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Detective

In a shabby, poorly lit office in a rundown Manhattan building a man sat behind the desk. The last time he bothered to glance at the clock it read five. Since eight this morning he’d worked on two crossword puzzles, drank four cups of black, unsweetened coffee and cursed his damned luck eleven times.

He’d also received three phone calls. The first was his elderly mother in Florida. In response to his request for a small loan she shrieked, “Aren’t you ashamed? You’re 28 and still expect me to pay your bills? I’m the only one you have in this world and you’re killing me with your failure. Find a decent job and get a life.” 

And before he could give her the good news, she slammed the phone down. 
The second caller was an insurance salesman who after half an hour of yammering talked him into buying a life insurance at a high premium. During this conversation he was convinced that purchasing a life policy is a must for a successful businessman like himself.   

The last call he received was from his landlady who warned him if she didn’t get paid by end of the week, she’d evict him.

The detective pondered his failure in solitude. Suddenly the door swung open. Framed by the doorway stood a tall, beautiful brunette in red dress with dark eyes, and a body with all the right proportions. Her exotic perfume lifted the detective to his feet. 

She pointed at him and asked imperiously, “Are you a private investigator?" 

The man compulsively smoothed his thinning hair, cleared his throat and uttered, “Yes ma’am.”  He’d never seen a more beautiful creature in his life.

She lowered her heavily-shadowed eyelids, “Like those good-looking detectives in the movies, the ones who can unravel any mystery in an hour?” The corners of her mouth turned up, but she was not smiling.

He replied innocently, “No ma’am. That just happens in the movies.” He adjusted his threadbare tie.

“I thought so. Only handsome men can solve problems that quickly.” her intense gaze seemed to hover at the ink stain on his front pocket.

Sighing wearily, she asked, “Have you ever cracked a murder case?"

“Well, you could say, hmm.... How do I explain?” he shuffled the papers on his desk, trying to hide the half-completed crosswords.

The woman continued, “Any training or education for this job?” 

“Not formally, no ma’am,” he took a nervous swig of his cold black coffee and stared at the gold buttons of her dress.

“You have a high school diploma, don't you?” she took a step closer to his dusty desk.

“I dropped out of high school but I am planning to finish. It’s a priority.”

 “Didn’t you deliver pizza to our home? Your name isn’t Jerry, is it?” she asked, leaning in to study his face.

“Ma’am, I was never a delivery boy! I’m a reputable private detective,” he insisted angrily.

She leaned in further and her heavenly scent intoxicated the detective. He was frozen in his chair.

“You look so cute when you blush,” The stranger beauty splashed a lustful comment on him.

This little compliment took the edge off and put a thankful smile on his face.  She wandered to the grimy window and stared out.

“Have you ever killed someone in the line of duty?”

“Not yet but if the time comes, I kill, I kill ruthlessly. I know how to shoot.” 

“Sure you do,” she nodded. “Have you ever been shot at?”

“Yes ma’am, in the Central Bank robbery. I was the target of bank robbers. But I dodged bullets and survived and now I’m alive and well and at your service.” He boasted.

She turned from the window, rolling her tongue over her lips, “The bad guys actually tried to kill you? Is that what happened?” 

He was trapped by her charm and could not lie; he could not even stretch the truth. He gnawed his ragged fingernail, “I swear on my father’s grave I was there and heard the shots with my own ears.”

“Are you saying the bad guys were shooting at you?  Look me in the eyes and tell me the bank robbers targeted you.”

“I was going to the donut shop across the street when the shooting started. I jumped under a sausage stand and dodged the bullets.”

She reached into her purse and smoothly grabbed a cigarette. The detective jumped from his chair and lit it for her. She formed her lips into a red circle, sent a puff of smoke into the air and mused, “Oh I see, you were an innocent bystander caught in the middle.”

A sheen of sweat appeared on his balding forehead. He manically tapped the lighter on the back of his hand. She continued kindly, “I like movies, how about you? Do you watch murder mystery?”

“Yes if they are not confusing. Usually I watch them two to three times to learn.”  He stared into her dark eyes, “ 

“I like intelligent men with self-confidence. You’re the man I’m looking for,” She breathed heavily into his ear, “My husband is missing for months. His family demanded I hire the best detective money can buy. You have one month to find him. If you don’t, he will be presumed dead.”

She took his sweaty hand in her icy one, “The insurance companies require a formal investigation before closing the file. You do a good job and I’ll provide the fringe benefits, if you know what I mean. Remember, You only have one month.”

1
2
3

