Chapter 1
(Sunday Evening, the 12th)

LaVonne Wilson pulled the log book from her satchel and smiled at the Hello Kitty sticker waving back. She entered her position: third level parking, inner lane, facing the elevator atrium. She checked Mickey and made her entry:
Time: 10:45 p.m. Status: All Quiet.
She put the log away and continued to walk past the endless row of cars. I wonder who’s winning in Dirty Sam’s tonight, and how many mortgage payments are being lost.
Swinging her flashlight, she exposed the dark corners of her domain. Nobody lurking. Good. She stopped and moved the light to a Nissan about ten cars down: some poor guy, head pressed against the driver’s side window, sleeping it off, no doubt. I’ll have to rouse him and send him on his way. The casino isn’t running a flophouse.
Tapping the end of the flashlight against the window, she shouted, “Hey buddy, wake up. Time to hit the road.” No response. She leaned in and rapped with her knuckles. That’s when she saw the blood splattered on the dashboard and the shattered windshield.
She shone the light on the man. “Oh, my God!” She fell to one knee and vomited the chicken noodle soup she had just eaten. Catching her breath, she called her supervisor. She stood, using the door handle for support, and forced herself to look at the man. That poor guy looks familiar. What’s left of his face, anyway.
Ten minutes later, a heavyset EMT spilled out of the ambulance, saw LaVonne, stuffed his overhanging shirt into his pants, seemed to check his breath, and walked toward the Nissan. “Hi LaVonne. How’s my favorite member of law enforcement?”
“I’m not a cop, Ray. I’ve told you that. Just a guard doing her rounds.” She nodded toward the car. “Here’s the victim. Looks like he was shot at close range.” She pointed to the concrete floor. “Watch out for the puke.”
Ray sidestepped the puddle of mushy noodles, leaned forward, and looked into the front seat. “Wow. What a mess!” He called to his partner. “Hey Billy. No need for an IV. This guy’s long gone.”
______

LaVonne put down her coffee and pulled the blanket around herself as she sat in the small security office in the basement of Dirty Sam’s Casino. Manny Gomez, her supervisor, sat next to her and rapped his fingers on the Formica desktop.
A young man in suit coat and tie entered the room, pulled out a metal chair across from them, dropped a notepad on the tabletop, and reached across the table. “I’m Ted Hanson, lead detective for the Long Harbor police.” He waited for LaVonne to recognize the pleasantry. She pulled her arm from under the blanket and shook his hand.
LaVonne’s watch pointed to one o’clock. “Hey, a Mickey Mouse watch. I haven’t seen one in years.”
“It was a gift from my dad,” she said, forcing a smile.
“LaVonne’s dad is Mayor Wilson,” Manny said. She scowled at him. “But she’s a damned good security guard in her own right. And we believe in diversity here at Lucky Roller Security.”
They both stared at Manny. He slumped.
Ted sat, wiggled on the pleather to establish an ass groove, and leaned forward. “So LaVonne. Take a deep breath and tell me what happened.”
She sobbed as she recounted finding the body, the cops arriving and pulling the man from the car with the help of the EMTs, and Manny leading her away to this dingy office.
A patrolman entered and whispered in Ted’s ear. He nodded and had the officer wait outside. “Where have I heard that name before?”
“Miss Wilson, Mister Gomez. Do either of you know a Vincent Ferrante?”
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