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Bzzz. Bzzz. Bzzz. 

Madeline’s alarm blared incessantly in the early morning hours of Monday. She reached a hand out from under her blankets and smacked her hand around in the air in hopes of hitting the snooze button without opening her eyes.

Unfortunately, she missed the alarm completely and ended up smacking one of her cats, Pedey, on his back instead. He let out a huffy meow and jumped off the bed.

“Sorry, kid,” she called out to him as he swished his tail out the door, followed closely by her other two cats, Dewey and Papi. She stretched her arms above her head, found the alarm button, and finally punched it off. She really should get up and head to the ballpark. Everyone would be expecting her early.

It was just the day before when her parents dropped the bomb that when they retired they wanted her to take over the management of the team and the ballpark. She had always assumed her brother was the heir apparent, but he had recently taken a job in the big leagues with the Boston Red Sox in their front office.

Now it was her turn to start running the show.

Of course, her tenure with the team didn’t get off to the greatest start, what with finding a murder victim, investigating his death, and almost becoming a victim herself. Needless to say, it was a stressful few weeks after that investigation. After the murder, the team was under a cloud of suspicion for a while that made Madeline nervous for how things would continue. Luckily, the Abington community rallied around her family and the team, and they hadn’t lost too much business since all the craziness. It had only been a couple of weeks since the murder and investigation, and she hoped things were going to get back to normal. Or at least as normal as a girl running a baseball team could be. Luckily her family was always going to be close by. She wouldn’t be by herself in case there were any issues. But she wasn’t going to tempt fate. She resolved to throw some salt over her shoulder when she got into the kitchen to ward off the bad juju.

Stumbling out of bed and climbing over a mound of clothes next to the bedside, Madeline stretched again, and her back let out a large crack. Even at only thirtysomething, she was feeling her age as she made her way to the kitchen. She thought about how busy she had been since she started working with the team again. Folding laundry just seemed to take a backseat to all the drama of the past few weeks.

A quick breakfast of toast and iced tea before showering and she was out the door after only fifteen minutes. Working for a baseball team had its benefits, namely not having to dress up on workdays. That’s not to say she was a complete bum. Her standard work outfit consisted of nice jeans, usually a team shirt of some sort, with her short brown hair pulled back into a headband. Very rarely did she have to dress up like a real corporate woman, only if there were important vendor events or corporate sponsor meetings. She definitely didn’t miss the formality of her previous jobs. Casual was the way to go.

Apologizing again to the cats on her way out the door, she climbed into her sensible Honda and pulled out of the driveway of the cul-de-sac she lived on in Abington. While mostly spread out, the town had a cozy feel with a small main street and several developments across route 18 in Southeastern Massachusetts. The ballpark itself was located on former farmland just south of Abington proper, almost in the next town of Whitman. She was glad the family had kept the team from when she was a kid in her hometown. She knew most of the season ticket holders by name, and they always made sure she felt welcome in the community, even when she had left for a corporate job for a few years.

That corporate job didn’t last as long as she had wanted, and she rejoined the family business last year as Social Media Manager. Even after the murder of a local scout at the park, she continued to use the social media sites as a way to connect with the fans in the area. They had a few trolls that continued to insist that her brother was involved in the murder, even when the actual culprit confessed after kidnapping Madeline a few days ago. But that’s a whole other story.

The parking lot was deserted at that time of the morning, usually only a few security personnel and sometimes her parents were there when she got into the office before 7:00 a.m. Madeline waved at the security guard standing behind the gates, pulled into the spots closest to the office door, and pulled a set of keys from her purse. The front office door opened from the parking lot, but there was another entrance inside the park as well that the family used during game days.

The office lights were off, and instead of turning everything on, Madeline decided to just head to her office. In the summer the sun rose early, so a natural light filtered in through the windows. Much better than the fluorescent office lights that lined the ceiling. Pushing open her office door, Madeline stopped for a minute to think about everything that led up to this moment.

She never thought her parents would turn over the team to her, much less this soon after she returned. She remembered attending games at the ballpark with her grandpa when she was little, before he even bought the team and how special it was to her. It provided her a connection to her family now, and she didn’t want to lose it.

After the murder, there were times she thought they would lose the team forever. She was so glad the community rallied around them, and some of the other team owners as well. Since the murder, attendance was up, and season ticket orders had doubled. She knew some of it was because of morbid curiosity. “Oooh, let’s see where that dude was killed with a bat.” But she was confident that the team would keep drawing them in, even without the murder tourists.

Madeline puttered around her office, turning her computer on, checking to see if any flashing messages lit up her phone, and making sure she hadn’t forgotten to do anything else that weekend. Mondays were always a slow day at the park. There wasn’t usually a game, and while the players practiced, the front office was usually quiet. Only a few meetings were on her calendar for the day, including a meeting with a local school group about signing up for a day camp she was putting together.

Madeline sighed as she looked at the first meeting on her calendar. It was a conversation with Max, the son of her head concessions vendor. He had some “ideas” as he put it to make the food more interesting at the ballpark. Just because the Red Sox had added French toast and poutine, not together, of course) to their new menu, Max believed he could do the same thing. Madeline, on the other hand, had some doubts.

She had a few hours to kill before that meeting, so before she had to do anything, she took her daily walk around the ballpark. It helped her center her mind before dealing with everyone. With no one at the park, the field was peaceful, and she took a deep breath.

It was time for her to start the day and hope for smooth sailing.
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The walk around the park went smoothly for Madeline, and she only had to stop once to chat with some staff members who were also early risers. She didn’t stop to talk to many people because she wanted to get her mind right before her meetings of the day. As she passed the ramp to the visitor’s side of the field, she shuddered.

The murder that happened prior to opening day was thankfully out of most people’s mind by the time the season went into full swing. It was only a month after everything happened, but to Madeline, it felt like a lifetime ago. She was the one who found the body and found herself sometimes dreaming about stumbling across the beaten man again.

He wasn’t a great guy by any means, but he didn’t deserve to get murdered. No one deserved that. It didn’t help that her brother was accused of the crime. It turned out there was a whole mess of drama in the murdered man’s life that led to his demise. His murderer was now in jail, her accomplice was testifying against her, and the baseball season could proceed as normal.

Of course, that meant getting more involved in team decisions. The main concessioner was a guy named Martin whose family had owned the concessions since before Madeline’s grandfather had bought the team. They rarely changed the food options, but just recently started to offer small batch craft brews and healthier options to their menus. It was all part and parcel of bringing in new clientele to the ballpark.

Baseball as a sport was steadily declining in participation, spectators, and young people were turning their energies to more football-related pursuits. Luckily, with the Red Sox so close by, the Independent Baseball League in Massachusetts still did pretty good business. Madeline wanted to keep it that way and was endeavoring to bring in more people any way she could. Her grandfather’s legacy depended on it.

Martin’s son Max had been helping around the ballpark since he was a little kid, and now he had just graduated from high school and was looking to find his way in the world. Not set on going to college just yet, he got it into his head that he wanted to try his hand at the concessions game with his dad. Unfortunately, he wasn’t known for his attentiveness or food skills. Madeline had no idea what to expect from the lanky teenager.

Madeline and the teenage Max stood at the end of the ballpark’s row of concession stands where he was presenting her with new food options. The park was quiet except for the sound of the grounds crew mowing the lawn, and several cleaning folks working on the concourse level. Max was a tall, eighteen-year-old who had graduated from Abington High that past May. His father owned and ran most of the concession stands of the park, and had since Madeline’s grandfather bought the team in the 1980s.

Madeline made her way down the concourse from her office to the main concession station. Checking her watch, she realized she had a few more minutes before Max was to arrive. She lounged against the counter and scrolled through her phone. The Red Sox had won the night before and she was reading through the stats when she felt a tap on her shoulder.

Turning, she found Max with a hopeful look on his face and a plate of food held out in front of her. There was a burger and some weird looking French fries smothered in cheese and gravy.

“Thanks, Max. That looks, well, um, interesting.”

He shrugged his shoulders and waited for her to take a bite.

Blech

Madeline spit out the flavorless ball of meat into the napkin she was holding in her hand. Embarrassed, she looked at Max and tried to think of some way to let him down easy about the taste of his last concoction. She needn’t have worried.

Madeline surreptitiously threw the napkin filled with the offending meat into the nearest trash can and sighed. Max was desperate to break out of his father’s shadow and had set up his own meeting with Madeline to try and break into the concessions business. Unfortunately, he did not have the same talent as his father did when it came to cooking. His latest dish was not destined to be the next big thing.

The burger itself was under seasoned, smothered in Monterey jack cheese, topped with fried onions, jalapeno, and a chili sauce that almost burned out the taste buds in her mouth. Not something someone would want to eat on a hot day in August at the ballpark. Plus, for some reason, he garnished it with apple slices. Maybe it was supposed to cool down all the spices? Either way, it did not taste good. Or interesting. Just spicy. Even that one bite Madeline took seared the roof of her mouth. She desperately grabbed a water, but that only tempered the heat a little bit.

“Max, I don’t know about this.” She tried to think of the diplomatic way to tell him his food was gross.

Max’s attention was firmly elsewhere though. She turned her head to see what he had been staring at.

Stalking across the concourse floor was a tall, leggy blonde in a short bandage style dress. Leggy was such a weird way to describe someone, but Madeline couldn’t think of anything else. Her long-tanned legs combined with the short mini-skirt were all someone could focus on. Max was firmly transfixed, staring at her as she made her way to the front office doors.

“Max.”

“MAX!” Madeline waved her hand in front of his face and snapped her fingers to get his attention.

“Oh, wait, what? Right, Madeline, how’d you like the burger?” Max shook his dark hair off his face and looked at her hopefully.

“Well, um, it was an interesting taste, and one that I think isn’t quite right for the ballpark.” His face fell. “But keep working on it, you never know!”

Max shrugged and turned back to the grill station he was set up at. Madeline hated to hurt the kid’s feelings, but there was no way something that spicy and crazy could be added to the menu. There was almost a riot last season when they introduced lettuce wraps as one of their menu items. Baseball fans were mostly purists as heart. They wanted their burger and dogs plain, wash it down with a beer, and maybe some peanuts. They weren’t a fussy bunch.

Madeline sighed as she turned away from Max’s stand. As she headed back towards her office, she heard her name being called from across the concourse.

“Madeline! Madeline! Wait a second!” A deep booming baritone swept across the concrete floors.

Madeline smiled. It was Davis. Head security guy, former high school crush, and now current sort of dating guy. She waited until he caught up with her before they both headed back to the front office.

“I’m glad I caught you. What was going on back there with Max?”

Davis casually strolled up next to her, not even out of breath from running across the concourse. Madeline was impressed. She was winded walking from her car to the office most days. Exercise wasn’t her favorite thing. She preferred watching sports to playing them.

“Oh, Max is trying to break out from his father’s shadow. He created something and wanted me to try it in hopes he could open his own stand.” She shook her head. “Unfortunately, the burger he created could’ve stripped paint off a car. It was so spicy and so out of place, that there is no way we can add it to the menu.”

“That’s too bad. He’s a good kid.” Davis said.

They continued and as they approached the door to the front office, they could hear yelling from inside.

“What the heck do you think is going on in there?” Madeline looked at Davis. As head of security, she knew she could count on him to take care of things if it got dicey.

“I don’t know, but I’m going to get in there to make sure nothing is wrong.” Davis placed his hands on the door to push it open. At the same time, someone from inside wrenched the door open violently, causing Davis to fall into the front office lobby.
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The blonde woman Madeline had seen earlier barreled out of the door, pushing Madeline aside causing her to go flying into the wall. The momentum of the woman caused her to careen out of control and fall to the ground on the concourse. Her designer purse went flying and all the contents spilled across the ground.

“You idiot! Why don’t you watch where you are going?” The blonde shrieked at her as she scooped up all her items and shoved them back into her purse. “Ugh, I can’t believe my family works with these people.”

She gathered herself and stormed off towards the parking lot.

Madeline, still in shock on the ground, shook her head. “What a horrible person.”

Madeline saw Davis next to her looking towards the woman with disbelief on his face. They saw her hop into a white Mercedes SUV and screech out of the parking lot.

“I don’t know who that is, but I know I don’t like her.” Madeline pulled the door back open and entered the front office where her friend Eliza sat behind the front desk.

“I see you met Alaska.” Eliza fanned herself with a ballpark brochure.

Madeline could tell that Eliza was exasperated. “That woman is a piece of work. I told her to get her crap together and come back when she had an appointment and she lost her ever loving mind.”

Madeline rolled her eyes. “Yeah, she called me an idiot on her way out of the door after running into me. What’s her story? I saw her stalk by earlier. Max could barely keep his eyes in his head. I’ve never heard her name before. Alaska?”

“Yeah, Alaska. Her family owns the Brewhouse Brewery over on Hancock street. She has the idea in her head to try and get us to give her family an exclusive vending contract. They want to do everything. Food, drink, catering, the whole shebang. I told her to make an appointment to present to the ownership, but she wanted to talk to someone now. Then she stormed out.”

Eliza waved her hand dismissively. “Whatever, we’ll see if she comes back.”

“Well, she didn’t make a good first impression that’s for sure. Little does she know she just insulted the daughter of the owner. Not the best move, lady.” Madeline laughed. “Anyway, I need to tell you what just happened with Max. Davis, you can stay if you want, it’s pretty funny.”

Madeline hoped that he would stay. Their relationship was moving forward, but she still felt awkward around him sometimes. He was her high school crush; she still couldn’t believe that he wanted to go on a date with her. For a woman in her 30s, she didn’t have a ton of dating experience to draw from, and she wanted to make it work with Davis if possible. Otherwise, it would be super awkward working together.

Davis grabbed a piece of butterscotch candy from the small crystal baseball mitt on the corner of Eliza’s desk. Some of the employees of the park would sneak in and steal candy from her as much as possible. She always had the good stuff.

“I can’t stay, I have some new trainees coming today for game day staff. But I know that Brewery. I think her brother, Brooklyn, owns part of the company as well. “He paused at the glass door leading back out to the concourse. “You know, it’s a little weird how closely their circumstances are like yours. Brother, sister, coming back to run the family business? Sounds like someone else I know.”

Madeline rolled her eyes. “As long as I don’t have that bad of an attitude you can look at the similarities all you want.”

Davis grinned. “You’re only that mean when you forget lunch.”

Madeline made an affronted noise and grabbed a handful of candies to throw at his retreating back. Laughing, he shut the door behind him as little gold wrapped butterscotch’s bounced off the door.

Madeline turned back to Eliza laughing. “He’s lucky he’s cute.”

Eliza gave her a knowing look. “Girl, you don’t have to explain yourself to me.”

Madeline thought back to when she first saw Davis when they both attended Abington High School, home of the Green Wave. She never quite understood what the green wave actually was, but they sure were proud of it. He was a year older than her, and, of course, a star baseball player. Madeline, while not unpopular, didn’t exactly travel in the same circles as he did. She was a dance team member, so she could hang out with the jocks, but also a member of the choir, which put her squarely in the “geek” circle.

That wasn’t to say she ever treated anyone like crap. She got along with all cliques in school. She was lucky, some of her friends in the choir were bullied mercilessly by the “cool” kids.

One day, she came across a bunch of the baseball players taunting a freshman with big coke bottle glasses. Madeline looked around for a teacher to break it up, but before she could grab anyone, Davis approached the group and pushed the guys away from the young kid. Dusting him off, Davis made sure the kid got all his stuff back from the bullies, and then hurried on his way. Turning back to his teammates, she heard him giving them crap for being such jerks. That was probably the moment her crush was solidified. And, of course, he was quite cute too.

Shaking herself out of her memories, she found Eliza staring at her with a knowing smile on her face.

“Yeah, yeah, I know.” Madeline threw another butterscotch at Eliza and laughed her way down the hallway to her office. Once there, she powered on her laptop and logged into all the team accounts. There were comments and tweets from some local kid’s teams that professed their love for the team and their excitement about attending the kids camps throughout the summer. In her email there was also an invitation from the Red Sox to attend a women’s fantasy baseball camp at the end of the year. She saved that one to investigate more later.

In the team email, there was a curious looking email from an anonymous sender. The team usually got positive emails. During the drama of the murder mystery of the last month, there were lots of sketchy material sent their way. That had died down since. The family, team, and players were cleared of any wrongdoing. Now the emails were mostly requests from local teams, day camps, and schools to come and have the kids play with the team. This email was different from any of those.




To: AbingtonArmadillosTeam@Baseball.com

From: anon3871@me.mail

Subject: Future



Dear Abington Armadillos,



You don’t know me, but I’m a concerned citizen. I followed the criminal activities of the opening day murder, and I’m concerned that more care isn’t being taken by the Boucher family regarding the safety of its people. Also, there is a distinct lack of care in the concessions area that a little bird told me is responsible for many illicit and illegal activities in the stadium. If the team knows what’s good for them, they will root out these vile perpetrators and clean up their house before it brings them down.



Sincerely,



A Fan



“Huh.” Madeline said aloud, sitting back heavily in her desk chair. They didn’t get many crank emails or phone calls, so this email was very weird. She forwarded it to Davis’ team as a general “FYI” but she wondered what exactly the email was talking about. Martin had run the concessions for as long as she could remember, and they’ve never had any complaints that she knew of. She made a note on her purple legal pad that she kept next to her computer to talk to Martin and see if he knew of anyone who would make such claims.

Turning her attention back to her computer, she wanted to satisfy her own curiosity about Alaska Redmond and her bizarre behavior early that day. It seemed odd that she was so adamant about meeting with the family even without an appointment, and then getting all bent out of shape when told there was no one to see her. And to top it off, being rude to pretty much everyone in the building was also not a good look.

Madeline fired up her favorite search engine and typed in Alaska’s name. Thousands of entries popped up, mostly about her exploits in downtown Boston as a local socialite. She clicked on the images tabs and scrolled through about 100 images, most of them showing Alaska smiling at some sort of gala, club opening, or restaurant.

Madeline, while still young, never really got into the whole clubbing in Boston thing. During college it might have been fun, but now it was way too much work to go into the city for anything a night. And she wouldn’t even try the train with its erratic schedule. No, she preferred to stay on the South Shore if she had to go out. Of course, if she was as rich as the Redmond family, she would be able to afford a driver who could take her anywhere at any time. Then things would be different.

She caught a glimpse at the time in the corner of the computer and realized she had just enough time to get down to the field to catch the tail end of a quick practice. There wasn’t a game that night, so the team was doing a light practice to keep strength and conditioning up. The next game was an away game on the North Shore, which was something new they added this season. The team was based out of Salem, and she enjoyed taking an afternoon away to explore the town and catch the game. She wanted to make sure she got caught up on everything, so she could be out of the office for that game without too many issues.

The family usually liked to have at least one family representative at away games, and of course it was nice to connect with the other families of the local teams. They tended to be a tight knit group, and most of the owners grew closer after the incident with William Chase and the Barnstable team.

She gave Eliza a quick wave as she took her laptop out to the field level seats. Work and play. That’s why she loved working at the ballpark

The team was out running ground ball drills, and she gave a quick wave to Billy, the manager, when he spotted her. He waved back and turned towards the infielders who were shagging balls. The team had gotten off to a strong start, winning almost fifteen games since the start of the season. Their one big weakness was errors. Lots of “Billy Buckner’s” on the team. Lots of ground balls through the wickets that sometimes put the games in jeopardy. She knew Billy wanted to make sure the team worked on fielding fundamentals at most practices in order to limit the amount of errors in each game, and it seemed to be working.

As she watched the team now, she realized they looked better fielding than they had in the past few games. Obviously, practice was different from real game situations, but every little bit helped. She hoped that would lead to positive outcomes in the next few games.
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The rest of the day went by quickly. After grabbing a quick Diet Coke with Eliza for lunch, she finished off the day by sending a few emails inviting local day camps to the park for tours and workshops. She knew it wasn’t the healthiest of lunches, but time was getting away from her and she wanted to finish up.

Satisfied with her day’s work, Madeline logged off her computer, shut the door of her office behind her, and made her way to the front office doors. She wanted to do a quick lap around the ballpark concourse before leaving, just to make sure things still looked good. Her parents didn’t expect that much level of attention, but Madeline wanted to make sure she was familiar with everything before taking over operations from her brother at the end of the season. This week was a test run, with her parents on the Cape for vacation, and her brother stuck in meetings with local sponsors.

On a non-game day, the ballpark pretty much emptied out by 5 p.m. The only people left were a few security personnel, a handful of cleaning people, and maybe a few members of the front office. It seemed to Madeline that she was the only one left out of that group still wandering around.

The clattering of the trash barrels being rolled through the concourse echoed down the empty stretch of ballpark. She heard voices from behind one of the concession stand kiosks but didn’t see anyone due to the stack of boxes on the counter. She peered around a corner of the boxes, wondering how long the shipment had been sitting there. Before she could identify anyone, the voices quieted down, and she heard a door slam from the back of the concession area.

Max came out from behind the counter and jumped when he saw Madeline standing there.

“Oh, hey, Madeline. I didn’t know you were still here.” He shoved a hand through his long hair. “Don’t worry about the shipment, I’m just putting them away now.”

Madeline wondered if he was still annoyed with her reaction from this morning. He seemed oddly jumpy around her. Usually he was an average teenager, kind of sullen and sarcastic, but with a good heart. He was definitely not acting like himself, which made her think about the mysterious email from earlier in the day.

“No worries, Max. I know you and your dad have things under control. Don’t forget to call me if you need anything. And I’m sure you know about the closing up procedures when the front office is empty, right?” Madeline smiled to let him know that she wasn’t annoyed with him. He was a good kid for the most part.

“Yeah, my dad has Davis on speed dial and he will let us out once we get all this stuff unloaded and put in the back kitchen. Thanks, Madeline.” With that, he turned back and grabbed a box from the counter and made his way to the back kitchen behind the stand.

Madeline shook off her uneasiness, chalking it up to teenagers and their hormones. Max was probably still upset about his food fail. She knew he wanted to try something to get out from under his father.

Madeline understood how hard it was to work for family. She came back to the team knowing full well what it was going to be like, but she had to admit it had been pretty exceptional thus far. Well, except for the whole murder thing. She could’ve done without that. Luckily it had been resolved and the team was back and better than ever.

She saw Davis up ahead, leaning against the wall near the entrance to the team tunnel. The team tunnel led to the locker rooms and playing field. After games, the player would come out that way to sign autographs and take pictures. Even if they weren’t HUGE stars, the kids still flocked to them. Some of the players were former big leaguers who had just gotten too old for the sport or just college kids who weren’t up to par for the big leagues. The age range on a team was anywhere from 19 to 40, so there was something for everyone.

Davis was talking to one of his team members, so Madeline gave him a quick smile and wave before continuing down the concourse.

Suddenly, a scream pierced the quiet air of the stadium.

Madeline stopped short, frozen in place for a minute. Screams were never good. She caught eyes with Davis who had also stopped talking, and at the same moment, both Madeline and Davis took off running back towards the main concession area of the concourse.

She couldn’t be sure, but it sounded like a young man’s voice screaming. The only person around here who fit that description was Max. She hoped he was okay and hadn’t hurt himself lifting those boxes alone.

Madeline and Davis arrived back at the concession stand in less than five seconds and found Max bent over double breathing heavily.

“It’s...I mean...she’s...” He pointed in the direction of the food service area.

Madeline felt her stomach drop to her toes. She was getting an incredible sense of deja vu. She took a deep breath, locked eyes with Davis, and cautiously approached the counter. Davis motioned her to stay behind, but Madeline shook her head back at him.

This was her park. Her team. Whatever the problem was, she needed to be involved. Davis shook his head at her and peered over the waist high counter. He turned pale and let out a long breath.

Madeline took a deep, steadying breath before leaning over the counter to see what Davis had found.

Lying on the floor of the concession stand was Alaska Redmond. Sprawled on her back, a small pool of blood leaking out from under her body. Without thinking, Madeline raced to the side door of the stand and pushed her way in. She quickly felt for a pulse, and not finding one, looked out at Davis who was on his walkie talkie and shook her head.

Madeline couldn’t believe it. Another death? Another possible murder? Why else would Alaska be in this area? Last she saw, the woman was storming out of the ballpark under a head of steam. When did she come back and how did she end up behind Max’s counter?
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Davis had radioed to his team who then in turn called the authorities. Massachusetts was different than other states. The local Abington police arrived first, and if they determined it was a homicide, the State Police were then called in to assist in the investigation.

Madeline normally wouldn’t know that kind of information, but since the season started off with a murder, she became intimately familiar with the workings of a criminal case. Definitely not the information she was clamoring to have. Even though she loved a good detective show or mystery novel, she never thought she would have been involved in any sort of investigation.

One of the only reasons she found herself part of the last investigation was because it involved her brother being under suspicion. Hopefully no one in her family could be considered a suspect in this death. If it was even a murder. It could still just be some sort of tragic accident.

The Abington Police were located only a few blocks away, so they responded within five minutes of the 9-1-1 call. First a constable roped off the area and told Madeline, Davis, and Max to stick around. Luckily the park was pretty empty, and they just had to keep some of the janitorial crew away from the scene. None of them really wanted to get involved anyway.

Madeline noticed a medium-sized gentleman with a large tan trench coat walking her way and sighed to herself. It was Detective Stephenson. She had dealt with him during the last murder and he wasn’t her biggest fan.

It wasn’t her fault that a murder happened, and she happened to be the one to find the body. It also wasn’t her fault she was kidnapped by a deranged woman who thought she was going to expose her as a murderer. It also wasn’t her fault that the police took forever to find the killer. She just happened to be in the wrong place at the right time. Kidnapping a member of the community is one way to show how guilty a person is.
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