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Chapter one
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Bailey slowly walked across the pool area. It was early fall in St. Louis, and the weather was mild. Bailey wore only a towel that she had wrapped around herself. She carried an open bottle of wine in one hand and a glass in the other. The neighborhood was one of St. Louis's gated places with a private street. It was night, and she felt sad. Bailey had just finished making love, but it did not cure the aching she felt. She had run the risk of hurting Simon. Bailey looked toward the main house, resisting the urge to burst open the back doors that were never locked and throw herself on Simon's mercy. The fight had been her fault; she knew it. How could she dare to challenge his love for her? He had filled so many voids that she never thought could never be filled.

Even her parents had no comprehension of what Simon meant to her. "Oh, my poor Simon."  She thought. "Probably in one of those creative trances. I'll beg your forgiveness in the morning."  Bailey walked to the hot tub and dropped her towel. She looked down for a moment, admiring her body. She was nineteen and had a body greater than perfect. Even women who modeled had the tendency to be mushy in some areas. Sports made her firm and strong. She lay back in the hot tub and enjoyed the wine and music from the guest house. The music started to play louder as the guest house door opened.

"Oh, look, we no longer want to talk about it. It was great, but all good things come to an end."  Bailey uttered just before being shot three times in the chest. Her eyes opened wide in astonishment. Was she shocked to be leaving life or shocked to be entering into whatever comes next? There was no asking her now.
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Chapter 2
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"Will you please cover her up? I beg of you for the umpteenth time."  Simon Garrett had found the body. He had contacted the police, and now a detective, Earnest Shockley, stood before him. Shockley was a solid-looking man in his mid-fifties wearing a suit that looked long past its expiration date. He had a military haircut that showed a fair amount of grey. Shockley scribbled on a notepad and looked around as if anyone asking him a question should know not to expect an answer.

"Just a few questions, Professor."  

"Don't call me Professor. I am a writer; I don't teach anymore."  Simon corrected.

"Mr. Garrett, how is it you found the body in the morning? Didn't you miss her not coming back to bed?"

"That's a stupid question filled with inferences. I choose not to answer."  Simon was agitated to the point of being ill.

"Look, Professor, she is young enough to be your kid. Hell, she is young enough to be your grandkid, the way things go these days. You must see my position. There have got to be some hard questions asked, and it's my job to be the one asking those questions."

"I don't understand."

"Was she cheating on you for a younger guy? Is that why you shot her?"

"Leave and take the cheap suite with you. You will be speaking to my lawyer."  Simon wandered back into the house and collapsed on the sofa.
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Even after four years of St. Louis traffic, Noreen Tyler had not become adjusted to the way traffic seemed to bog down for no apparent reason and then clear up equally as enigmatically. Excellent, you could compete law school at the top of your class and sail through the Bar exam, but still need help to figure out a way to navigate Highway 64. She would be late; hopefully, all the other interns would be late, and no one would care. It would be a big joke. Noreen had not wholly learned to navigate high heels either and snagged her stocking getting out of the car after searching relentlessly for a parking space. She bolted for the meeting room. They were meeting in an area provided by St. Louis University. The grounds took up miles, and it was often impossible for a girl from Lamont, Mississippi, to know where she had left her car. So much looked alike. Even the cars look identical. Noreen had seven brothers and six sisters. She was not as well built as some of her older sisters but also not quite still the little girl. She was twenty-four years old and ready to challenge the world on her terms. Beneath her breast lye the heart of a lion or, more adequately stated, the heart of a Tyler girl. 

"Glad you could join us, Ms. Tyler." Tabitha Goldstein, the mentor, announced as Noreen entered the room. Tabitha had been placed in charge of incorporating the recruits. Tabitha was a strong lawyer. She had matured female features and a nose that looked like she was Barbara Streisand's stunt double. She had a head full of blonde hair, and the type kept blonde and not grey by frequent professional dye jobs. Noreen had been wrong; she was the only one that was the only one late. The other six interns sat settled in with manilla folders In front of them.

"I apologize for being late. Traffic was fierce."  The group stopped and stared at Noreen. Her Mississippi accent took people in the Midwest a moment or longer to adjust. Like most Southerners, the language disparity was highly noticeable when she spoke fast.

"No problem. Actually, the group is glad you are late."  Tabitha began. The group chuckled. "You see, I have a tradition. Anyone late automatically gets the red file."  Tabitha handed Noreen a red folder.

"No, I have been working on Shaw vs. Reed, and I think I got a workable solution worked out.

"Thank you, Garry Chan, by the way."  A small Asian intern reached over and took the folder Noreen was passing to Tabatha out of Noreen's hand. "I appreciate the work. Maybe I can return the favor sometime."

"He is right. We often work solely on favors."  Tabitha cleared up, dropping the red file in front of Noreen.

"Oh, my god, there has got to be a mistake. I work in business law. This is a murder with a dead body and all." Noreen's eyes bugged as she looked at the thin folder.

"No mistake, we are in full service, and one of our better clients has a problem. And if you reread your textbooks, you will find most murder cases come with a dead body somewhere along the way." The interns had a deep laugh at Noreen's expense.

"He needs a criminal lawyer. Fast."  Noreen explained.

"What he needs is for you to assess the situation. Block the police, if necessary, long enough for them to collect other suspects and theories. And if possible, don't let him say anything to anyone that can be misunderstood. In short, Ms. Tyler, your internship job is to babysit and report back to me. I will be the attorney of record for the time, and if I see fit, I will call in a dream team if need be."  Tabitha explained.

In the hall, after the most shocking meeting of her life, Noreen called her brother Lavon, a Detective in Shepard's Pass, Missouri. "Hey Lavon, are you busy?"

"A little. I am staring at a man in a pizza oven."

"Must be a bad connection. It sounds like you said a man is in a pizza oven."

"What can I help you with?" Lavon queried.

"I just got assigned my first case as an intern. It's a murder case."

"This must be a bad connection. It almost sounds like you said you have a murder case."

"I did, and I know I can count on your support. It
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