were wide and low, close to the sidewalk.

      “I’ll be go to hell,” Sarge said. “Strangest thing I have ever seen.”

      “So how come no one spotted the poison in her system?” Pickett asked.

      “Because by the time they found her it was gone,” Robin said. “If she had fallen over and died, the tests would have spotted the poison. But since she died standing and remained standing until rigor started to take over, the poison was no longer detectable with surface tests.”

      “So we have no toxicology proof of this?” Sarge said.

      “Oh, we do I’m sure,” Robin said. “If a test is done looking only for the specific poison, residual amounts will still be there. They just didn’t do that test.”

      “And it can still be done?”

      “Without a problem,” Robin said.

      “Well, that’s darned fast progress,” Sarge said. “Great work there. I thought this would be a no-movement case.”

      “So did I,” Pickett said.

      Robin smiled. “I got more. Once I came up with the poison, I learned how long it takes to kill a person and freeze them up. Exactly ten minutes.”

      “So you backtracked Connie’s movements?” Pickett asked, smiling.

      Robin always had a way of being ahead of puzzles like this one, one of the many things Pickett loved about her.

      Robin nodded. “Take a look at this. The detectives on the case originally had pulled all surveillance footage since from what she was carrying they knew exactly what stores she had been in.

      Robin started an image of Connie just leaving a women’s clothing store, her two bags balanced, one in each hand.

      A man in his thirties, dark brown hair, glasses, bumped into her, excused himself, and went on into the store.

      “Exactly ten minutes from the moment she stopped on the sidewalk,” Robin said.

      “And tell me you know who that man is?” Sarge asked a half second before Pickett could ask the same thing.

      “His name is Preston Barker. It seems Connie’s husband Jake had a secret. He was gay and meeting Preston on the side.”

      “And Connie had all the money, right?” Pickett asked.

      “All of it,” Robin said, nodding. “And Preston was working as a pharmacist, so he would know rare poisons like this one.”

      “Did the detectives at the time interview him?” Pickett asked.

      “They didn’t know he existed,” Robin said. “Jake was deep, deep, deep in the closet. But Preston and Jake are now married and living happily on Connie’s money.”

      “Not for much longer,” Sarge said.

      Pickett could only agree to that with a smile.

      “We have enough evidence to actually get an arrest on this?” Pickett asked.

      “The tests will find the traces of the drug that killed her and its time to take effect. I am sure there is evidence of him ordering the poison somewhere, and that film will cinch the deal,” Robin said.

      “Got a hunch good old Jake will roll on Preston, no pun intended, when faced with first-degree murder charges.”

      Pickett was certain he was right.

      She looked at Robin, then at Sarge. “I think Robin should make the call on this one since she did all the work.”

      “Hey, I sat here and ate breakfast,” Sarge said, smiling. “I should get credit for that at least.”

      Robin laughed. “Pickett, give him credit, would you?”

      “Later tonight he’ll get what’s coming to him.”

      “Do I get extra credit?” Sarge asked, smiling.

      “Only if you are a very, very good detective,” Pickett said, laughing at the man she loved.

      Robin waved her hand in the air. “More information than I needed.”

      Robin grabbed her phone to set up an appointment with one of the active detectives who could take this case and make sure all the details were in place for an arrest.

      “In celebration of Robin solving this one,” Pickett said to Sarge, “I’m going for dessert.”

      “Let me guess… bread pudding?” Sarge asked, smiling.

      “Damn you are a good detective,” Pickett said. “That might be even more extra credit tonight.”

      Pickett leaned over and kissed Sarge and he kissed her back.

      “Would you two get a room,” Robin said, shaking her head.

      “No,” Pickett said, standing and pulling Sarge to his feet. “But we will get some bread pudding.”

      “I’m going to need the energy,” Sarge said.

      All Robin did was groan and that made Pickett laugh all the way across the dining room.
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