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Harry Hawkins forced his right eye open. Everything was a 
blur. He strained the muscles in his left eye, but it wasn’t ready. 
He lay still for a few moments, the pain pulsating through his 
head like he’d been hit with a sledgehammer. He hadn’t had a 
hangover this bad for many a long year, but he remembered 
the feeling. It was going to be a tough day to get through, no 
matter what it was he might have to do. 

He tried to recall the previous evening, and found his mind 
was a complete blank. He moved his left hand to the other 
side of the bed and noticed Olivia, his adored wife, was not 
there. He fought through the pain and turned his head 
sideways, to focus on the room. A small sliver of light was 
coming in through the thick velvet curtains. He saw a plain 
wooden bedside cabinet he didn’t recognise. 

He wasn’t at home. 
The cabinet had two empty bottles of scotch on it and 

Harry winced as the stink of booze on his breath rose up and 
hit his nostrils. He forced his left eye open and took in more 
of the room. A lightshade, of a kind he’d last seen in a 
Humphrey Bogart movie, hung from the ceiling in a state of 
tattered disrepair. He tried to get up, but the pain in his head 
magnified with the effort and a surge of nausea wracked his 
middle. He stopped trying to move; this was going to take 
time. 

He lay still until the sick feeling in the pit of his stomach 
subsided, and made another effort to remember what he’d 
done and where he’d been the night before. Still nothing. He 
threw his mind back further. He was saying goodbye to Olivia, 
kissing her on the cheek, before leaving his house. He had a 
suitcase on wheels. He saw himself in a big car, and in a casino. 
He was concentrating on trying to find some more images 
when a phone went off. It was on the opposite bedside cabinet 
from where he was lying, and it felt like a pneumatic drill had 



 

been switched on in his head. The nausea overcame him, and 
he threw up, gagging and gasping for breath while the pain in 
his head threatened to split it in two. The experience 
exhausted him, and he collapsed back onto the bed, defeated 
again. The phone went quiet for thirty seconds and then 
started up again. He took a deep breath, prepared himself for 
the effort, rolled over and reached for it. He lifted the receiver 
and placed it to his ear. It was an automated message. 

This is your early morning phone call. 
H dropped the receiver, stood up and held himself steady 

on the wall until the dizziness waned. He was as naked as the 
day he was born and shivering like a junkie going cold turkey. 
His clothes, and various other bits and pieces, were scattered 
across the room. He walked slowly across the floor and 
opened one of the curtains. Light coursed into the room and 
hit him full in the eye, sending more shockwaves of pain to 
his head. He half-closed the curtain, waited until his eyes grew 
accustomed to the brightness and took another look. 

He saw an isolated car park ‒ old, cracked concrete, and 
three cars. Beyond that there was an expanse of empty land 
that stretched out further than the eye could see, comprising 
of sand and rocks and not much else. A desert. From the angle 
of the sun he guessed it was early morning; the landscape and 
the high humidity told him he was not anywhere in England. 

He lowered the blind and switched on the light to study the 
rest of the room. There was some dilapidated furniture, a 
wardrobe and chest of drawers, which had a couple of more 
empty scotch bottles on it, and a crappy old-school TV. There 
were cans of empty beer scattered all over the floor, of a brand 
he didn’t recognise, which confirmed what he already knew. 
If Harry Hawkins didn’t recognise a brand of beer, he was not 
at home. ‘Where the fuck am I?’ he mumbled to himself. 
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He was as thirsty as the desert outside his room. He was 
obviously in a motel, so there had to be a bathroom. He 
looked around for another door and spotted one in the far 
corner, on the other side of the bed. He collected his strength 

and made for it. It wasn’t easy ‒ he staggered towards it like 
he was trying to get up a mountain, opened it and saw a wash 
basin with two glasses. He drank like a dry well soaking up the 
rain after a drought, satiating his thirst only after the fourth 
glass. 

He splashed some water across his face, which livened him 
up no end, and extended his arms and neck and stretched 
himself out. He stood up and looked at himself in the mirror, 

waiting for his memory to return. He’d looked better ‒ that 

was for sure ‒ but had been here before, once or twice, over 
the years, and he knew it was just a matter of time. He felt the 
sweat pouring out of him and decided to take a bath, and relax, 
and think things over. 

He turned to the bath and swished open the curtain. It hit 
him in an instant, his eyes registering it before his brain could 
process it: there was a young woman in the bath, but she 
wasn’t moving. He checked for a pulse and found nothing. He 
staggered out of the bathroom and back onto the bed, waiting 
for the physiological processes he knew were about to kick in 
do their work. 

His shock and breathlessness took a minute to subside. He 
rose from the bed, went back to the bathroom, ran his head 
under the cold tap in the sink, and went into police-
investigation mode. The corpse girl had short blond hair and 
a beautiful face with big blue eyes staring into the void, H 
supposed, towards which we are all headed. She was lying flat 
on her back in the waterless bath with her arms folded across 
her chest, as if she had been carefully laid to rest. There was 
substantial bruising around the neck. 



 

H reached down to touch the body for a temperature check 
and close the eyelids, but found rigor mortis had set in. From 
what he could see of her back and the lower parts of her legs, 
blood had flowed to the bottom of her body, causing the 
reddish-purple discoloration from accumulating blood cells 
that the pathology guys and embalmers call “postmortem 
stain”. He’d seen all the signs scores of times in his 
professional life and estimated at least six hours had passed 
since the poor girl had been strangled. 

Having assessed the young woman’s condition his copper’s 
mind and instincts turned quickly to potential suspects. There 
was only one. This was not good: he was stuck in a motel in 
the middle of he knew not where, with no recollection of how 
he’d got there and there was a body in the bathtub. 

He returned to the main room and started to put his clothes 
on. The water and the shock had helped to sober him a little, 
but he was still disoriented and unsteady on his feet. He found 
his shorts and staggered about like a bewildered geriatric in a 
care home as he struggled to get into them and pull them up. 
The pants followed, then the shirt, which stank of scotch and 
stale beer and something else he couldn’t identify. He found 

his shoes, which he slipped on without socks ‒ socks were out 
of the question, even if he could find them. 

He returned to the bathroom and gulped down two more 
glasses of water before commencing a proper search of the 

bedroom. He found what he was looking for ‒ a set of car 
keys. At least he now knew, or thought he knew, he’d come 
by car. Finding which one of the three in the car park was his 
should be easy enough. He sat on the side of the bed and 
started to think with all the focus he could muster. 

He returned to the moment he left his house with a 
suitcase. The taxi. The airport. The long flight was to...Los 
Angeles. That was it – he was in LA. Or was he? He recalled 
the plane touching down at LAX and remembered looking 
around Hollywood with his friends. He was with Confident 



 

John, Billy Marshall and The Scaffold. But where were they 
now? And where was he, exactly? 

He closed his eyes and searched for more, and saw himself 
and the guys in a car, in the desert. When was that, yesterday? 
Two days ago? Longer? 

He returned to the body of the dead woman. Who did this? 
He knew what he was about, he knew who he was. He’d killed 
more people than he cared to count in the line of duty and had 
seen many more killed by others. But only men, never women. 
His hatred of men who bullied and abused women knew no 
bounds. He was famous for it. This wasn’t him. No way on 
God’s earth was this him. But it didn’t look good: he’d have 

to get out now ‒ hole up somewhere and wait for his memory 
to return, then find the others, then figure this thing out. 

He headed for the door, breathing hard, telling himself he 
could never hurt a woman. 
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The call came in to LVPD headquarters at 7:30 am, central 
time, and was passed to officers Kyle Johnson and Brandon 
Bridgewater. 

‘Why us?’ said Bridgewater, easing his bulk into the 
passenger seat, ‘don’t they have local police down there?’ 

‘The call came directly to us. It’s only a small place down 
there, they’re under-resourced, so the sarge asked us to go take 
a look,’ said Johnson. He fired up the engine and headed for 
route 515. The call came from an anonymous party, so there 
was a fair chance they might be dealing with a hoax or a crank. 
Bridgewater, perspiring heavily and breathing hard, fiddled 
with the car’s air conditioning. ‘Long goddam way to ride for 
an anonymous tip-off, ain’t it K? It’s not like we got no bad 
guys to run around after in Vegas.’ 

‘Think of it as a morning off, Bray. All you got to do is sit 
back in this nice cool car and listen to your Chris Stapleton 

tunes, and get paid for it. Quit moaning ‒ would you rather be 
out there getting shot at again by some crazy El Salvadorean 
gangbanger?’ 

‘Ya, well, you got that right. The sooner he builds that wall, 
the better. You want a Snickers?’ 

*** 

The drive was tedious as hell, mile after mile of desert 
highway. But they didn’t push the car too hard. They were 
both old hands, with fifty years of experience between them. 
They’d get there soon enough and find what they would find. 

They settled into a rhythm and ate the miles up, soon 
reaching the milestone of Route 93 and then onto the Nevada 
Highway. They reached the outskirts of Boulder City, about 
26 miles south east of Las Vegas, an hour after leaving their 
precinct. The relentless desert began to show signs of life as 



 

they passed Veteran’s Memorial Drive, which signalled their 
re-entry into the world of civilisation. The Sanctuary Motel 
was one of the first buildings they came across, a small, ugly 
little pile stuck on the edge of a small town. It had been there 
since the 1970s, though nobody could recall why it was built 
in the first place, nor understand how it had managed to 
survive as a going concern. 

Johnson indicated, turned and pulled up outside reception. 
Reception faced south east, towards town, although the rooms 
were accessed from the car park on the far side, facing north, 
back towards the desert. Whoever was on reception would 
probably never see the guests between check-in and check-out 
– unless they wanted to make themselves visible. 

They’d been informed by their sergeant that the motel 
proprietor, who turned out to be a seedy looking slob straight 
out of central casting, string vest and all, had a chequered past. 

His run-ins with law enforcement were nothing major ‒ an 
attempted credit card scam on his customers here, a drunk-
driving offence there and illegal card games run from his 
property in one of the two towns in Nevada in which 
gambling was illegal. 

 He was already waiting outside to meet them. 
‘Mr Vasconcellos?’ said Johnson. 
‘Yes. Good morning officers. Thanks for coming down.’ 
‘Was it you who called us?’ asked Johnson. 
‘No. I didn’t make the call. A guy called me, said something 

bad had happened in room 12. Said he’d already called the 
LVPD and I should keep an eye on things until you got here.’ 

‘So what are we talking about, sir?’ said Bridgewater. 

 ‘I don’t know ‒ he didn’t tell me. And I sure as hell haven’t 
been in there to look. Just waited here for you gentlemen. 
Trying to keep myself out of trouble.’ 

‘Ok,’ said Bridgewater. ‘Where are the keys?’ 



 

4 

Vasconcellos took them into reception. He looked-up the 
guest log, and checked the keys on his key board. The key for 
room 12 was still there. He picked it up and tossed it to 
Johnson. 

‘Here’s the situation, fellas,’ he said. ‘I’ve got two guests, 
and there are three cars in the car park, including mine. Far as 
I know there’s no-one in room 12. There was a booking, but 
it turned out to be a no-show.’ 

‘When was the booking made?’ said Johnson. 
‘About three weeks ago. A guy calling himself Jack Jones.’ 
 ‘OK, where’s room 12?’ 
‘Other side of the building, far end.’ 
Johnson and Bridgewater exited the building and headed 

for the room. 
‘What did I tell you, K? Two rooms in use, two customer 

cars in the parking lot and an empty room to investigate. If we 
ain’t come down here on a goddam hoax call, I’ll give you my 
last Snickers on the way back. Goddam it! This shit drives me 
nuts.’ 

‘Slow down, big guy,’ said Johnson. ‘You never know until 
you know. Stay sharp.’ 

They turned into the parking area where room 12 was, just 
in time to see a large, shambling man stumble out of it, trying 
to shield his eyes from the sun with his forearm. By the time 
a full second had elapsed their experience and adrenalin kicked 
in with ferocious effectiveness. Both men drew their guns and 
adopted their firing stances and screamed ‘Down! Down! 
Now! Roll onto your front and place your hands behind your 
back! Now! Do it!’ 

H did as he was told, rolling himself over as quickly as he 
could and then playing dead. He heard two sets of footsteps 
crunching towards him over the gravel. They stopped inches 
from him. His arms were pulled back quickly, violently, and 



 

he was cuffed and tucked up before he even saw a pair of 
boots. 

‘On your knees, on your knees!’ 
Again, H complied automatically. 
 ‘Stay here, Bran,’ said Johnson, ‘keep him where he is. I’m 

going in.’ He moved in, pistol first. He scouted the main room 
and shouted ‘Clear’ to his partner. Then he made his way to 
the bathroom, took in the scene, felt for a pulse on the girl’s 
neck, and shouted ‘Clear. Coming out!’ 

Johnson re-joined Bridgewater and H on the gravel. 
Bridgewater saw straight away that the situation was not good. 
You never got used to this, no matter how long you did it, and 
Johnson was wearing the usual sickened look like a mask. 

‘What we looking at K?’ said Bridgewater. 
‘Girl. In the bathtub. Around 20. Strangled, would be my 

guess.’ 
Bridgewater got down on his haunches, until he was face-

to-face with H. His breath was hot and reeked of cigarettes 
and onions. He addressed H through gritted teeth. 

‘What’s your name?’ 
‘Harry Hawkins.’ 
‘What’s that accent? Where you from?’ 
‘London. Where am I?’ 
‘You gotta be kidding me.’ 
‘No. I don’t know where I am, or how I got here.’ 
‘Jesus…what is this, you think you’re in a movie or 

something? You’re in Boulder City, Nevada. And you’re under 
arrest for murder. Read this fucker his rights, K.’ 

‘I didn’t do it,’ said H, keeping his voice steady. ‘Listen, I 
was a cop myself. London Metropolitan Police. Thirty years 
on the job. Murder squad. This is not what it looks like.’ 

His words had an emotional impact on the officer, who’d 
seen more than his fair share of brutal sexual murders and 
pitiless rapes, and who had a daughter of twenty himself. The 
gall rose up inside him before he had a chance to control it, 
and he pistol whipped H viciously across the face, splitting his 



 

check open and sending him crashing back down onto the 
gravel. 

Bridgewater pulled him up again and got set to administer 
another helping. He raised his pistol arm, but Johnson stayed 
it. 

‘No Bran. Not now. This fucker is going to pay, and pay 
big. No way he can get out of this. Let’s not give his lawyer 
anything to work with. We’ve got him. We’ll take him in now. 
On your feet, you Limey bastard.’ 

H struggled to his feet with minimal assistance and looked 
Johnson straight in the eye. 

‘Listen to me. I’ve done nothing. Whatever’s happened 

here ‒ and it looks bad, I’ll give you that ‒ I’ve never hurt a 
woman in my life. Contact my people in London. New 
Scotland Yard.’ 

‘Yeah, yeah, yeah,’ said Bridgewater. ‘Tell it to the judge, 
Sherlock.’ 
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