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The little ball rolled rapidly around the circumference of the spinning roulette wheel. As its momentum waned, it skittered onto the roulette wheel, eventually resting in one of the wheel’s slots.

“3 red,” the croupier enthusiastically said to the players at the table.

However, in this case, there was only one player at the table. It was approaching midnight on a Friday night and the casino crowd had thinned out. Marvin Dimple was the only player remaining at the roulette table and he lost the bet, he did not have a chip on 3 red, the color red, or the odd numbers.

“Sorry, Marv,” the croupier said, “you’ve had a run of bad luck and I feel partly responsible.” He wore a name tag showing the name “Tyrone”.

“It’s not your fault,” Marvin said, “I’ve been in this bad streak for weeks now and I just can’t get out of it.”

Marvin Dimple was a middle-aged man on the short side and a bit overweight. He was divorced, lived alone in a one-bedroom apartment in Las Vegas, and was employed as a bookkeeper in a small Vegas company. He generally lived a quiet, conservative lifestyle, except for his love, if not addiction to, roulette.

“I am totally tapped out now. I’ve maxed out on my credit cards, wiped out my savings account, and don’t have access to any more cash, unless I go into my 401(k) plan, which I certainly don’t want to do,” Marvin said.

“Well, I’m no financial genius, but I couldn’t help but notice that fancy watch that you wear. It looks like it would fetch quite a bit of cash,” Tyrone said.

“Oh no, no, I couldn’t sell this watch. It was purchased by my grandfather long ago and has been passed down the generations. I got it when my father passed away a couple of years ago. No, I’m not going to sell it.”

“It’s a beautiful watch,” Tyrone said. “It looks like it’s gold and maybe has some diamonds on it too.”

“Oh yes, this is eighteen-karat rose gold, and you’re right, these are diamonds. This is a Rolex. They called it ‘The President’. It is my most prized possession.”

“I understand why you wouldn’t want to sell such a precious family heirloom, but there is another option. You could take it to a pawn shop and put it up as collateral for a loan. There are so many in Vegas.”

“Doesn’t that involve selling it to them, probably at a price well below its value?”

“Not necessarily,” Tyrone said, “you could just give them possession for three months or so, as collateral, and they would lend you a percentage of the estimated value of the watch, maybe thirty percent or so.”

“Then how do I get it back?”

“You would return to the shop within the specified time, pay back the loan with interest, and you would get your watch back. The catch is that they charge very high interest rates and you lose the watch if you don’t pay them back by the loan deadline.”

“Oh, I don’t know,” Marvin said nervously.

“Hey, don’t get me wrong, I’m not trying to get you to pawn it, I’m just informing you of the pawning option. It’s strictly up to you what you do, Marv.”

Marvin remained silent for a minute or two.

“It does sound tempting. Do you think I should do it?”

“Oh, I can’t really make that sort of recommendation, I’m just letting you know of the option, that’s all. If you decide to do it tonight, there’s a pawn shop that stays open late a little way up the Strip. I see it every night, it’s called ‘Cash for Your Stash’.”

“Thanks, Tyrone, I’ll think about it. For now, I need some fresh air and some time to think. This constant losing is making my head spin.” 

“Sure, Marv, good luck with whatever you decide.”

Marvin got himself up from the chair, put on his jacket, and slowly made his way to the exit. 

It was the end of Tyrone’s shift. Another croupier came over to relieve him.

“Looks like your last customer is leaving,” the new croupier said to Tyrone.

“Yeah, that’s Marvin. He has been having a long streak of bad luck.” 

“Oh, I’ve heard that before. Lots of people have losing streaks around here,” the new croupier said laughing.

“Good night,” Tyrone said. “Have a good shift!”

* * *
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Marvin hit the sidewalk and deeply breathed in the cool, autumn night air of Las Vegas. He made his way up the Strip, joining the thinning number of pedestrians after midnight. After a short time, his eye caught a brightly illuminated sign that said, “Cash for Your Stash Pawn Shop”. He thought that it had a bit of a shady sound, but the colorful and bright lights drew him in. It seemed to be open despite the late hour, so he took a deep breath and went inside out of curiosity.

“Well, hello, come on in,” a middle-aged, burly man behind the counter said.

Marvin scanned the inside of the shop and noticed that he was the only customer in there. Everything looked so neat and clean and the shop was well lit.

“Hello, I’m just here for some information,” Marvin said.

“Sure, sure, come right in and I can help you. You caught me just in time, I was just about to close up. My name is Sam.”

“Oh, it must be my lucky night, that is, outside of the casino, no luck there at all,” Marvin said.

“Oh, I see, one of those nasty streaks, hey?”

“Yes, a very bad and very long streak in my case, and it’s been going on for a long time,” Marvin said.

“Are you interested in purchasing anything? As you can see, we have quite a selection of items, all clean and fully operational.” 

“Well, I’m more interested in getting a loan, immediate cash.”

“Okay, we can do that. What would you like to put up for collateral?”

“I was considering pawning my watch,” Marvin said removing the watch from his wrist.

Sam’s eyes opened widely, in awe, as he looked at the watch after Marvin removed it.

“What would you be willing to offer me as a loan for this beautiful Rolex?” Marvin asked handing it to Sam.

Sam was visibly captivated by the beauty and stunning glitz of the timepiece.

“Oh my God, this is magnificent, absolutely beautiful,” Sam said taking the watch.

“So, what do you think you could give me for a loan and how long would you hold the watch.”

“Let’s take a look,” Sam said grabbing his jeweler’s loupe.

Sam closely examined the watch, put it to his ear, and manipulated the wristband.

“This is beautiful and in great condition. I would be willing to loan you up to ten thousand dollars. I can give you a check right now. You would have ninety days to return and reclaim the watch by repaying the ten grand plus thirteen percent interest per month.”

“Oh, no, I need cash and I need it now. If you don’t have the cash or can’t give me cash, I’m afraid I can’t make the deal.” 

“Well, if you’re that insistent, I think I have enough cash. This is such a beautiful watch.” 

Marvin was very unsure of what to do. 

“Ten grand? Is that the best you can do?”

“Yes, I am giving you my best offer up front, because you strike me as a very responsible and honest man,” Sam said.

“So, you would give me the ten grand right now in cash?”

“Yes, I can just go back and get the cash from my safe. You can have it in short order. Of course, there is a contract that you must sign. If you fail to repay the loan with interest within the ninety days, we will take ownership of the watch.”

This statement terrified Marvin. He felt himself breaking out in a nervous sweat.

“Oh, I can see that you are a bit shaken,” Sam Said. “Don’t worry, this is just standard operating procedure. You just come back within ninety days or less with the loan amount plus thirteen percent interest per month and you will get your watch back.”

Marvin began shaking and feeling short of breath. He thought of all the money he lost at roulette and how much he needed to get it back. He needed immediate cash.

“Okay, let’s do it,” Marvin said in a tremulous voice.

“Great! I’ll draw up the contract and you can sign it right now. I’ll be back in a few minutes.”

Sam disappeared into a room behind the counter. He returned in about ten minutes with some papers.

“Here you are,” Sam said handing Marvin the papers. “You should read everything before signing. Be sure to fill in the information, including your full name, your complete address, and your telephone number. You can then sign where I have placed each ‘x’. I’ll need to make a copy of your ID, as well. Have a seat over there and take your time.”

Marvin gave Sam his driver’s license and took the papers and sat down in a chair at a small table nearby. After about fifteen minutes, he rose and returned to the counter.

“Everything looks okay to me. They state just what you told me. I filled in everything. If you have the cash, I’ll sign up right now and leave with the cash in my pocket. I’m eager to get right back to the roulette table tomorrow to make my money back.”

“Very good. You can go ahead and sign now,” Sam said.

Marvin placed the signature page on the counter and nervously signed his name.

Sam made a copy of the papers for Marvin and handed them to him. 

“I will now take the watch and place it in our safe at the same time I get your ten grand.”

“Sounds good,” Marvin said as Sam walked away with the watch and the signed contract.

Sam returned shortly and counted out one hundred C-notes into Marvin’s hand. He returned Marvin’s ID and gave him several empty Cash for Your Stash envelopes for the cash. Marvin stuffed the bills into several of the envelopes and carefully put them in his jacket pockets along with his copy of the papers. 

Sam then handed Marvin the all-important pawn ticket.

“Be extremely careful with this pawn ticket,” Sam said, “you may not be able to get your watch back without it. We must follow an identification process if a claim is made for the item without the pawn ticket.”

“Yes, I will take good care of it,” Marvin said putting the ticket in his pocket.

He then shook Sam’s hand.

“Thank you. You have given me a chance to get my money back from that casino. I’m sure that I’ll have a better day tomorrow.”

“Thank you, Marvin. It was a pleasure doing business with you.”

Marvin turned and walked to the door after saying good night. 

“Good night,” Sam said. “I’m closing up now.”
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The cool air hit Marvin like a slap in the face, as his buyer’s remorse, or in this case, seller’s remorse, hit him even harder in the brain.

Marvin’s apartment was within about a fifteen-minute brisk walk from the Strip. He specifically chose it due to its location, he wanted to have easy access to the casinos. It was a cool, clear night and he could use the walk. It was just about the only exercise he got. He had to walk down some dimly lit, unpopulated streets, but he felt comfortable doing so after having done it so many times over several years. The alternative of driving and paying the casino for parking was unacceptable to him. He would rather play roulette with the money.

About five minutes into the walk, he began to hear distant footsteps behind him. This was very unusual considering the area and the time of night. He seldom saw anyone walking on these late walks home from the casino. He stopped for a moment to listen more carefully.

“Yep,” he thought. “There definitely is someone walking behind me.”

Marvin wasn’t alarmed. He had made this walk hundreds of times with no problem at all. Nevertheless, he did feel himself becoming a bit apprehensive. He began to pick up his pace a bit. He really didn’t feel like having any human contact under the circumstances. Within moments, the person walking behind him picked up the pace dramatically. This truly alarmed Marvin, especially with all that cash in his pockets. He experienced a wave of panic. He began to jog, but he was out of shape and very slow. That just signaled the individual to break into an even faster jog behind him. Now Marvin was truly terrified. He was in no shape to outrun anybody.

As the man caught up to Marvin in front of a vacant parking lot, he reached over Marvin’s shoulder with his gloved right hand and clamped it on Marvin’s mouth.

“Don’t make a sound. Don’t shout or scream or say anything,” the man said in a forced low voice as he stopped Marvin.

He put his covered left forearm on Marvin’s throat and applied enough pressure to make it uncomfortable, but not enough to do significant damage.

“I want all that money you just got from the pawn shop, every single dollar of it.”

“I didn’t get any money. I just went in there to get information.”

“You lying son of a bitch. Don’t fuck with me. Get on the ground.”

Marvin obeyed and laid on the ground on his protruding stomach, now shaking vigorously. The man put his knee on Marvin’s back and went through Marvin’s pockets. He pulled out all of the envelopes filled with cash and stuffed them in a shoulder bag he was carrying. The pawn ticket and pawn shop papers were also in his pocket. He pocketed the pawn ticket, but just threw the papers on the ground without looking at them. He then pulled out his SIG Sauer nine-millimeter gun from his waistband and put the muzzle to Marvin’s head. 

“You have no money, hey? Well, you’re right, you have no money now, you lying piece of shit! You’re lucky that I’m not going to put a bullet in your brain right now.”

Marvin made a sudden move, quickly twisting his upper body while trying to grab the muzzle of the gun.

“You fucking bastard,” the man said as he pumped four shots into Marvin’s bald head. “I warned you. All you had to do was shut your mouth and I would have let you go.”

The shots were barely audible through the suppressor on the gun. The man picked up the spent shell casings and quickly trotted away from the scene.

* * *
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The following morning was Saturday. Metro Police Detective Sergeant Lucius Bunk was at home enjoying some time off with his wife when he got a call on his iPhone. His supervisor, Lieutenant Fieldston, was calling, which meant only one thing: there was a homicide and Bunk had to go to work.

“Good morning, Lucius,” Fieldston said. “You may think that I am calling to shoot the breeze or talk about the Raiders, but you would be wrong.”

“Oh, Lieutenant? Considering it is Saturday morning, this call must mean that you are calling about business and have some work for me.”

“Very good. You know me all too well. We have another one of those nasty murders on our hands. A man named Marvin Dimple was just found shot to death on a street a short distance off the Strip. Unfortunately, he was found on the sidewalk, face down on the ground with several bullet holes in his head. It appears that he had been lying there for several hours. CSI is already there processing the crime scene. Take a ride over there and find this ruthless animal. Take Simonson with you. I will send you an email momentarily with the address and other pertinent details.”

“Okay, thanks. I’ll await the email, get Simonson, and go out there.”

“Good luck,” Fieldston said disconnecting the call.

Lucius Bunk and his assistant, Detective Sergeant Chester Simonson, were soon on their way to the address provided by Fieldston.

“This sounds like another nasty one,” Bunk said to Simonson in the car, as they made their way to the crime scene. 

“I’m not surprised,” Simonson said. “They are all nasty, it’s just that some are nastier than others.”

“Right,” Bunk said. “It sounds like a professional job, multiple gunshot wounds to the head.”

“We’ve seen that before,” Simonson said. “It could very well be another drug-related execution. Maybe the guy failed to pay for the goods, so he wound up paying with his life.”

“Could be,” Bunk said, “hopefully, we’ll get some evidence to work with.”

“Some DNA wouldn’t hurt,” Simonson said.

“No, DNA never hurts. It is just about our best friend,” Bunk said.

They arrived at the address and noticed its close proximity to the Strip. Bunk commented that it looked like a typical off-Strip Vegas street, nothing fancy or glitzy, just a plain, drab street.

Bunk and Simonson joined the CSI investigators at the scene. The body had already begun to decompose, so the aroma was rather disturbing, to say the least.

Bunk and Simonson were greeted by CSI supervisor Jacob Stark, who approved their crossing of the yellow tape. 

“Hello sergeants,” Stark said as Bunk and Simonson approached the body.

“Hey, Jake, good to see you again. How’s it going?” Bunk said.

“Going well with me, Lucius, but not so well with our victim.”

“Mind if we take a look?” Bunk asked.

“Not at all, you know the drill. Watch where you step and don’t touch anything,” Stark said.

Bunk and Simonson approached the body.

“Oh, man, his head was shot to hell. Yep, it certainly looks like a professional hit, no bungling, crude robbery here.”

There were several CSI investigators hard at work taking pictures, lifting bits and pieces of fragments from the sidewalk and surfaces, checking for fingerprints, and generally searching for any morsel of evidence.

“Okay, folks, we’ll get out of your way. Good luck!” Bunk said as he and Simonson prepared to leave the scene.

They said their goodbyes to Stark as they left the scene.

On the way back to the office, Bunk and Simonson discussed what they had just observed.

“It looks like a pretty clean crime scene, except for the pieces of the shot-to-hell head,” Bunk said.

“Yes, somebody had a job to do, did it, and got out of there,” Simonson said.

“Let’s get back to the office and plan our next steps. We have to get this guy. Who knows what he is up to next,” Bunk said.

* * *
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Back at the police station, Bunk and Simonson formulated a plan to investigate the murder, while they awaited the findings of the CSI investigators and any lab results. 

“Here we are again,” Bunk said. “We start from the middle and go outward from there. We look at current or former spouses, children, friends, coworkers, business associates and any other people in his life. We should also have a couple of officers canvass the area near the crime scene to see if anyone saw anything of note, and to see if any video exists from a house or business that captured the attack or the killer.”

“I’ll get right on that as soon as possible,” Simonson said. 

By the end of the day, it was determined that Marvin worked as a bookkeeper for a small company in Las Vegas with the name of Reliable Nuts and Bolts. Arrangements were made for Bunk and Simonson to meet with the office manager, Ron Cupperman, that Monday morning.

* * *
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As planned, Bunk and Simonson were at Reliable Nuts and Bolts at 10 AM on Monday morning. They were shortly in Ron Cupperman’s office.

“First, we want to thank you for meeting with us so quickly. Time is of the essence in these types of cases,” Bunk said.

“I’m eager to help in any way I can,” Cupperman said. “This is such a shockingly horrible event, just let me know what you need.”

Bunk then began the questioning.

“What was Marvin Dimple’s job here and how long has he been working here?”

“He has been our bookkeeper for his entire time here, just about ten years now.”

“Has he had any disputes with any coworkers or anyone else that you know of?”

“Marvin was a quiet, mild-mannered guy. He did his job and never had a problem with anyone here to my knowledge.”  

“Was he married?”

“I know that he was married in the past, but he has been divorced for several years at least. I don’t think he had any children. He lived alone in an apartment here in Vegas.”

“Do you know the name of his ex-wife or how we may contact her?”

“Sorry, no. He never talked about her.”

“Do you know of any problems that Marvin was having, anything at all that might give us a lead?”

“No, as I said, Marvin was a quiet man. He never really spoke about personal problems or relationships. He just did his job and did it well.”

Simonson then picked up the questioning, but no additional information was obtained. The men shook hands and Bunk and Simonson returned to the station.

* * *
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Back at the station, Bunk and Simonson reviewed what they learned.

“Well, we did not get much from Ron Cupperman, but he seemed credible and honest. Marvin was apparently a loner, not married, and with no children. That quickly eliminates some of the usual persons of interest. The only person to follow up on is his ex-wife. We need to speak with her, whoever she may be,” Bunk said.

“Right, this is a tough one,” Simonson said. “We have one tenuous lead and nothing much else. I’ll look into the ex-wife lead. Hopefully, we can locate her and get some additional information.” 
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Two days after Bunk and Simonson met with Ron Cupperman at Reliable Nuts and Bolts, Simonson informed Bunk that his research indicated that Marvin Dimple’s ex-wife is Margaret Dimple. She also lived in Vegas and apparently worked as a secretary.

“Should I contact her and ask her to come in for an interview?” Simonson asked Bunk.

“Absolutely, we need more information about Marvin and she seems to be our only hope right now.”

Two days later, Margaret Dimple sat in one of the police interview rooms with Bunk and Simonson.

“This interview is being recorded for our records.”

“That’s fine with me,” Margaret said.

“We want to thank you for coming here today. Condolences on the passing of Marvin. We are trying to get all of the information that we can about Marvin, so we can catch his killer and bring him to justice.”

“I’m eager to help you, Sergeant. I don’t know much about Marvin over the last few years, but I’ll tell you whatever I know.”

Bunk began the questioning.

“Can you tell us why you and Marvin got divorced?”

“Yes, it boils down to one simple fact. Marvin was a compulsive gambler. He was obsessed with roulette and was convinced that he could devise a system to beat the wheel. This went on for several years until I could no longer take it. He would gamble every dollar he had, trying to beat the casino, but he just kept losing more and more money. We were practically penniless. We skimped on food and entertainment so he could gamble. He stayed in the casino way into the night on weekends. He would say that I shouldn’t worry, that we could always file for bankruptcy, but I told him I wouldn’t do that and he should just stop gambling.”

“For how long were you married to Marvin?”

“Over ten years.”

“How long has it been since the divorce?”

“A little over three years.”

“Do you know where he gambled and on what?”

“His favorite casino was the Blissful Casino on the Strip. To my knowledge, he only played roulette, no blackjack, no poker, no slots, just roulette. He was obsessed with the numbers and the colors.”

“Did you ever accompany him on these gambling sessions?”

“Yes, we went to the casino together many times when we first started dating. We would have a nice dinner, maybe go to a show, and then hit the casino itself for gambling.”

“When did you realize that he had a gambling problem?”

“It took a number of months. I admit that I was in denial at first when he started losing significant amounts of money. I would tell myself that we could afford it and it wouldn’t last, but I was delusional.” 

“You apparently tolerated this conduct for many years.”

“Yes, much too long. I should’ve bailed out after the first year or two.”

“Do you know of anyone in his life who would want to kill him?”

“Not really, but I had my suspicions that he was borrowing money from some shady characters at times, although I never had proof of that. Marvin was a quiet man and he never admitted dealing with such undesirable money lenders. What I do know for sure is that he just spent most of his paycheck on roulette. I don’t know of him having any enemies.”

“So, it sounds like his entire existence centered around the casino and roulette.”

“Yes, that about sums him up. He did his job at work, but he really did not have any other interests. After I bailed out of the marriage, I realized that he had a gambling addiction and should’ve gotten professional help with that, but in those days, less was known about such addictions.”

“So, would you say that it is possible that he failed to repay a loan to one of these shady characters and they retaliated by robbing and killing him?”

“I would say that is possible, but I’m merely speculating.”

“Finally, did Marvin have any living relatives that we may be able to contact?”

“I only know of his younger sister, you may have heard of her, Linda Starling. She is blind and a rather famous singer and piano player. She lives in Los Angeles, but she travels quite a bit. She is very talented and has a large following. She has been on TV and has held large concerts. She is rather well known.”

“Yes, I know who she is. So, Marvin had a famous and probably wealthy sister. Do you have any contact information for her? I assume she is very insulated.”

“No, sorry, I have not been in contact with her for years now.”

“Can you tell us anything else about her?”

“Just that she seemed like a nice woman when I knew her, very talented and smart, and a good performer. She was doing well, last I heard, despite her blindness.” 

“Do you know why she changed her last name?”

“She said, at the time, that it was a better name than Dimple for her career.”

Simonson finished the questioning.

“Did he ever mention anyone at the casino that gave him a problem or caused him trouble?”

“No, no, nothing like that. He always said that everyone there was very nice and treated him well.”

“Thanks very much, Margaret, for coming in for this interview. If you think of anything else, give one of us a call.”

“Sure, I will do that.”

She was given Bunk’s and Simonson’s cards and she left the station.

After she was gone, Bunk said to Simonson, “It sounds like everything about Marvin comes back to roulette and the Blissful Casino.”

“Yes, we need to figure out the connection between his gambling obsession and his murder,” Simonson said.

“That is the missing link that we need to find,” Bunk said. “See if you can make an appointment for us to meet with the Blissful Casino manager for tomorrow, if possible. Tell him that we are investigating the murder of a frequent customer of his. Tell who the victim is so that he can gather his information, including video of Marvin. We also need to contact the LAPD and request that they locate Linda Starling and notify her that her brother was murdered. They will give her our contact information and we can discuss meeting with her.”

“I’ll get right on it,” Simonson said. “This is getting very interesting.”

* * *
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Bunk and Simonson sat in the office of Blissful Casino manager Clifford Millburn.

“Thank you for meeting with us so quickly. Time is of the essence in these investigations,” Bunk said.

“You’re welcome, Sergeant. I want to do whatever I can to bring the killer of Marvin Dimple to justice.”

“What can you tell us about Marvin’s gambling at the casino, including frequency, success, failure, and anything else of interest.”

“I have done some checking,” Millburn said. “Marvin has gambled here consistently for years. His attendance is mostly on weekends and his gambling has been exclusively on roulette. Regarding success or failure, he has been on a severe losing streak. The house has a significant advantage in roulette, but Marvin’s losses lately have been greater than usual. I guess you could say that he has been on a losing streak. Roulette isn’t like blackjack or poker where skill is a factor. Roulette is strictly a game of luck.”

“Do you know when he last came in to gamble?”

“Yes, he was here this past Friday night for hours, up to around midnight, the night he was murdered. He seemed to have lost all of his available money. The croupier had a conversation with him at the table when he was the last player at the table. According to Tyrone, the croupier, the two of them discussed the option of Marvin pawning his valuable Rolex watch for cash that he could continue to play with. Marvin expressed reluctance to do that. He then left the casino. There is no indication where he went from there.”

“Thank you. That is very useful information. Is there anything else you can tell us about Marvin?”

“No, that’s about it, Sergeant.”

“We would like to interview the croupier. His input would be very relevant at this point, since he may have been the last person to see the victim. Would you be willing to arrange an interview with him?”

“Yes, I’m sure that I can do that. He has weekends off, but I’ll call him and see if I can arrange a meeting for Monday. Is that good for you?”

“That sounds fine, yes, Monday.”

“Is there anything else that I can do for you now, Sergeant?”

“No, you have been very helpful. Hopefully, we’ll be back on Monday.”

Bunk and Simonson stood and shook hands with Millburn before leaving the casino.
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Later that day, Millburn called Bunk and informed him of an appointment he made with the croupier, Tyrone Callaway, for Bunk to meet with him. It was set for 2 PM on Monday afternoon, a few hours before Tyrone’s 4 PM shift began. Bunk agreed and the meeting was set.

Bunk and Simonson were back at the casino at 2 PM on Monday, as planned. Millburn greeted them and brought them to a conference room on another floor. Tyrone was already in the room. Millburn made the introductions.

“Tyrone, these two gentlemen are police detectives. They are going to ask you some questions about Marvin Dimple. Cooperate with them fully. I will leave so that you gentlemen can speak with Tyrone in private,” Millburn said to Bunk and Simonson.

Once Millburn was out of the room, Bunk spoke directly to Tyrone. He was a young man perhaps in his late twenties, tall and well built.

“We are going to record this interview, is that okay with you?” Bunk asked.

“Sure, no problem,” Tyrone said.

Bunk removed a small audio recorder from his pocket, started the recording, and began the interview.

“Please state your full name.”

“Tyrone Callaway.” Tyrone spelled his last name.

“What is your job here at the casino?”

“I’m mainly a roulette croupier.”

“I assume you are aware of the fact that a frequent roulette player at the casino, Marvin Dimple, was brutally murdered on the street right after his last night playing here.”

“Yes, I heard about that. I was shocked. He was a nice man. What a terrible way to go!”

“What do you do as a roulette croupier?”

“I monitor all bets on the table, spin the ball and the roulette wheel, announce the results of the spin to the players, and pay the winning bets with chips and collect the chips for the losing bets.”

“First, tell us what you know about Marvin Dimple.”  

“I only know him as an avid fan of, if not addicted to, roulette. I have been a croupier here for about five years and I think he has been coming here on most weekends, at least since then, maybe even before.”

“From your observation, how has he done with his gambling?”

“He has had some winning streaks, but as you probably know, nobody can win at roulette in the long run, because the percentages favor the house. So, I would have to say that he has lost a significant amount of money over the time I have known him, especially recently.”

“Let’s focus on his last night playing here. Were you working the roulette table at that time?”

“Yes, I had my usual late shift that night.”

“Was Marvin Dimple playing at your table that night?”

“Yes, he was there for hours and remained after everyone else left the table. By midnight, he was broke and alone at the table.”

“So, he wasn’t doing so well that night?”

“He was doing very poorly. He was losing almost every bet. He mainly bet on the high paying options, such as just one number or maybe a two or four-number combo. They pay well, but the odds are highly against the player. By midnight, the end of my shift, he said that he was totally tapped out. He had maxed out his credit cards and emptied his savings account. He seemed on the verge of tears. It was very sad.”

“How did you respond to that?”

“Well, I was well aware of the beautiful, ornate Rolex watch he wore for the last couple of years. It was gold and had some diamonds on it. I told him that the watch would fetch him quite a bit of money at one of the pawn shops here in Vegas.”

“How did he react to that?”

“At first, he was insistent that he would not part with the watch, thinking that I was suggesting that he sell it. I told him that he could just put it up as collateral to get a loan. He would get an immediate payment from the pawn shop. The shop would hold the watch as collateral and would return it to him after a specified time, if he paid back the loan with interest within the time limit. I was clear that I was not recommending that he do this, just letting him know of the option.”

“What did he say to that?”

“He seemed to be open to the loan option, since he would be able to get the watch back. It was about then that he left the casino.”

“Did you suggest any particular pawn shop to him?”

“I did tell him that there was one up the Strip that stayed open late.”

“Do you have any affiliation or relationship with any pawn shop?”

“Oh no, not at all. I just work here as a croupier and hope for big tips,” Tyrone said laughing nervously.

“Is there anything else that you can tell us about Marvin?”

“Only that I knew that he was divorced and lived alone in an apartment near the Strip. He seemed like a lonely, lost soul to me. I think he mentioned at some point that he was a bookkeeper, but he never said where he worked.”

“Did you know exactly where he lived, like the address?”

“No, no, I had no reason to know his address.”

“Is there anything else that you think might help us to find his killer, Tyrone?”

“I don’t think so. This news about Marvin shocks me. He was such a nice, quiet man. He obviously had a gambling problem, but he managed to get by. I don’t know why anyone would want to hurt him. I just wonder if someone followed him to the pawn shop, watched him come out, and followed him home, assuming that he had cash from the pawn shop.”

“That’s an interesting take, Tyrone, do you have any reason to believe that he was indeed followed?”

“No, none at all, it’s just a guess based on true crime shows that I watch.”

“Do you have any objection to taking a polygraph and allowing us to examine your phone?”

Tyrone thought for a moment.

“Yes, Sergeant, I do. I have watched enough true crime shows to know that polygraphs are not reliable and are not permitted as evidence in courts. Regarding the phone, no, I don’t want my personal business and contacts scrutinized like that.”

Bunk turned to Simonson.

“Do you have any questions for Tyrone, Chester?” Bunk asked.

“I think you covered it all, nothing more from me,” Simonson said.

The men shook hands and Bunk and Simonson left the building.

* * *
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Back at the station, Bunk and Simonson discussed Tyrone’s answers.

“He seemed credible,” Bunk said, “but I have a nagging suspicion regarding Tyrone’s suggestion of pawning the watch, not to mention his refusals to take a polygraph or let us examine his phone. Could Tyrone have some kind of deal with a particular pawn shop involving a kickback or something like that? Is he afraid that a polygraph test or his phone could possibly incriminate him?”

“I suppose the pawn shop connection is possible,” Simonson said, “according to him, he did mention that he told Marvin about a pawn shop up the Strip that stayed open late.” 

“I think we need the video tape of that table’s activities. We may be able to see and hear exactly what Tyrone said,” Bunk said.

“Good idea, that should be our next step. I’ll get right on it tomorrow and request video from the casino,” Simonson said.

“Well, that’s enough for today. It’s getting late and we can pick it up tomorrow,” Bunk said.

* * *
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The next morning, Lieutenant Fieldston visited Bunk in his cubicle.

“Good morning, Bunk,” he said knocking on the wall.

“Good morning, Lieutenant. How are you today?”

“I’m fine, so fine that I have brought you a present.”

“Oh, that sounds good.”

“I have some initial results from the CSI examination of Marvin Dimple’s crime scene,” Fieldston said. “They sent me a photocopy of a document they found in Marvin’s jacket pocket. I’ll email a copy to you, but it basically is a contract Marvin entered into with the ‘Cash for Your Stash’ pawn shop on the Strip. It appears that after he left the casino on Friday night, he did indeed go to this pawn shop and put up his fancy Rolex watch as collateral for a loan of a whopping ten grand in cold cash. It was a ninety-day loan with a hefty thirteen percent monthly interest rate. I suspect this was done to get more money for roulette.”

“Interesting,” Bunk said. “So, this raises questions about this pawn shop and its possible connection with the murder and probable theft of the ten grand from Marvin.”

“Exactly! Your detective antennae are functioning at an optimal level.”

“We really need to look further into this pawn shop, including the ownership and the individual who made this deal with Marvin,” Bunk said.

“Right again,” Fieldston said. “I’ll email you this material and let you get right on it.”

“Okay, thanks,” Bunk said.

“Carry on,” Fieldston said knocking on the wall of Bunk’s cubicle as he walked away.

A short time later, Simonson came to see Bunk.

“I spoke to the casino manager this morning,” Simonson said. “He indicated that all gambling activity is video recorded, but there is no audio recorded due to privacy laws. He is willing to provide the video of Tyrone and Marvin from Friday night, but there will be no audio.”

“Tell him that we want it anyway. We need to see what went on and maybe we can read lips or get someone who can read lips,” Bunk said. “By the way, Fieldston was just in here and provided some fascinating information about Marvin and a pawn shop.”

Bunk proceeded to repeat what Fieldston told him.

“In addition to getting the casino video from Friday night, look into the details regarding this Cash for Your Stash pawn shop, such as ownership, consumer complaints, previous violations and so forth,” Bunk told Simonson. “When we get the video, we’ll view it to see if we can read lips at all. If not, we may want to hire a lipreading expert.”

“Got it,” said Simonson. “It looks like we’re making some progress here.”

“Yes, hopefully,” Bunk said.
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“Before I leave,” Simonson said, “I want to tell you that the officers, who canvassed the area near the homicide, found that several houses had outdoor cameras, but only one of them recorded the video. They obtained a copy of the video. I have it, so we can view it whenever you wish.”

“Great, let’s do it now,” Bunk said.

They went to the interview room where the video equipment was. Simonson started the video. The image definitely captured the area where Marvin was murdered. There was a time stamp, so they fast-forwarded to a time they believed was right before the homicide took place. The image was dark. There were no streetlights in that area, just some dim moonlight. All they could see was a shadowy figure, who was probably Marvin, suddenly jogging into view. He appeared to be trying to escape from someone. He quickly passed and was no longer in view. Just then, someone ran hurriedly in and out of view. It appeared to be a man, but the person was heavily covered up and bent over in a running posture. That was it, nothing more.

“Shit, that didn’t help at all,” Bunk said.

“No, it sure didn’t,” Simonson said.

“Video evidence can be a powerful tool in getting convictions, but video like this is worthless,” Bunk said. “Okay, Chester, we’ll press ahead.”

Two days later, Bunk and Simonson met in the interview room to view the casino video of Tyrone and Marvin talking, right before Marvin left the casino. 

When the viewing was over, Bunk said, “Well, I don’t think either of us were able to decipher what the croupier or Marvin were saying, but the scene certainly corroborates Tyrone’s description of his interaction with Marvin. Let’s get clearance from Fieldston to hire a professional lipreader to view the video. We have to cover all bases here,” 

“Sure, I’ll take care of that,” Simonson said. “Meanwhile, I have some interesting information regarding the Cash for Your Stash pawn shop.”

“Oh, really?” Bunk asked. “Let’s go back to my cubicle and review what you learned.”

Once back at Bunk’s cubicle, Simonson opened his notebook and began telling Bunk what he found.

“It appears that this Cash for Your Stash pawn shop was sold several months ago. The new owner is a corporation named We Mean Business Enterprises.”

“I never heard of it,” Bunk said.

“Neither have I,” Simonson said, “but upon further digging, I learned that none other than the notorious Roman Carliso is the owner of We Mean Business Enterprises.”

“Well, that certainly puts this case in a different light. Suddenly, we have organized crime involved!” Bunk said. “There appears to be much more to this case than a random, isolated murder in the big city.” 

The following day, Fieldston went to see Bunk with some additional developments.

“CSI did not find any significant DNA or fingerprints at the crime scene, nor were there any spent shell casings from the shooting,” Fieldston said.

“We’ll have to get some people on the street trying to find this guy. Maybe one of our informants can help us,” Bunk said.

“I’ll leave it in your competent hands. Keep me posted,” Fieldston said as he knocked on Bunk’s wall and walked away.

* * *
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“Let’s review where we stand with this case,” Bunk said to Simonson in Bunk’s cubicle.

“Right, we have had a few things going on here,” Simonson said.

“The pawn shop document found near Marvin’s body,” Bunk said, “clearly indicates that Marvin pawned a very valuable Rolex watch as collateral for a ten-thousand-dollar loan. We can infer that Marvin had that cash on him when murdered. There is a high probability that the murderer was aware of this and followed Marvin home. Perhaps Marvin put up a fight and the killer panicked and shot him. If my hypothesis is accurate, we need to focus on people who knew or strongly suspected that Marvin was carrying the cash. The individuals that come to mind at this point are the roulette croupier, Tyrone, and the pawn shop clerk who gave Marvin the money. Obviously, the pawn shop clerk new exactly how much money Marvin was carrying and that it was all in cash.”

“Well, that certainly is a good starting point,” Simonson said. 

“Tyrone seemed relaxed and credible when we spoke to him, but appearances can be deceiving,” Bunk said.

“True, but we haven’t
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