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No one was speaking above a whisper when I walked into the room — the home office of a rich man who had been found dead. 

The whole house had that artificial, hushed quiet you always find at the scene of a violent crime and funeral homes. 

The proximity to sudden death does it, I guess. 

Being in the presence of a corpse, the body of someone who died violently, gives even hardened cops a sense of their own mortality. Investigating death reminds them that they live on the edge every day. 

It's a jolt to think that one day, they might be the stiff lying in the room with people swarming over them like bugs.

And there is no way around it.

I saw Marshall Good standing by the chair where the dead man had been sitting. His lips moved. 

Marshall talks to himself while he watches the forensics guys and now they were swarming around, meticulously examining and photographing every inch of the room and the body in preparation for letting the coroner take it away. 

Another tech was scraping samples of the guy’s brains from the wall. The shot had splattered them into an abstract pattern that clashed with the expensive paintings. 

Marshall raised a finger, indicating he’d seen me and that I should stay by the door until he came over. I decided to play nice and stopped right where I was. I wanted information and wouldn't get it by pissing off the lead detective.

“Is this a friend of yours, Drew?” he asked me when he wandered over.

I shook my head. “Nope. He’s just connected to a case I’m investigating. I heard the report and figured I’d check it out.”

Marshall scowled. “Damn. And you can’t tell me about the case or client.”

I grinned.

“How did you hear about this?”

“When a big deal finance guy eats a gun, it’s news,” I said. “Can’t keep a lid on that.”

“The mayor’s office tells us transparency is a good thing,” he said. “It builds public trust, they say.”

I’d worked with Marshall for a lot of years, and I knew he wasn’t a fan of talking about a case until he had every detail nailed down. 

It just went against the grain. 

Unfortunately for him, police policy was as much a function of politics as solving crimes. 

It had trends, like everything else, and while Marshall was a good detective, he didn’t make policy.

“Can you tell me who found the body?”

“Your pal, Evan Morgan.”

I let out a hiss. Morgan was a private investigator. 

A sleazy private investigator. We disliked each other and Marshall liked playing us off each other.
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