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      “No, no, no, no, no!”

      The words echoed from the rafters of the chapel, harsh in the chill air, each punctuated by the violent slash of an elegant male hand. If there had been doves in the rafters, they would be swooping down in response, like a scene from The Birds. Or bats. Really, bats would be so much more appropriate.

      Geoff Lawrence stood in the center aisle of Spring Grove Cemetery’s Norman Chapel and raked frustrated fingers through blond, wavy hair suitable for a Regency era poet. He glared at the performers jammed behind the miserable excuse for a chamber orchestra like terrified penguins in their concert blacks.

      “Have you joined in a conspiracy to ruin my reputation?” he screamed. “Fauré’s Requiem has been performed thousands, hundreds of thousands, a million times in the past hundred years. This has to be the absolute worst of the lot. Homeless schizophrenics banging on garbage cans would do better. No one will touch it after you massacre it tonight. You’re an embarrassment, each and every one of you. I’m canceling the concert.”

      Geoff’s ex-wife Constance sat, a prim and diffident mouse at the seat of the third-rate organ he’d had to make do with.

      “Don’t you think we’re at the point of over-rehearsing?” she asked. “The doors open in forty-five minutes.”

      She said this as if she were asking a petulant child if he preferred a popsicle or a lollipop. Her calm demeanor infuriated him.

      Geoff snorted. “And no heat. They promised me heat.” He raised his face to the vaulted ceiling and opened up his legendary throat. “Where is the God damned HEAT!”

      Getting no answer, he eyed his terrified chorus and growled, “No matter, there’s nothing to be done at this point. Everyone out of here! Out, out, OUT!”

      The group scattered from the dais, grabbing coats from the pile strewn across the front pews. They headed for the side doors, keeping their distance from Geoff.

      “Toby, just a moment,” Geoff said.

      A slender young man with lush, dark curls halted. Toby’s lips twitched as other members of the choir brushed past him, casting speculative looks in his direction. Geoff caught Constance out of the corner of his eye, shaking her head as she followed the last of Geoff’s students out.

      “Come here,” Geoff said.
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            WEDNESDAY, NOVEMBER 2, CONTINUED
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      Lia Anderson rubbed her arms against the frigid night air while she waited for Peter Dourson to lock the door of his ancient Chevy Blazer, a vehicle more suited to logging trails than urban streets. She and Peter, along with their friends, Brent and Cynth, stood in the Spring Grove Cemetery parking lot. The lot was packed with cars of other concert goers, whose dark shapes migrated toward the original, post-Civil War buildings. Arriving vehicles drove cautiously down the unlit cemetery roads looking for places to park, their headlights providing the only illumination.

      Lia’s beau, Peter, was tall, with a runner’s build and pleasant looks. He seemed perfectly ordinary until you noticed his extraordinary, twilight-blue eyes, so often hidden by the mud-brown hair that constantly fell in them. Those eyes held a wicked glint as he looked at her. “Tell me again why we’re doing this?”

      Brent Davis, Peter’s partner and District Five’s pretty boy, adjusted the knife-edged crease in his slacks and examined the sleeves of his new overcoat. “You may be allergic to culture, but pointing out your sacrifice destroys the value of pleasing the ladies. Please stop. I don’t want it to rub off on me.” He plucked off an offending dog hair. It was long and black and formerly attached to Peter’s temperamental chow mix, Viola. “I don’t know why we had to drive your embarrassment on wheels.”

      “Because there’s no leg room in the back seat of your Audi. You should have thought of that before you tossed away the price of a house on a toy car.”

      A wheat-colored braid long and thick enough to classify as an appendage slipped over Cynth McFadden’s shoulder as she whispered to Lia. “They act so married sometimes.” Cynth was another District Five detective, whose computer skills earned her a special position and an office of her own, even if it was a maintenance closet in the basement.

      Lia snorted and whispered back, “Everyone says that when people bicker. Sure makes me want to put a ring on it.” She raised her voice. “Peter’s pulling your chain, Brent. He thinks if he admits he wants to be here, it won’t count in his favor during March Madness.”

      They fell in with the procession on the sidewalk. Lia leaned into Peter’s arm while Cynth and Brent trailed behind as they passed silhouettes of the original, Romanesque Revival buildings. Ahead, a soft glow emanated from Norman Chapel.

      “I’ve been dying to see the inside of the chapel for years,” Lia said. “It’s never open to the public. We’re lucky one of the professors at Hopewell couldn’t use his tickets.”

      “Spooky out here,” Peter said.

      “Cemetery. Spooky. Duh,” Cynth said.

      “A hundred years ago, you had to have tickets to get in on the weekends,” Lia said. “Crowds of people would ride horses and drive cars through the grounds to see and be seen.”

      “Sounds like American Graffiti,” Brent said.

      Faint, colored lights bled through the magnolia trees shielding the near end of the chapel from view. Lia stepped off the sidewalk, tugging Peter along with her as she headed through the trees. “You’ve got to see this.”

      “Oh, look!” Cynth cooed. Christ, flanked by angels, ascended to Heaven above his amazed apostles on a magnificent hand-painted stained glass window, brilliantly illuminated from the inside.

      “Pretty,” Peter agreed.

      Lia nudged him with her elbow. “It’s more than pretty. It’s fabulous. They don’t make work like that anymore.”

      Peter shrugged. “I like your flowers better.”

      Lia walked up to the building and traced a reverent hand over the intricately carved stonework. “And that’s why I love you. I wish I’d brought a flashlight. The detail in the masonry is wonderful. When we get around to the front we should be able to see some of it in the porte cochère. The pattern for every window is unique. All the rosettes are different too. I could spend hours looking at it.”

      “What the bleeding Jesus is a port co-chair?” Brent asked.

      “It’s a covered drive-through so coaches could drop off passengers in bad weather. Someone as cultured as yourself should know that.” Cynth sniped, getting in her first zinger of the evening at Brent.

      Lia considered the pair. Talk about married. There’s a story there and one of these days I’m going to dig it out of her.

      They rounded the side of the chapel to find more than a hundred people packed into the porte cochère and spilling onto the drive.

      “The doors should have been open fifteen minutes ago,” Lia said, rising on her toes to see better. “I see Hannah up front. I’ll find out what the problem is.”

      Lia squeezed through the growing crush to the steps where Hopewell Music Conservatory’s administrative secretary stood, her breath visible in the frigid air. A frown pinched a vertical line between Hannah’s eyes as she spoke to a security guard. Lia thought she recognized a few students from the school. The crowd muttered as the guard leaned over and inserted an ancient key into the lock.

      A small, elegant woman named Constance DeVries stepped forward. Lia knew her slightly, and that contact had led to her current project at Hopewell. Constance was the organist for tonight’s concert and she sounded worried. “Better let me go first. There’s no telling why he locked us out.”

      The guard pulled one massive door open. Concert goers responded by flowing around the guard and through the door as if sucked into a vacuum. A wave of people carried Lia through the narthex, into the nave, and down the aisle toward the giant glowing Jesus floating overhead. The initial rush played out as Lia neared the altar. She ducked into a pew, followed by a pair of matrons. At least we’ll have good seats.

      From the front of the scrum a woman’s voice erupted in a scream, the sound echoing off the chapel vault. The matrons froze, their hands stilled in the act of unbuttoning their coats. Chill silence followed. Then came panicked female cries. “Geoff, Geoff! Oh, my God, Geoff!”

      That sounds like Constance. Lia bolted out of her seat, uttering incoherent apologies as she brushed by the matrons. The packed aisle roiled in confusion. Lia forced her way through the throng to the foot of a dais.

      Constance lay in a sobbing heap by an electric organ, one hand clutching the leg extending from behind the instrument. Lia stepped around her, bringing the body into view.

      Dr. Lawrence stared heavenward, eyes fixed and mouth agape in a macabre echo of the awestruck apostles in the stained glass window overhead. Blood matted wavy gold hair and congealed on skin whiter than that of saints in an El Greco painting. No blood circulating. Taking his pulse would be pointless.

      Crimson smears painted the base of the four-foot-tall brass candle stand crossing the body. More red pooled and glistened on the floor. A fat pillar candle lay several feet away.

      “Leander killed him! I saw them arguing!”

      Lia turned, her eyes searching for the source of the voice. It came from a curly-haired Hopewell student named Toby. His pretty face wrenched in horror while people turned in all directions, looking for Leander.

      Toby knelt by Constance and took her free hand. “I can’t believe I left him alone with Leander,” he cried. “If only I had known⁠—”
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        * * *

      

      Seconds ticked by as Peter struggled to make progress through the mass of bodies separating him from the source of the scream. He didn’t have to look to know Brent and Cynth followed in the path he opened.

      He scanned for Lia as he fought his way through a crowd as packed as any he’d worked at the WEBN fireworks, where it could take ten minutes to move ten feet.

      He broke through to open space, almost tripping over a standing harp at the foot of a dais filled with folding chairs. Low moans came from a woman on his right. She sprawled on the floor, weeping over a man’s leg, the rest of the body blocked by an electric organ. A young man with a mop of wildly curling hair comforted her.

      Lia stood on the far side of the bizarre trio. Relief washed color back into her face as their eyes met. She stepped aside as Peter made his way around the grieving woman, giving him room to survey the body hidden behind the organ. It took him a fraction of a second to assess the scene: a Caucasian male, supine with a crushed skull; a giant, bloody candlestick the obvious weapon. Peter crouched by the man and pressed his fingers against the cool throat, searching for a pulse he knew he wouldn’t find.

      He stood and surveyed the onlookers, his height enabling him to see to the back of the chapel. Newcomers pushed in from the entrance while people still jammed the center aisle, unable to move forward or back and uncertain what to do. A few slid into pews and were unbuttoning coats.

      He searched for someone who was out of place: someone with a flushed face, someone without a coat, a jittery someone looking for a way out. The crowd continued to shift and murmur, now with a tone of annoyance seeping into the confusion. More people moved into pews.

      Brent caught Peter’s eye and shook his head. Nothing. That didn’t mean the doer was gone. They’d search the building, but first they had to get a hundred people under control. Peter jerked his head at the dais, knowing Brent would understand. He then nodded at Cynth, wagging his fingers by his chin in the universal “call” sign.

      Brent slipped between the harp and several folding chairs to mount the platform while pulling his badge out of his pocket. He climbed on a chair, facing the crush of people as he held his badge high, shouting to be heard. “Police! Remain exactly where you are.”

      The muttering stopped. All eyes trained on the dais. Brent continued. “This is a crime scene. In a minute we will give you instructions. Until then, please stay where you are and stay calm.”

      Cynth spoke into her phone while urging people away from the dead man, creating space so they could function.

      Peter’s mind raced. What are we going to do with all these people?

      He felt the press of Lia’s hand on his arm.

      “Not now,” he said. Hurt flashed across Lia’s face, making Peter wince. He deliberately softened his voice. “Sorry. I have to focus.”

      “Peter, you need Hannah. She knows everybody. She can help.”

      “The admin? Find her then.” He had a new thought and touched Lia’s sleeve before she could leave. “Wait here. I have an idea.”

      Peter joined Brent on the dais. He waved his arms, raising his voice over the renewed din. “May I have your attention. I’m Detective Dourson with the Cincinnati Police. We’re going to take your names and move you out of here. It will take time. Please be patient.”

      He beckoned Brent to follow him and rejoined Lia and Cynth by the organ.

      “What did dispatch say?” Peter asked Cynth.

      “Heckle and Jeckle are on rotation, ETA twenty minutes. If they’re at their favorite nude bar, it will be twice that. Backup in five.”

      “That’s just perfect,” Brent groaned. “We’ve got 40 minutes to solve this thing before they take over and screw it up.”

      “We do what we can.” Peter reassessed the situation. Any evidence in the aisle was now ground into dust. “Cynth, Lia’s going to point out Hannah to you. She’ll help you sort out who needs to stay and who can go. Get contact information on everyone. Brent, meet our backup outside and get ID on as many people as you can before they disappear.”

      Lia turned away with Cynth. Movement behind the pair caught Peter’s attention. A blue-haired woman edged down the front pew. Wants to see the body so she can report to bridge club. “Ma’am, go back to the aisle.”

      “Constance needs me,” she whined.

      “We’ll take care of her,” Peter said. “I need you off my crime scene.” The woman hesitated. Peter glared. “Now.” He stared long enough to ensure the blue-hair was leaving, then knelt down beside the prostrate woman. He placed a gentle hand on her shoulder. “Are you Constance? We need to move you somewhere else.” He jerked his chin at the young man. “You, too.”

      “You bastard,” Constance moaned. “Stupid, stupid, stupid bastard.”

      Talking to a corpse. A hand touched his arm. Lia.

      “There’s a family chamber on the side. Maybe they could go there?” she asked.

      “I can’t let you into an unsecured area. Whoever did this could be in there.” Peter rubbed the bridge of his nose. Brent and Cynth were now heading back into the crowd.

      He yelled. “Brent, hold up a minute.”

      Brent turned.

      Peter nodded to the chamber. “Check that out, will you?”

      Brent held one thumb up. He turned into a pew, heading for the chamber door as he drew the gun he always carried, keeping it low to his side. Brent edged into the chamber and returned an instant later. He caught Peter’s eye and mouthed, “Clear.”

      Peter spoke to Lia, nodding at Constance and the young man. “Get junior to help you take Constance in there, and wait for me. Don’t let them talk to each other.”

      “I’ll do my best,” she said. She bent over Constance while speaking quietly to the young man.

      Peter returned his attention to the body. It had fallen between the organ seat and the wall, as if the man had been sitting on the end of the bench and someone knocked him off. There were drops of blood on the side of the organ and a puddle on the floor by the man’s head. Spatter on the floor indicated part of the beating took place where the man lay. The candlestick looked clean except for the bloody base. Closer examination revealed smears where the brass had been wiped. Something for crime scene to sort out.

      Peter stood and cast his eyes around, ensuring that people were in fact leaving the building. He continued to scan the area but saw nothing of obvious significance. He got out his phone to record the scene. He knew full well the crime scene techs would duplicate his efforts, but evidence could disappear. Better two photos than no photos.
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        * * *

      

      Brent tamped down irritation as he pressed through the throng. It would have been so much simpler to have everyone sit down while they sorted this out, but Peter was a stickler for preserving the scene. Nothing that had not yet been trampled was going to get trampled under Peter’s watch, though Brent thought it unlikely that there was evidence to be found in the pews.

      A woman tugged on Brent’s sleeve. “What happened?”

      “I’m sorry ma’am. I can’t say just yet.”

      He spotted Cynth ahead of him, in the vestibule. She had one hellacious task, collecting all those names. He pulled a notepad from his inside pocket and ripped off a blank page, giving it to the woman. “Write down your name and two phone numbers. Show your driver’s license to Detective McFadden at the door.”

      He raised his voice, repeating the instructions before he pushed onward, handing a page to everyone he passed.

      “Then we can go?” a man asked.

      “Then you can go,” Brent said. “Unless you’re special.”

      Hands swarmed him, grabbing for pages faster than he could rip them out.

      “Dourson,” Brent muttered under his breath, “You ass. Come with us, you said. You’ll get to sit next to Cynth. Some fun evening, Dourson.”
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        * * *

      

      Lia sat on a stone bench in the family chamber, Constance clutching her like a life raft on the ocean. Toby, stalked angrily around the small room in a disconcerting change of mood.

      I shouldn’t be here. I don’t know what I’m doing. She considered the way Peter, Brent, and Cynth had snapped into action. They’re a well-oiled crisis machine. I’m just a clueless lump.

      “I don’t understand,” Constance moaned into Lia’s shoulder. “He was fine an hour ago.”

      “He was not fine,” Toby said. “He was in a vicious rage.”

      “Please,” Lia said. “You can’t talk to each other. It will mess up the case.”

      “What case?” Toby scoffed. “Leander did it.”

      “Who’s Leander?” Lia asked.

      “A colleague,” Constance said. “Geoff’s best friend.”

      Toby snorted.
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        * * *

      

      Cynth spotted the auburn-haired admin inside a circle of people standing in the porte cochère. Everyone is too calm. They must not have heard the scream. She approached, deciding to start with her authoritative voice. “Ms. Kleemeyer?”

      Hannah turned away from a sharply dressed man with John Lennon glasses and the thin, blonde woman beside him. Hannah’s face was smooth and expressionless, except for a worried vertical line between her eyebrows. “May I help you?”

      “I’m Detective McFadden with the Cincinnati police. We need your help.”

      “Excuse me, Detective, Ms. Kleemeyer is my assistant,” the man said. “What’s going on here?”

      Cynth ran through her options. Expediency won out. “Geoff Lawrence’s body was discovered inside when the doors were opened⁠—”

      “Geoff?” The woman gasped. “What hap⁠—”

      Cynth interrupted, turning to Hannah. “We’ve got to clear everyone out of the chapel except the folks who may know something. Lia Anderson said you would know who we should talk to and if anyone is here that shouldn’t be.”

      “Geoff’s dead?” The man said. He nodded briskly at Hannah. “Go, go. Suki and I will talk to the parents.”

      “What a disaster,” the woman named Suki moaned as Cynth led Hannah up the steps. Brent guarded the door, politely urging a fur and diamond draped matron at the head of a long line to be patient.

      “Was he murdered?” Hannah asked.

      Cynth cocked an eyebrow at her.

      “Sorry. Stupid question.” Hannah drew in a deep breath, the line between her brows digging in. “I’ll do what I can. What do you want to do with your witnesses?”

      Cynth scanned the chapel. “Let’s sit them in the back pews, four feet apart so they can’t talk to each other.”

      “Excuse me,” the diamond-draped matron said. “Here is my driver’s license. I’d like to leave.”

      “Just a minute.” Cynth quirked an eyebrow at Hannah. Hannah nodded. Cynth took the card. “Just let me photograph your license, Mrs. Ah–Derwintmeyer.”

      Flashing red and blue lights pulsed as a patrol car pulled through the crowd, into the porte cochère.

      “Our backup is here,” Brent said. “I’ll get them canvassing the grounds. Is there anyone outside who needs to talk to us?”

      “I saw a few members of the chorus floating around,” Hannah said. “They were all here for warm up, before Dr. Lawrence kicked everyone out of the chapel.”

      “They might have seen something, then,” Brent said.

      “And if you can give Dr. Wingler and Dr. Thomas a few minutes, it would help,” Hannah said, nodding at the dark-haired man and the thin blonde.

      “On it,” Brent said, already out the door.
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        * * *

      

      Brent trotted down the steps, pausing for a moment to assure Hannah’s bosses he would give them what information he could as soon as the scene was under control. Officers Brainard and Hinkle worked their way toward him, along with a pair of rookies Brent didn’t know.

      Neither Brainard nor Hinkle was a brain trust, but both were reliable. Brainard, a former Marine calendar pinup, fancied himself a ladies’ man, while Hinkle was earnest and followed directions well.

      Brent decided to put Hinkle to babysitting the witnesses, some of whom would be college women, and put Brainard to identifying the mostly middle-aged patrons milling around. That would prevent Brainard from hitting on the girls and keep him away from Cynth as well. He sent one of the uniformed officers to photograph license plates and the other to ensuring people went straight to their cars and did not trample evidence hiding in the dark.

      Assignments given, he returned to the entry with Hinkle in tow. A now orderly line of disappointed music lovers passed between Kleemeyer and Cynth in an admirably efficient manner.

      “Ms. Kleemeyer, this is Officer Hinkle. He’ll monitor our witnesses until we can take statements.”

      Cal Hinkle bobbed his head. “Ma’am.”

      “How goes it?” Brent asked.

      “I think all Detective McFadden will need to do is pull the performers. You can’t miss them. They’re the youngest people here and they’re wearing head-to-toe black. No one else was here earlier, except Constance DeVries … Oh, and Leander Marshall. … Maybe if I made an announcement we could direct the performers to the back pews?”

      “That works.” He glanced at Cynth who was snapping an ID with her phone.

      “Go on, I’ll be fine.” She didn’t look up.

      “Ms. Kleemeyer, if you could come with me for a minute?”

      Hannah followed Brent and Cal into the nave. More than a dozen college students sat in the rear pews. A quartet of girls in long black dresses leaned across the mandated four-foot separation, whispering to each other while the boys slouched and stared up at the vaulted ceiling.

      Brent leaned to Hannah, speaking quietly, “Is anyone missing?”

      Hannah paused and did a mental head count “There should be another half dozen floating around.”

      Brent cleared his throat, loudly. The girls snapped upright, putting on guileless faces.

      He planted his feet, aware the girls were now sending him coy looks. God save me from children. He turned to Hannah. “Can we get the security guard to open up one of the other buildings? We can’t keep these kids at a live crime scene.”

      “I’m sure Marty will do that for you.”

      Brent directed his gaze to the students, who looked back at him with baby owl eyes. One of the girls had undone the top two buttons on her otherwise prim dress. She inhaled deeply when she realized Brent was looking at her.

      “I’m Detective Davis, this is Officer Hinkle, and you know Ms. Kleemeyer. As soon as we round up the rest of your group, Officer Hinkle is going to escort you to another building and stay with you. I know this is a hardship, but it is crucial that you not talk to each other until after you have all given your statements.”

      Two of the girls pouted. A studious blonde with too much hair and oversized glasses raised her hand. She’s in college? She can’t be more than twelve, surely.

      “Excuse me, Mr. Detective, sir?”

      “Yes?”

      “You won’t be able to get everyone together.”

      “Why is that?”

      “One of the guys left.”

      “And who was that?”

      “Leander Marshall. The one who did it.”

      Brent felt his grip on the situation slipping. “What part of don’t talk about this until you get interviewed did you not understand?”

      A tubby boy with a flap of hair hanging over one eye raised his hand. “Sir? I’m not leaving unless I can take my violin.”

      “Where’s your violin?” Brent asked.

      Hannah whispered in Brent’s ear. “There’s a hundred thousand dollars in instruments on stage.”

      He stared at her. “Just laying there?”

      She nodded.

      He addressed the group. “Your instruments have to stay where they are for now.”

      He held up both hands to ward off their understandable cries of outrage. “They’re part of a crime scene. I can’t do anything about that except to make sure we keep a close eye on them until we can release them.” He silently apologized to Cal before tossing him to the wolves. “If you have an instrument onstage, please give Officer Hinkle your name and a description of your instrument.”

      “And no funny business,” Hannah said. “I know what’s supposed to be up there.”

      “Then why don’t you tell him?” someone muttered.

      Brent left the students with Cal and headed back to Peter, Hannah in tow. The aisle was almost clear, most of the crowd having passed through Cynth’s improvised checkpoint.

      “Why did Maggie say Leander killed Geoff?” Hannah asked.

      “I can’t say,” Brent said. “We’re too busy getting this circus under control to take statements.”

      “Leander couldn’t have done it,” Hannah said. “He was with me.”

      Brent found Peter photographing Dr. Lawrence’s body with his phone.

      “I figured I might as well document as long as I was stuck here,” Peter said.

      “You’d better shoot those instruments while you’re at it. You could buy a nice house or three with what’s on stage.”

      Peter grimaced. “Any sign of Hodgkins or Jarvis?”

      “Not a peep. It’s only been—” Brent shoved back the sleeve of his coat and checked his watch. “eighteen minutes.”

      “Feels like eighteen years. Is the morgue wagon here yet?”

      “I told them there was no hurry since the star of our show won’t be going anywhere until Heckle—I mean Hodgkins and Jarvis—arrive.”

      Peter nodded at the wall, addressing Hannah. “You’re Hannah. That bronze door behind you, where does it go?”

      “There’s a bathroom and a utility room back there.”

      “It hasn’t been cleared yet. I’m having nightmares that our doer is back there with a stockpile of automatic weapons.” He looked at Brent and jerked his head toward the door. “Check it out, will you?”

      “On my way.”
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        * * *

      

      Peter studied Hannah. She looked away, her eyes following Brent as he worked his way between the pews. Doesn’t care to think about what’s behind the organ. No picnic for any of us.

      Hannah spoke, her back to Peter. “One of the girls said Leander killed him. I was just telling Detective Davis that was impossible.”

      Peter scanned the chapel. The performers were filing out of the pews under the direction of Officer Hinkle. Brent must have found somewhere to put them. Good. The rest of the nave was empty. Cynth was visible through the door to the narthex, processing the last of the concert goers. He thought about the hell he was going to catch for what he was about to do and mentally shrugged it off. Hannah shouldn’t have to deal with Heckle and Jeckle’s bad cop/worse cop act during her initial interview.

      “We need a statement from you. I’d like to get it now, and I’d like to record it.”

      Hannah turned back, looking at Peter with large, hazel eyes. “Whatever I can do.”

      He put a hand on her arm, gently steering her away from the body to a pew halfway down the now vacant aisle. He scanned it to ensure there was no obvious evidence. “Have a seat.”

      He brought up the recording app on his phone. “What happened here?”

      Hannah bit her lip. “I don’t know. The last time I saw Geoff, he was sitting at the organ.”

      “When was that?”

      “A little after seven. We have a final rehearsal, then we break for an hour before the performance.”

      “The doors were locked when we arrived. Lia said they were supposed to open at eight. What went wrong?”

      “Geoff had the key. It’s probably still in his pocket.”

      “Shouldn’t the performers be inside before you open the door to the audience?”

      “Everyone was going in and out the back door, the one off the family chamber. There was a shim to keep it from locking. It was in place when Leander and I left. It was gone when I got back.”

      “Tell me about Dr. Lawrence. How was he before you left?”

      “He was his usual pre-concert self.”

      “Meaning?”

      “Threatening to rip the vocal chords out of the students so as not to punish the world with their musical ineptitude.”

      “Sounds like a fun guy.”

      “He’s a very important man in the world of classical music,” Hannah said. “He told everyone to leave, though he did ask one student to stay.”

      “Who was this?”

      “That was Toby, the soloist.”

      “What happened after he asked Toby to stay?”

      “I went to use the restroom—it’s in the hall behind the bronze door. It was occupied. Leander came out and I went in. Someone was yelling when I came out. I didn’t want to walk into the middle of an argument between Leander and Geoff, so I waited in the hall. I finally decided to hell with it and went into the nave. They’d finished yelling and Leander was glaring at Geoff. Leander saw me and followed me out.”

      “What were they yelling about?”

      “That door is solid bronze and two and a half inches thick. I couldn’t hear what they were saying. Leander told me they were arguing about Toby.”

      “What about Toby?”

      “Leander and Geoff have been in a relationship for years. When Leander came out of the bathroom, he saw Geoff and Toby kissing and blew up.”

      “What happened after you and Leander left the chapel?”

      “We walked to the waterfall, the one with the wall of cremation vaults. He needed to get himself together, so I left him there. When I came back, all the students were huddled by the front door because they couldn’t get in. I called Marty to open the door and everyone rushed in. That’s all I know.”

      Peter looked at the dais. Folding chairs jammed side by side on risers below the stained glass window. The risers were blocked by a maze of abandoned musical instruments: kettle drums, a harp, and a standing bass, along with a pair of violin cases. It looked more like a junk shop than a stage setting.

      The altar hid behind the risers like an afterthought, its purpose of no matter. It was something that Peter, a not exactly lapsed Lutheran, found offensive. Three tall brass candle stands lined the wall on the left side of the stage. Two more stood behind the organ, their mate lying on the floor next to the victim.

      “Are those instruments really worth a hundred grand?”

      “That’s a conservative estimate,” Hannah said.

      “I’d better get pictures of them, too.”

      Brent returned after several minutes, accompanied by an older man in a gray uniform, his face grimy and his hands blackened with grease. There was a nasty streak of grease on one leg of Brent’s new suit.

      “What did you fall into?” Peter asked.

      “I had to check out the attic, didn’t I?”

      Peter turned to Hannah. “You didn’t mention an attic.”

      “There’s a ladder in the utility room and a trap door in the ceiling,” Brent said. “Meet Nigel Porter. I found Nigel working on the furnace,” Brent said.

      “You know anything about this?” Peter asked Hannah.

      Hannah gave Peter an apologetic look. “They were supposed to turn the heat on, but it wasn’t working so they brought Nigel in. I forgot all about it.”

      “And you were working on the furnace?” Peter asked Nigel. He turned to Brent. “There’s a furnace in the ceiling?”

      Nigel stepped in front of Peter “Yeah, the furnace is in the ceiling. It was built that way and I’m the only one who knows how to fix it. What’s this about? Pretty boy grabbed me and frisked me and didn’t say boo, just dragged me down here. I have to get that furnace on or there’s going to be hell to pay.”

      “I wouldn’t worry about that,” Peter said. “The concert is cancelled.”

      Nigel looked at Hannah. “You got me working overtime to get heat in here and now there’s no concert?”

      “There’s been an accident—” Hannah began.

      “How long were you in the attic?” Peter asked.

      “I got here at five-thirty. Then maestro pitched a fit about my truck being out front, so I had to unload it and move it to the parking lot. That took twenty minutes I could have been working. I went into the attic and I stayed there until your friend decided to roust me.”

      “What did you hear while you were up there?”

      “Nothing. I was working on the furnace like I said.”

      “You can do better than that,” Brent said. “There was a rehearsal. Could you hear that?”

      Nigel sighed. “Yeah, I heard singing and music. Then it stopped and I could hear Maestro screaming about the heat. Then it was quiet until I heard the scream.”

      “What scream?”

      “The woman, a few minutes ago.”

      “And you didn’t come down?”

      “I had to get the heat on before eight-thirty, scream or no scream. You still haven’t said what happened.” Nigel stepped to the side and ducked his head so he could see beyond Peter. “Jesus, what happened to the maestro?”

      “That’s what we want to find out.”

      “Is he dead?”

      “Yeah he’s dead,” Brent said. “Now what did you hear?”

      Nigel scrubbed his face with one hand, smearing grease across his suddenly pale cheek. “I heard nothing.”

      Peter sighed. He gestured to the fourth pew. “Take a seat, Mr. Porter. You’re in for a long night.”

      “Dourson!” The voice boomed from the entry. “What the hell did you do to my crime scene? First you let a hundred people trample on evidence, then you send all my witnesses away. Next you’re going to tell me you deputized your girlfriend.” Peter winced, thinking of Lia guarding her charges in the family chamber as a pair of running-to-fat detectives strode up the aisle like they owned the place.

      Hodgkins and Jarvis were former District Five detectives recently promoted to the newly created city-wide homicide unit, a position Peter had turned down. They were dressed in mafia-style suits with dark shirts and ties. Their dress and mannerisms were so much alike people mistook them for brothers.

      “Here come Hot and Shit,” Brent muttered to Peter before addressing the taller of the two detectives. “Decide to do a little work tonight, Hodgkins?”

      “What’s the matter, Ken?” Jarvis jibed. “Barbie have a headache?”

      “I thought we got rid of you,” Brent said. “Why couldn’t you just stay gone?”

      Hannah looked confused.

      “Hannah,” Peter said. “Detectives Hodgkins and Jarvis have been assigned to Dr. Lawrence’s murder. They’re in charge now.”
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        * * *

      

      Lia watched steadily seeping tears migrate down Constance’s face. They washed furrows into the woman’s makeup and dripped off her chin, spotting her black, floor length gown. Constance gripped Lia’s hand so tightly her bones hurt. Thank god it’s not my left hand. I’d never be able to paint again.

      Constance moaned and uttered incoherent words as she slumped back against the wall. I should sympathize, but I want to slap her silly.

      Toby Grant paced jerkily across the floor, his hands fluttering about like a pair of canaries on Adderall. “I can’t believe it! My debut! My big night! My solo! Ruined! Geoff was going to cast me as Faust. Now that will never happen. My father donated millions to Hopewell, and this happens.

      “Toby,” Lia said, her voice quiet but firm.

      Toby stopped in his tracks and looked at Lia as if he’d forgotten she was there.

      “Detective Dourson asked that you not talk. It could hurt the investigation.” This was the third time she’d interrupted Toby’s tirade and she expected no better results. I need to get Peter to show me how to make “strong commands” like they teach in the academy. Then maybe I could get him to shut up. She rubbed the base of her skull with her free hand, in the vain hope she could massage away the headache brewing there.

      “Then why can’t I give my damn statement so I can leave? I don’t see why it matters. I already told you Leander did it. Leander was jealous of me. Anyway, I’m not saying anything that has to do with your investigation.” He tilted his head at Lia. “You can take my statement. Then I could leave this miserable little room.”

      Where’s a Taser when you need one? Peter is so going to owe me after this. “It wouldn’t be official. They’d just make you do it over again.”

      “This sucks. Sucks! Sucks! Sucks!”

      “They’ll get to you as soon as they can. They need to protect the crime scene and take care of Dr. Lawrence first.”

      “You don’t understand. This was supposed to be my night! My father must be pitching a fit outside.”

      She looked up in relief when a shadow fell across the doorway, then groaned when Hodgkins walked in, followed by Peter. It would be Hodgkins. It hadn’t been so long since the detective dismissed her when she reported she was stalked by a man whose prior target wound up dead.

      “I can’t believe it Dourson, your girlfriend is taking witness statements. You’re even stupider than I thought.”

      “I’m not taking anything,” Lia said. “He’s spewing and won’t shut up.”

      Constance raised her head and blinked, her face wrinkled in concentration as if she weren’t quite sure what she was seeing.

      “Geoff, is he dead? Really dead?”

      “Yes Ms. DeVries,” Peter said gently.

      “I don’t know what to do. We have a concert to put on and I don’t know what to do.”

      “There isn’t going to be a concert tonight, Ms. DeVries,” Hodgkins said. He stood over her, high enough that Constance couldn’t see him roll his eyes. Still, it was as close as Lia had ever seen the man get to being compassionate.

      A bleeding heart, that man is.

      “I don’t know why I have to be here. I didn’t kill anyone.” Toby said. “My father⁠—”

      “Will get to bail you out of jail if you don’t shut your pie hole, Junior,” Jarvis said.

      Toby’s expression was so affronted Lia had to stifle a laugh.

      Lia caught Peter’s eye. He gave her a minute shake of his head. A warning? What’s going on, Peter?

      “Lia, we’re going to be here for hours. The school admin has agreed to take you home. Her name is Hannah. She has auburn hair and she’s wearing a green coat. You’ll find her out front.”

      She opened her mouth to speak, but Peter was giving her a hard look. She shoved the questions out of her head. “That’s nice of her. So I can leave?”

      “Hold your horses,” Jarvis said. “We may want to talk to your girlfriend. I think she should stick around.”

      “Don’t you have more important things to do? She has nothing to do with this and you know it.”

      “Whatever,” Hodgkins said, narrowing his eyes at Lia. “We know where to find you. Scram.”

      Lia stood up, but was pulled back by the death grip Constance still held on her hand. She bent over and stroked the woman’s fingers until they relaxed, then placed the hand gently in Constance’s lap and made her escape.
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        * * *

      

      Lia found Hannah pacing under the porte cochère, one hand rubbing the opposite arm in a gesture of self-consolation. Her green duster was buttoned tight against the cold. The woven jacquard of her black silk dress caught the light as it skimmed over classic pumps. Those shoes have to be killing her by now.

      A morgue wagon waited just beyond the circle of the exterior light. One attendant leaned against the vehicle and smoked while her partner sat inside the open rear doors, hands shoved in his coat pockets. They look bored. No telling how long they’ll have to wait for the go ahead to remove the body.

      A crime scene van and three police cars pulled in the drive. Everyone wants in on this one. “You look like you’re ready to get out of here,” Lia said. “Let’s go before someone changes their mind.”

      The women walked past the influx of officers. Hannah stared out at the black maw of night that was the cemetery grounds. “I gave you those tickets thinking you would see one of our shows. Instead we saw one of Peter’s.”

      “Funny how that happens. At least he got us out quicker than I expected.”

      Officers walked through the magnolia trees surrounding the chapel, flashlights sweeping back and forth in an eerie dance of lights as they searched for clues. It was like an art performance, except for the scratchy voices erupting at random from their radio handsets.

      Light glowed through the windows of the gatehouse. At one time it had been a ladies’ retiring room. Now it was an office for the security guards. Cal Hinkle’s haystack hair was visible amid a cluster of young people in black clothes. Poor guy. I bet they’re giving him hell.

      Lia was surprised to find the parking lot still packed. She could see people sitting in the cars.

      “Who do you think those cars belong to?” she asked.

      “Parents,” Hannah groaned. “They refuse to leave until they can take their children home.”

      Lia and her sister had grown up fending for themselves. She wondered what it would be like to have parents that were so protective.

      Hannah stopped at the edge of the lot and looked back at the guard house. “I feel like I’m abandoning them.”

      “They won’t let you talk to them. You’ll be more help tomorrow if you’ve had some sleep.”

      “It feels wrong to be leaving. I don’t know how much sleep I’ll get.” Hannah pulled her phone out of her pocket, looked at it. “Barely nine-thirty. Do you mind if we make a stop before I drop you off?”

      “Sure. What do you need to do?”

      “I need to pick up Geoff’s dogs. Constance won’t be sane enough to remember them until tomorrow. Buddy has epilepsy. He can’t be alone overnight.”

      Hannah pointed her key fob at a tidy hatchback and clicked it. The car’s lights flashed in response.

      A tall man, taller than Peter with a striking mane of white hair, stepped out of a nearby Lexus and blocked their way.

      “Mr. Grant, what can I do for you?” Hannah tilted her lips the fraction of an inch necessary to signal a conciliatory attitude. There was tension around her eyes.

      “You can tell me why you’re going home when my son is being kept in police custody, Ms. Kleemeyer.”

      “I’m not sure what you want me to do.”

      “You can find out why they’re keeping him.”

      “Toby publicly accused one of the other performers of killing Dr. Lawrence. I imagine they want to find out what he knows. I’m sure the police won’t tell me anything they wouldn’t tell you or the dean. Suki is here, have you talked to her?”

      “She’s with the students. They won’t let me in.”

      “I’m sorry,” Hannah said, “but there’s nothing I can do. Try her cell. I’m sure you have the number.”

      Hannah sidestepped Grant. Lia followed, taking a wide berth around the man’s other side.

      Lia looked over her shoulder as she fumbled the unfamiliar seatbelt into its clasp. Grant stood in the center of the lot, staring at them. His form receded in the darkness as Hannah pulled away. “Who is that man?”

      “Tobias Grant, one of our donors. He funded your frieze.”

      “Seriously?” I’m glad he doesn’t know who I am. I hope it stays that way.

      “What’s his story?” Lia asked.

      “He developed an unhealthy interest in Hopewell after Toby started taking classes in high school. All the high muckety-mucks want to keep him and his deep pockets very happy.”

      “He doesn’t look like the kind of man who would support a dubious career choice by his gay son.”

      “I don’t know that he knows.”

      “How could you miss it?”

      “Parental denial is a wonderful thing. Toby’s mother gave up a career in opera to marry Tobias. Toby says it was the one thing she wanted, for him to have the career she sacrificed. Rumor is, she wouldn’t marry Tobias Sr. until he put it in the prenup. She died a year ago, an overdose of alcohol mixed with prescription meds. Some say accident. Dark voices whisper of suicide. Darker voices say she was helped.”

      “What do you think?”

      “I don’t know what the truth is, but the only times I ever saw her smile were when Toby was on stage. I don’t think she liked being Mrs. Grant very much.”

      “Oh, my.”

      “Oh, yes. Thus the Requiem for All Souls. The performance was to be dedicated to her memory. Are you familiar with All Souls Day?”

      “It’s a Catholic practice, isn’t it?”

      “Mostly, though other sects recognize it. It’s a day of prayers for the departed who have gone on to purgatory, so that they might go to Heaven.”

      “Guilty conscience?”

      “Some think so. Maybe he just loved her that much.”

      “Dr. Lawrence’s Fur Boys, what do you think will happen to them?”

      “I don’t know. I’d love to keep them, but Constance might have other ideas.”

      “They’re so adorable. Is Buddy’s epilepsy the reason they come to school?”

      “That, and Geoff was a total diva. That man never saw a boundary he didn’t push or a situation he didn’t twist to his own ends. It’s not surprising someone conked him on the head. It’s only surprising that it took so long for it to happen. God, I could tell you stories. …”

      “He seemed like such a nice man.”

      Hannah’s mouth hardened in a grim line. “You’ve only seen his ever-so-charming public face. Geoff was so vindictive that if he ever got a hint of the things I knew about him, he’d have had my job, and made sure it would be hell for me to get another one. He’s a malicious and whimsical little god, making and destroying careers at will.”

      “He had that much influence?”

      “He had enough. One word from him could open doors or close them. And poor Leander has been under Geoff’s thumb ever since they got together. Geoff promotes him, but will only allow him so far from the nest. If this had to happen, at least it happened while Leander is still young enough to have a real career.”

      “You don’t believe he killed the professor like Toby said?”

      “Toby.” Hannah spat the name out like a bitter seed. “I’m sure he’s making this entire catastrophe about him.”

      Lia recalled her torturous minutes at the mercy of the young man’s histrionics. “You could say that. But could it be true?”

      “I don’t see how. I left the chapel with Leander and stayed with him until a few minutes before I saw you.”

      “If not Leander, then who could have done it?”

      “That conversation could take a week,” Hannah said as she turned into the long drive fronting a gray stone house on Clifton Avenue. “We’re here.”

      Unlike the Victorian era homes that characterized Cincinnati, The Lawrence mansion had an unembellished, prison-like façade. This impression was enhanced by the ten acres of dead grass that comprised the lot.

      “He lived here? You could build a housing development in the front yard.”

      “I expect that’s what they’ll do with it. The only way to get new construction in Clifton is to break up one of these old estates, and this is a prime location. Geoff doesn’t have any heirs. There’s no family to keep it intact.”

      Hannah pulled a keyring out of her purse as she marched up the steps of the house. Her actions were efficient, as if she’d walked up those steps so many times she didn’t need to look where she was going. Claws scrabbled across the wood floors inside, punctuated with joyful yips. Hannah swung the huge, carved door open. Three furry cannonballs burst forth, dancing circles around Hannah as she entered the house. Hannah sank onto an opulent oriental runner and the trio competed to see who could wiggle their furry butt onto her lap first. Through some defiance of physics, they all fit. She buried her head in the mass of squirming fur.

      “Poor babies, poor, poor orphaned babies. Auntie Hannah is going to take care of you now. It won’t be as fancy as you’re used to, but you’ll be together as long as I can keep you that way.”

      Hannah kept her head down and began sobbing. Lia hesitated, then knelt beside Hannah and ran her hand down the woman’s back. Hannah shook her head, sniffed and looked up.

      “Sorry about that. There’s always so much stress before the concert. Then Geoff is killed and I have no clue what’s going on.”

      Buddy—at least Lia thought the white Bichon Frisé with the pink nose was Buddy—propped his forepaws on Hannah’s chest and licked at the tears dripping off her chin. Rory—a Chihuahua whose tilted, buggy eyes reminded Lia of Harpo Marx—curled in Hannah’s lap in a tight ball, reacting to her stress. An apricot miniature poodle with long, floppy ears nosed under the hand currently resting on Rory’s back, demanding attention. That was Dasher, always at center stage.

      “How could such sweet dogs belong to such a nasty man?” Hannah sighed.

      “What did Dr. Lawrence do that was so awful?”

      “He specializes in poison pen. He’ll very sweetly agree to write a letter of recommendation for a student who has committed some ridiculous offense such as performing in someone else’s concert without his blessing, then he’ll blast them as uncooperative and unprofessional.”

      “How do you know this?” Lia asked.

      “Any decent person will refuse to write a letter of recommendation for a student they can’t support. The schools on the other end are sorting through the accolades and look for consistency in the letters as well as reading between the lines for what’s not being said. It’s rare to get a hatchet job.

      “A teacher at a school that received one of his letters found it so vitriolic, she risked her job and contacted a teacher she knew here about it. She didn’t know what to do with the information and asked me. We looked at it from all sides and decided that we couldn’t expose him because breaking confidentiality would get us all fired, including the woman who called.”

      “And yet you’re telling me.”

      Hannah shrugged. “He’s dead. I don’t have to put up with his games anymore. I suppose you could tell Peter, but what can he do with it? I haven’t told you the name of the student or the university, and I won’t. Besides, I know you don’t want me fired. Who would make your green tea lattes?”

      “It must have been awful working with someone like that.”

      “I coordinate events and activities that require input from a number of people to reach a consensus on the best schedule for everyone, and he will neglect to respond until I give up on him and put a schedule out for everyone to review. Then he’ll dress me down for not considering the needs of his students. Only he won’t just send it to me, he’ll copy everyone in the group and he’ll send blind copies to the director, the dean and the board of trustees.”

      “What a jerk,” Lia said.

      “He tried to get me fired early on. He was after Dr. Wingler, but he tossed me into the mix as if I had anything to do with it. All I do is follow directions.”

      “How did you make your peace with him?”

      Hannah ruffled Dasher’s head. The poodle stretched his head up in canine ecstasy, oblivious to Hannah’s tenuous emotional state. It occurred to Lia that Dasher’s lack of sensitivity might help Hannah regain her equilibrium.

      “I let Geoff think I was terrified of him. It appeased him. That, and I watch these guys for him. He still likes to humiliate me by dressing me down in those nasty group emails, but the folks who matter know what’s what so I don’t worry about it.”

      “How did he keep his job?”

      “He had a high profile. He drew students and donations. That, and he was never caught doing anything they could fire him for.”

      “Was he really that good?”

      “He was careful to surround himself with true believers. His talent was choosing students any decent teacher could turn into a star, then taking credit for their success.”
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        * * *

      

      A touch jolted Lia out of sleep. She lay still with her eyes open, adjusting to the darkness and making sense of the gentle hand on her back. She rolled over, shaking disturbing dream remnants from her mind. Peter’s shadowy face hovered above hers as he sat beside her, hip to hip.

      Honey, Lia’s golden retriever, curled at the foot of the bed. The dog raised her head at the intrusion, huffed softly and rested her muzzle on her paws. Peter’s border collie-chow mix, Viola, wiggled her way up the bedclothes and snuggled her head on Peter’s lap in a bid to draw his attention away from Lia. He stroked the furry head much like he’d stroked Lia’s back, to her amusement. Lia’s self-contained schnauzer was missing. Asleep on the couch. Typical.

      Peter leaned over and gave Lia a weary, thank-God-that’s-over-and-now-I-get-to-be-with-you kiss. “Hi.”

      “Hi yourself.” Lia stretched and yawned. “What time is it?”

      “It’s after two.”

      He was still dressed. Usually, Peter crawled into bed without waking her when work kept him out past midnight. But he hadn’t stayed over in weeks. It looked like tonight wouldn’t be any different.

      “You coming to bed?”

      “I just wanted to check in before I headed over to the house.”

      Lia had bought the house a few months earlier, using a cash reward she received after inadvertently cracking a cold case. The brick Victorian had been converted into two apartments decades earlier, an occurrence so common in Northside that such houses were referred to as “two families.”

      Peter would live on the second floor after they finished fixing it up. Lia insisted on maintaining the division because she needed a measure of personal space. It was a need she was certain Peter didn’t understand, though he accepted it. Mostly.

      Peter now slept in the basement due to the threat of copper thieves to any vacant house in the area. Thieves would spend hours ripping out old plumbing to reap a few hundred dollars in scrap metal while incurring tens of thousands of dollars in damage. Peter had been chasing them for months.

      “Stupid copper thieves. Will you stop this when I get the alarm installed?”

      “Maybe. Depends. I won’t be comfortable until one of us moves in.”

      “I hate thinking about you alone on an inflatable bed in your Boy Scout sleeping bag.”

      He traced a finger down her cheek. “It’s temporary.”

      Lia sat up in bed, rearranging her pillow behind her back. “What was that business about Hannah, acting like I didn’t know who she was?”

      “I didn’t want Hodgkins to realize how tuned in you are at Hopewell. It would complicate things.”

      “I’m not that tuned in. I painted Dr. Lawrence’s dogs and I’m painting a frieze for the school. It’s not like I know anything.”

      “Uh huh. And Hannah didn’t spill her guts on the drive home?”

      Lia gave him a sideways, bug-eyed look worthy of Rory. “You did that on purpose! You set me up so I could gather intel for you!”

      “Anyone would need to talk after an experience like that. I figured she’d open up with you. Did it work?”

      Lia shook her head at the strangeness of the night. “I’ve known Hannah for weeks and she never said boo about Dr. Lawrence. Now he’s dead and she couldn’t stop talking.”

      “Tell me about it.”’

      “Nope. You set me up and you didn’t let me in on the gag.”

      “Don’t I get any points for sneaking you out before Heckle and Jeckle decided to do the Chinese water torture on you?”

      “Nuh-uh.”

      “Not even if I ask nicely?”

      “Hah.”

      Peter exhaled audibly. “Doesn’t matter. It’s their case now, and they aren’t going to let me near it. If we hadn’t been so overrun with witnesses, they wouldn’t have let me take statements tonight. I could hand them a signed confession from the killer and they’d disregard it just because I was the one who gave it to them.”

      “You aren’t going to coerce me?”

      “You want coercion? I’ll give you coercion.” Peter’s voice was low and menacing. He lunged at Lia, dislodging Viola as his fingers dove under the covers, tickling Lia until she shrieked. Viola slouched away in disgust.

      “Stop, stop,” Lia gasped, catching her breath. “Did you learn anything tonight?”

      Peter sat back. “The entire world will mourn the loss of one of classical music’s brightest lights. This is the day that music died. The man was a saint and his death is a tragedy second only to the crucifixion.”

      “Do tell.”

      “College girls lean to melodrama. There was also a lot of sighing about his oh, so romantic looks and personal charisma.”

      “Hannah tells a different story.”

      “Oh?”

      “Geoffrey Lawrence had a dark side and liked to use his power for evil whenever possible.”

      “Really?”

      “According to Hannah,” Lia said.

      “What powers could a voice professor possibly use for evil purposes?”

      “Getting people fired, ruining careers before they get started, that sort of thing.”

      “Funny, she didn’t tell me any of that.”

      “Did you ask her?”

      “Well, no, not for a preliminary statement.”

      “Apparently she was ready to crack. She had a minor meltdown at the professor’s house.”

      Peter drew back, blinking. “What were you doing at the house?”

      “She needed to pick up his dogs. One of them is epileptic and can’t be left alone for too long.”

      “How did you get in?”

      “She has a key. She watched the dogs for him. They’re as much her dogs as his, from what I could see. They were all over her the minute she opened the door.”

      “I can’t believe this,” Peter muttered.

      “Why are you upset?”

      “We have no idea who did this. There hasn’t been time for anyone to search his house.”

      “Does that matter? He wasn’t killed there.”

      “She could have tampered with evidence. She had no business going there without a police escort. Dammit.”

      “Peter, relax. She picked up some kibble, the dog beds, and Buddy’s meds. Then we left. I was with her the entire time.”

      “Hodgkins will file a complaint.”

      “How can he complain about you? You didn’t know.”

      “He’ll find a way.”
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