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Retired detective Audrey Burns had always loved mysteries, murders and puzzles that were often way too complex to her peers at the police that she often solved them before anyone else. She might have hated retirement, but at least she got to have a great few years with her husband Michael as they travelled, sang and danced the years away, before he died of a stroke three years ago.

Audrey had investigated a whole bunch of crimes and mysteries since then using her police background to help people, get justice for victims and to help make the world a better space. 

But even she knew this would be her last ever case because she was going to die today.

Juliet Rose, Roy Davenport and Ben Lloyd were just three of the people that had disappeared from the Rosey Gold Hotel in southeast England over the past decade. Over a hundred people had come into the hotel, check-in and then they were never seen again.

From the outside the hotel looked warm, welcoming and inviting but Audrey suspected it was just some kind of weird look to lure in victims that were never going to be seen again.

She didn’t really think they were being murdered, because it just had to be impossible to hide that many bodies over the years but something was clearly going on and that was what she wanted to find out.

Audrey went into a large hotel lobby with dirty marble walls that was large enough to fit twenty to fifty people depending on their size. There was a group of young mothers with babies and young kids sitting in a corner, there was another group standing around a water cooler in another corner with blue hats and jeans, and then there was only one other person here.

The woman behind the desk.

She might have had frown lines as big as they came but she looked friendly enough. The entire lobby seemed a little sad and lonely to Audrey and if this was an official police case she would have wanted her juniors to search the entire hotel bottom up in search of any missing people.

There were two large golden lifts that looked like they went straight up into the heart of the hotel, and they were beautiful lifts. There was a strange kind of pitting on the golden metal trims that added such texture and depth to it that it seemed to lift the simple design to a whole new level.

Audrey knew her husband never appreciated her taste in interior design but he did love her. He probably would have hated the lobby and she did too, but at least she could see what the designer was attempting back in the day.

The lobby was large enough for a small café or something to make the lobby less depressing, cold and dirty. Clearly that vision never materialised.

“Can I help you?” the woman asked.

Audrey went over to the desk and smiled at the woman. The woman looked like she was trying to smile but it looked so forced and twisted that it was almost scary.

“I’m here to check out the hotel please,” Audrey said. “I want to investigate the disappearances,”

Normally Audrey would have tried to actually pose as a guest, come up with a better excuse or simply pretend to be a private investigator. But every single fibre of her being was telling her she was going to die on this case, so what was the point?

The woman frowned. “You’re going to disappear if you go up there? I don’t allow anyone there. The only reason we’re still open is because my boss owns thousands of hotels across the UK and he sinks money into this one as a tax avoidance thing,” 

At least she was honest and Audrey could understand her. The woman was clearly frightened but it was weird how she sounded like she was going to cave.

“Why do you still work here?” Audrey asked.

The woman grinned a little and Audrey could have sworn that her face flickered like a bad hologram for a moment but then it went back to normal. 

“I have nowhere else to go and you see all those parents and other people in the corners, they’re good people,” the woman said.

Audrey shrugged, maybe that was fair enough and maybe they had their own reasons for being in there and not outside in the real, exciting world.

“Just a quick look,” Audrey said, knowing that this place was weird to its core and she had to find out what was happening.

The woman frowned. “Fine,”

One of the golden lifts opened its doors and a light breeze with hints of salt, rosemary and roasted lamb filled the air pulling Audrey towards the lift. It was weird.

Audrey checked that her holo-phone was on full-battery and she looked through the large glass doors out onto the sunny street outside. With young happy families laughing, talking and playing in the street, there were even young couples kissing and walking hand-in-hand outside, and the outside world was happy and not in danger.

But this hotel only stunk of danger, death and deceit. 

Audrey just had to find out why.
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As soon as Audrey stepped out of the golden lift and the doors shut firmly behind her, she knew she was in deep, deep trouble. The long endlessly white corridor looked so vast that it could have stretched on for hundreds of miles. 

It was flat out impossible for such a thing to exist but the hotel was weird. The corridor smelt pleasant of sweet sugar, caramel and male deodorant just like Michael used to wear. The corridor was long, narrow and every two metres two brown fire doors appeared.

Maybe the original design of the hotel was so hundreds or thousands of people could stay in the hotel at any one time. It was so massive that it seemed possible, too possible actually.

Audrey wasn’t a fan of the dark orange carpet or the dark flickering lights that were embedded in the ceiling, but she had to get answers. 

She started walking down the long corridor and she had to admit she had no idea how she was going to get answers. If no one was up here except the missing people then she couldn’t talk to other people to find out what happened.

She didn’t have access to a forensic team or dogs or anything that she used to in the police to help her solve cases. She was all alone, vulnerable and she was going to die.

After a few minutes of walking, Audrey stopped and looked around and she couldn’t believe that she was only five doors away from the lift. She might have been an old lady but she wasn’t slow, she easily caught up with her grandchildren who were all on sport scholarships.

She easily should have walked the entire length of the corridor in those few minutes.

Audrey kept on walking, tapping on the hotel doors as she went and she could have sworn that sometimes her hands fell through the doors and into a coldness like no other on the other side.

As much as Audrey just wanted to escape now, she couldn’t. There were at least three different people that might be alive and might need her help.

So Audrey just kept
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