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“Do you want a brandy? Something to steady your nerves?” Attorney Rexford Covington asked as he intently stared at Senator Monger with his hand poised on the top of the decanter. 

The senator slowly nodded his head as he sunk into the chair. Once he settled into the chair, Senator Monger gripped the arms of the chair tightly, as if his life depended on him not falling out of the chair. As if the chair was a life raft afloat in the middle of the ocean.

“Yes . . . please a brandy . . . to steady my nerves. I need to steady my nerves. I am afraid that any steadiness from the use of brandy will only be temporary.”

Rexford said while he twisted the top of the decanter, “Might be, senator. Might be.”

He poured two glasses, three fingers deep with brandy, and then replaced the top on the decanter and settled the decanter back within a nest of other liquor bottles. Rexford picked up the glasses, walked over to where the senator sat, and handed him one glass while settling into the chair next to where the senator sat. Senator Monger took a sip of the brandy and then held the glass in his hands while resting it upon his lap. He nervously spun the glass around and around, and his eyes stared down into the carpet of the luxurious office inside of his sprawling home. The sun was setting, and the sunlight cast peculiar shadows on the walls and floor of the room. One of the sunlight beams broke into a prism of light, and the colors reflected on the carpet in front for the senator.

“Rex, she did not suffer, did she?”

Rex tilted his glass, took a sip of his brandy, and then placed the glass on a coaster on an oak wood end table that stood stoically next to the chair. End tables have no ears. But Rex looked around the office as if they did, or perhaps the other furniture did, or some ghosts were in the room listening. 

“Don’t ask me that question, Austin. This is all a very dirty business. Let’s just put it all away forever. Relax. It had to be done now. For many reasons. The timing was crucial. Our inside man covered everything and the slimy doctor, covered the shift as planned. It had to happen now.”

“I understand, but I need to know, Rex. If she suffered. I really do. At one time, I loved her dearly.”

“Love is for chumps, Austin. You have higher aspirations than being a love-struck fool over some pretty chick. Look at you! Mr. Everything. You have good looks, power, one of the most powerful politicians in America and the most popular too. You have mountains of money . . . everything. You can have your pick of women. I can arrange any discreet affair that you feel that you need. Remember that the White House is still a realistic address for you to live in within five years or so. Remember, you love your wife, your family and your country. That is all that you love. Maybe your dog. Maybe you love your dog too.”

Rex picked up his brandy, took another sip, and then set the glass back down. He stared intently at the senator and followed his eyes to the colors dancing on the carpet in front of them, and he realized that the senator had tears in his eyes.

“I don’t own a dog. She was as beautiful as those colors are there on the carpet. She was a rainbow. A glorious rainbow.”

The senator took a long sip of the brandy, paused, then downed the rest of the brandy and waved the glass in the air in an indication that he required a refill.

“She had to go. She was a fuse to a time bomb. A lit fuse sizzling towards detonation,” Rex said as he pushed off on the arms of the chair that he sat in, stood up, walked over and grabbed the glass out of Senator’s Monger’s hands. The senator nodded, wiped away the tears and leaned back deeply into the deep folds of the chair. He was trying to bury his body in the chair to escape the pain of his existence.

In a low whisper laced with pain, Senator Monger spoke, “Tell me that it is going to be all right, Rex. Tell me again that no one will ever know other than us, and the hired hands that I have paid off handsomely. I have paid you handsomely, too. You are my attorney, but I feel that after all these years that you are my friend, too. Please reassure me that our secrets are safe. Only God can judge me now. And, I am afraid that he will someday. I think of how I began this journey, so innocent, so trustworthy, and so bent on doing good work for this country and its people. Now, the power and the glory and the lust of success feel like they are stones in my mouth.”

Senator Monger ran his hand through his thick black hair and sighed. Right now, he did not look like the handsome, dashing, young successful senator from New York who was a front-runner in his political party. A darling of the media and a darling amongst his followers. A shoo-in candidate to run for the Office of the President of the United States of America. Right now, he looked like a beaten man.

Senator Monger spoke again with a voice laced with a heavy sob, “Tell me that no one will ever know, Rex. Tell me that law enforcement will not find anything to suspect, that this is anything but an unfortunate accident of a hidden lifestyle and terrible addiction. I need to hear it again. From you.”

Rex held the glass in his hands and took a deep breath. With his free hand, he loosened his necktie and spoke with a powerful voice. A voice laced with some disgust at rehashing the details of what was certainly a sordid mess.

“No one will know. As far as any police investigation goes, the local law enforcement will rule her death as just another drug overdose in a city that suffers from a line of daily dead bodies, druggies keeling over right and left. Who knew that the precious, little, innocent Delilah had a hidden life of drugs and casual sex and dark days in Mohawk City? She is just another statistic. A casualty of an epidemic. I must admit that it is very convenient that she was originally from the lovely Mohawk City, New York. A den of sin and a pimple on the ass of upstate New York. Besides, the only homicide detective in, as they call it, Sin City is a drunken bum.”

After speaking, Rex turned his back on the senator and set the glass on the table at the bar. He picked the brandy decanter out of the maze of bottles and lifted it, twisted off the cap, and poured another drink.

He spoke again, while keeping his back turned and said, “Detective Odell is an alcoholic, has-been. A worn out, mess of a man. He solved many cases in the past, but now, he is a chain-smoking, alcoholic wreck of a detective. My inside sources say that he could not solve a murder case if he committed the murder himself. He could not find a clue in his own pocket. This entire mess is so complex and has so many layers of madness to it, I am very sure that Sherlock Holmes could not figure it out. Certainly, not this drunken buffoon. I assure you, Austin, in a few days, he will be pushed out of jurisdiction by the hired gun federal officers, who we paid off for them to make a little side cash, anyway. Until they arrive, this loser, Detective Lyle Odell, will not find a single clue. He will feel as if her death was an accidental drug overdose and life will go on. And, you, my friend, will be the President of the United States of America someday.”

Rex replaced the brandy decanter and picked up the glass, smiled, and walked over to Senator Monger. “Here. Sip, but do not chug it. You know how you drink like a fish when you are upset and we do not want the makeup crew having to paint the dark circles out from under your eyes before you have to act how surprised you are to hear of the death of your faithful assistant. You need to whip up some tears tomorrow, not tonight. I assure you . . . everything will be all right.”

Senator Austin Monger took the brandy glass from Rex and leaned into the drink.

After a long sip, he lifted his eyes toward his attorney and said in a low whisper, “Rexford, I hope that you are correct. Not only is this our careers on the line, but now, our lives depend upon it.”
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Chapter One



Early Thursday Morning
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THE CELLPHONE RANG loudly. A cellphone that sat perched somewhat precariously upon an upturned plastic milk crate that was sitting on the floor next to Lyle Odell’s reclining chair. The ringer on the phone was on the loudest setting. On purpose. Detective Lyle Odell opened one eye to look at the number on the screen. He groaned and moved in the reclining chair and strained his neck to read the number on the screen. He pushed in on the leg rest of the chair and reached for the phone, and when he did so; he knocked over the Irish whiskey bottle that sat on the floor next to the chair.

It did not matter because the whiskey bottle was empty. 

It was difficult to grab the cellphone since it hung on the end of a charger. The battery was always dead, and his captain kept promising him a new one.

“When he received budget approval,” the captain always told the good detective. Funny thing was that the captain always had the latest model cellphone.

The caller was persistent. Odell did not pick up the call, and it went to voicemail. However, they called right back. Odell’s head pounded. His eyes could not focus, and the Devil danced on his brain but also poked his stomach with his pitchfork. It was a difficult night. Difficult, to say the least. Now, Odell focused his eyes enough to read the number on the screen and the time. Odell recognized the number for the overnight desk sergeant’s phone at the front desk at Mohawk City Police Headquarters. This only meant trouble. It was just past two in the morning, and the last time that Odell recalled was around nine or thereabouts. The empty whiskey bottle explained the headache, the sick stomach, and the time of the call spelled out trouble.

Finally, through shipwrecked eyes, Odell circled in on the phone, pulled the charger out of the jack, hit the green button and growled, “Odell here,” out of the corner of his mouth with a painful reverberation, practically causing his pounding head to lift off his shoulders.

“Sergeant Hawkins here. Ah, sorry to wake you up, Detective Odell, but there has been another. . ..”

“Not too sure that I was actually asleep, sergeant. More as if I was borderline comatose. Sorry. I digressed. What’s up?”

“A dead body in a room in the Langley Hotel. A young woman. Looks like another drug overdose. There are no outward or obvious signs of foul play. At least, that is what the responding patrolman reported. Paramedics are there and reported there were no revival chances. The crime scene boys are already on the way. You told me to call you on every drug overdose, and always dispatch the crime scene boys.”

“Yes. Perfect. Good work sergeant. Those were my requests, indeed. Oh, geez. More drugs, huh? Okay, yes, I will get my act together and get out there. The Langley Inn, huh? The only fancy joint in the entire city.”

“Yes, the dead woman was originally from Mohawk City, but now . . . she works, well, she did work in the government. Federal government.”

Odell paused as he kicked a pizza box on the floor and at his feet, out of his way, and slowly stood up from his chair. He flipped on the light on the end table and squinted from the feeble light rays as they pierced his brain with pain. He debated picking up the empty whiskey bottle, but quickly crossed that off the list because he knew that his head would split if he bent over and he might lose the contents of his stomach.

“Federal government. How so?”

“She was the personal aide and assistant to Senator Austin Monger.”

Odell processed the information in his pounding head. “Monger, huh? Everyone’s darlin’. Damn . . . that means the dead woman is going to be Ms. Delilah Murdock. From the wealthy and powerful Murdock family. Oh boy. Nothing is easy. Okay, well, I am getting dressed now. Ah, Sergeant Hawkins, ah, can you send a patrol car to pick me up? Sorry, but I am not really in any condition to drive. Safely and lawfully, that is. These Friday nights are a bitch, Sarge.”

“It is early Thursday morning, Detective Odell. Thursday.”

“Oh yes, so it is. Thanks for the calendar, check. Anyway, honestly, taking forward steps and standing upright is enough of a challenge right now. I do not need to be driving. Therefore, a patrol car would be nice.”

“Sure, Detective Odell. I understand. Gotcha covered.” 

Odell hung up with the desk sergeant. His eyes searched the room, and he stepped on the pizza box and then found the pack of cigarettes that were next to the empty whiskey bottle.

As he groaned in discomfort to bend over and pick them up, Odell mumbled, “Now, I need to find the damn lighter.”
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A STOCKY MAN WITH AN oval face walked into the hotel room. He turned and looked at the emergency medical personnel, then to the police officer taking notes, and held his hand out to the officer. The officer scanned the man, who was offering him a handshake, and the officer remained aloof. His suit was sloppy in its fit and wrinkled, his necktie was too short and it hung askew, and his hair stuck out in many directions and in unkempt waves, and his face had a five o’clock shadow. Maybe, because of the events of the last few days, his face had a seven o’clock shadow. His eyes looked like they had witnessed an explosion of sorts. There was a distinct odor of stale booze emitting from his breath, as well as every pore of the man’s body.

“I am sorry, sir. This room is off-limits. You have no business here. Did you not see the barrier tape across the door and in the hallway? Perhaps, you wandered into the wrong room. Let me assist you in finding the correct room,” the police officer said as he dropped his notepad and pen on the bed and went to assist what he felt was obviously an intoxicated hotel guest who had partied too much in the hotel bar.

One of the older paramedics, who knew the good detective from crossing paths with Lyle many times over the years, chuckled at the patrolman’s reaction and words, stood up from his work, where he was scouring a desk in the room for evidence and said, “Forgive him. He is a rook, Lyle. Patrolman Dennis Baker, please, meet Mohawk City Police Detective Lyle Odell. Ah, ah, Lyle is a homicide detective. Mohawk City’s finest and, in fact, only homicide detective.”

Odell smiled as Officer Baker scrambled for covering his mistake and fumbled for words while shaking the outstretched hand of Detective Lyle Odell.

“Oh sorry, detective. I am a rookie. One month on the job. I have heard your name around headquarters, just never had the, ah, ah . . . pleasure to meet you, sir.” 

Detective Odell’s eyes went up and down to the now very nervous young police officer’s uniform, and then he studied his face. He buzzed his hair high and tight; everything was perfectly in place as far as his uniform went. He wore military-type side zip boots on his feet, and the boots had a spit shine on them that Odell thought he could see his own reflection in the polish of the boots. The young officer had it together.

“Nice to meet you, Officer Baker. Police officers should not lie. It is seldom, if ever, a pleasure to meet me. No one enjoys my company. Regardless, no harm, no foul, as far as thinking that I was some wayward drunk stumbling back to my hotel room. I most likely would have had the same reaction. Right now, I am sure that I am a train wreck of sorts. I am a drunk, just not a wayward drunk or a drunk looking for a place to crash. Unfortunately, Irish whiskey is part of my heritage. My liver is doomed. I am thinking of getting onto the liver transplant waiting list now, as a prelude to a transplant.” Odell stopped speaking and pointed at the hotel room floor, where the young officer’s uniform cap had tumbled off the bed and fell down onto the floor. “Better pick up your cap, Baker.”

The officer looked down, nodded and scrambled to pick up his cap and he did so, and in one motion, grabbed his notepad and pen from the bed and hustled in an effort to pull his poise together. It seemed as if the unusual appearance and some of the words of Detective Lyle Odell had caused the young officer to lose some discipline. Detective Odell scanned the scene inside the hotel room with a careful study of his dark eyes. It seemed as if he purposely did not focus his eyes or any intent on the dead body of the young woman that sat in a chair in front of the desk in the room. He scanned the entire room, while paying particular attention to the carpet on the floor, but when he did so, the good detective did not move his feet much, if any. Up and down, his eyes went. And other than where the dead woman sat, Detective Odell seemed to take in the entire scene. Odell attempted to adjust his necktie and after looking down and noticing its length and the condition of it, he quickly abandoned that effort. He seemed to make another quick but careful note of everything inside the room, even walking over to the closet in the room, opening the door and scanning the interior of the closet. After closing the closet door, Odell then looked at his watch. He then looked over at the emergency medical personnel and then at Officer Baker. Odell then stood straight and as tall as he could stand with his hands outstretched and his palms facing toward the ceiling of the hotel room and he closed his eyes and stood for a brief period, maybe a minute or more, as if he was deep in thought, or praying, or even falling into a trance. He then opened his eyes wide and scanned the room once more. No one said a word; it seemed as if everyone in the room awaited words or some direction from the good detective before speaking.

Officer Baker felt the detectives refocus and spoke first, “Is this going to be a crime scene for a homicide investigation, Detective Odell? Why are you here? It appears as if she overdosed accidentally. I called for medical assistance because I was not sure of a pulse or not. I was pretty sure that she was already deceased for a few hours when I arrived, but I called for medical, anyway.” 

Odell removed his eyes from his study of the hotel room. He studied the young officer, and after a few minutes of study and a pause, Odell answered, “Assumptions, Officer Baker can lead you down the incorrect path. Stay on the path. I received the call because the desk sergeant on duty is following my orders. These drug overdoses are becoming epidemic. Scumbag drug dealers are lacing opioids with traces of death and I want to find out who, and what, and whatever. I want to nail some of ‘em. Too many dead bodies without visible wounds keep popping up in Mohawk City. Not only in the seedy, back alleys, but also in the fancy places. Like this joint is. If I can nail some of them and slap them with murder or manslaughter charges for selling tainted shit, maybe, the word on the street will be to stop trying to outsell the other guys and it will put an end to this madness. Anyway, I dunno if it is a crime scene or a homicide . . . yet. To me, after all of these years, everything I see these days feels like a homicide until I prove otherwise. I am very cynical. Tainted. Anyway, time will tell.”

Officer Baker stood upright and answered, “Yes, sir.”

“Is the medical examiner on the way?” Odell asked the older paramedic.

“Yes, detective. On the way. It seems routine to us. Accidental overdose, but you are the detective. Other than checking for vitals, we disturbed nothing. Say, Lyle, even with the, ah, ah, disruption, to your evening and morning, the doc on call is slow out of the shoot tonight. You beat him here.”

The paramedic felt comfortable enough with Odell to tease him a bit.

Odell forced a smile and took the comment within good nature.

“Yeah, a disruption all right. Ok, thanks. Say, Officer Baker, you were in the Marine Corps. Is that not, correct?”

Officer Baker seemed slightly surprised by Detective Odell’s observation, and he looked at Odell and answered, “Yes, sir. I was. How did you know?”

Odell pointed at Officer Baker’s boots and explained, “First, all the repeated sir bullshit, then your posture, but primarily, your boots. You stand upright as if you have a stick up your ass and only stain wax from the Marine Corps can shine boots like that shine. Old habits die-hard. You Marines spend a lot of time on protocol. It stays with you. Did you light the wax on fire to melt it a little?”

Officer Baker smiled and said, “I did. Yes, sir. The best way.”

Odell shrugged, opened his suit jacket and tapped for his pack of cigarettes, mumbled, “Shirt pocket,” pulled one out and stuck it in his mouth. “Don’t worry,” Odell commented as everyone stared at his actions, “heaven forbid that we produce second hand smoke in this blessed world of living in a utopian bubble. I will not light it. Not yet, at least. I just need to taste it. Maybe I will smoke it later. Outside. Ah, yes, melted wax. I used a plain, white tee shirt to polish mine.” Odell looked at the young officer, who now clearly did not know what to make of the disheveled, old gumshoe, and waited for the rest of the statement. The unlit cigarette bounced in the mouth of Detective Odell while he spoke. “In the Coast Guard. I was a Coastie. You guys think that basic in the Marine Corps is the toughest. Let me tell you, the Coast Guard is no joke. Liberty in Cape May was awesome, though. The Jersey Shore is beautiful and the bars in the area were top notch. Anyway, Officer Baker, you and Sergeant Grundy were the first responders on the scene.”

“Yes, sir. Wait! How did you know that I had a partner and that it was Sergeant Grundy?”

Detective Odell removed the cigarette from his mouth and stuffed it in his jacket pocket, while mumbling, “Suit jacket right-side. Even in this era of understaffed Mohawk City police ranks and budget cuts, rookies do not ride alone. When I pulled up, I saw him sleeping in the passenger’s seat of the patrol car on the side of the hotel. He is exhausted. He will order you to drive when you wrap this up. I now know that originally, Grundy was driving because he parked the patrol car in the fire lane. That is a no-no. You are a Marine. You follow rules and you would have parked the car in a proper spot. Besides, Marines never walk on grass. You would have had to walk on the grass island if you drove the patrol car because the grass island is on the driver’s side. Asphalt is on the passenger’s side. I walked up to the car and checked. Grundy was lost in a slow drool and a loud snore. Old Grundy did not move a muscle. Even with the constant cup of coffee that he always has in his hands in his lap, he could not stay awake. I spotted the reference manuals and textbooks on official police procedures and tutorials from the police academy on the dashboard. I knew right then and there that Grundy’s partner was a rookie. Still reading up, even if you are now on the job. Good move, because old Sarge Grundy is not going to teach you too much of anything these days. Other than where to get the best coffee and grilled cheese sandwiches in the city. Grundy is overworked, as are all of us here are. These days, he is not in the training type of mood. I understand. It is very difficult. Great guy, though. Outstanding man and police officer. None better.”

Detective Odell turned and pointed at the carpet near the doorway of the room. It was a plush carpet, with a deep pile, and although the carpet now had many imprints, there were a few imprints that differed from the others. There was also a small coffee stain on the carpet, just inside the doorway threshold.

“Look, there. Grundy took a few steps into the doorway of the room, saw the scene, determined it was just another drug overdose, gave you instructions on the procedure, turned and spilled a little of his coffee, and then he left. He is a little overweight and wears low quarters. His footprints in this fancy carpet are different from all the others. The imprints are going to be very important. Please try not to walk around more than you already have because the dead woman has bare feet. By the way, Grundy will spill his coffee when he wakes up because he did not snap the lid on the cup correctly, even after he realized that he spilled some of it. Please, radio his sleepy ass and ask him to come on in now.”

Officer Baker tried rather unsuccessfully to hide his shock and awe at the amazing observations and testimony of Detective Odell. He skipped his usual, “yes sir” and substituted a slow nod, pulled his two-way radio off his belt and called down to Sergeant Grundy. It took two calls in order to inspire a response from the sleepy sergeant. After transmitting the radio call, Officer Baker tried to cover for his partner just a little with the detective.

“Sergeant Grundy said for me not to touch much of anything, to take careful notes of the hotel room and of my discussion with the hotel staff. He said that he badly needed to use the restroom and he would wait for and then direct the medical responders to the room from the hotel lobby. He also said that he was going to use the lobby restroom and then have a smoke.”

Odell waved to the rest of the crew and said, “Sure. Whatever. Too much coffee and too many grilled cheese sandwiches. He had the runs. I get it. I am not here to bust on Grundy. I only outrank him on active investigations. I am just a detective. After all, I am sure that I am still drunk by the standard of blood alcohol limits, so what the hell would I care about a sleeping sergeant cruising to retirement. I am glad that he had the good sense to use the lobby restroom and not this one. Okay, while we wait for sleeping-not-so-beauty, let’s take a break, guys. Time out for a minute or two. I need a recap of the details. Try to stand where you are and not walk around too much. Paramedics, please, if you have decent cameras on your cellphones, then snap pictures of the carpet for me while we stand and talk.” The medical crew all nodded and took out their phones and snapped pictures of the carpet while they discussed the events up until this point.

“Go ahead, Baker. Give me what you have here. Only what you have on your notepad, please. No other opinions or observations. Yet.”

Officer Baker nodded. He opened his notepad and began to thumb through it. Settling on a page, Officer Baker began to read his notes aloud, “We arrived on scene at one-fifty-two this morning local time. The deceased is Ms. Delilah Murdock. Twenty-nine years of age and her driver’s license is from the State of Maryland. She has a Bethesda, Maryland address and a federal identification card on file with the front desk. We have not touched her purse yet. She works in Washington, D.C. and the desk clerk reported that he is sure that she works for New York Senator Austin Monger as a personal assistant to the senator. Federal senator, that is. The desk clerk reported that she stays here quite often. He claimed to know her fairly well. She is, or was, an attractive woman and apparently was very friendly and outgoing. She stayed here every few months or thereabouts. He also said that she is originally from Mohawk City and visits family here. Perhaps, a sister or a cousin. Sometimes, she has a boyfriend or what the clerk assumed to be a boyfriend or a male acquaintance who would check her in, and the desk clerk seemed embarrassed by that fact. I think that is against the rules and policy and procedures, but they look the other way because she is a frequent guest, they have her credentials on file and she is thought to be a very important person. According to the records, she checked in around three this afternoon.”

Officer Baker stopped speaking and looked up at Odell, who now had closed his eyes and was leaning on the wall of the room near the restroom entrance. When the words stopped, Detective Odell opened his eyes, ran his hand through his unkempt hair, and that only caused it to stick up in even more different directions.

Odell waved his hand in the air to indicate for Officer Baker to continue speaking and then, instead, Odell suddenly spoke, “Interesting. Very solid, note taking Officer Baker. Solid. Impressive. Did the desk clerk say that he saw the deceased upon check in?”

“Only from afar. She stood at the main entrance, waved, and let her friend or boyfriend arrange for a check in. That is not standard procedure.”

“Understood. Once more, solid note taking. I suppose that you interviewed the desk clerk in the hotel room after coming to the room and while waiting for the medical team to arrive. Specifically, in the room? I mean that everyone stood in the room.”

“Thank you, Detective Odell. I served as a military policeman in the Marine Corps, and once my tours were over in the Middle East, I worked for a private security contractor in the combat zones. I guess that I am only a rookie within certain parameters. Civilian world, that is. As far as where we stood, no, sir. I spoke with them in the hallway outside the room while we waited for the medical team to arrive. Both the desk clerk and the houseman were quote, upset and creeped out by the death and preferred to stay clear of viewing the body. The hotel desk clerk made the call to police headquarters when the houseman found the body. The houseman was responding to the room to inform the deceased that she left her car headlights on and another hotel guest reported it to the front desk clerk. He found the door to the room slightly ajar and unlocked. I made careful note of his testimony because he said it was only slightly ajar, but ajar enough for him to see the lights on the desk lit in the otherwise dark room. The houseman knocked and called numerous times and when there was no response, he pushed open the door, found her in the chair and he immediately radioed the front desk and here we are.”

“Did the houseman specifically say that he walked into the room and checked on Ms. Murdock?”

Officer Baker glanced up at the good detective when he heard the question and narrowed his eyes. He was deep in thought.

The young police officer then looked at his notes and reported, “He said that he took a few steps to a spot in front of the bed. He could see the vomit running out of her mouth, the pill bottles on the desk, the wine bottle and the wine glass, and her head tilted back, much as you see her now.”

Officer Baker pointed at the scene with the young woman still seated in the chair in front of the desk, a trickle of what appeared to be vomit ran out of the side of her mouth, an open bottle of red wine and a half-empty glass of wine sat on the desk in front of her. There were pill bottles with various loose pills scattered along the surface of the desk. It was the first time that Detective Odell had studied the desk scene, or he had even glanced in the direction of the dead woman. Even now, he only glanced very quickly, and then his eyes returned to Officer Baker’s face.

Officer Baker continued, “Since she did not respond to any voice, or give any indication of a response, he fled out of the room because he was. . ..”

“I know. Creeped out,” Odell finished the statement. 

“Yes, sir. Creeped out. In his defense, it is not too often that a hotel houseman working in the only fancy
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