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It late in the evening and a storm raged outside my grimy office windows. Wind whipped rain blew through the trees in a frenzy while lightening ripped through ebon skies. 

I heard a sharp rap - rap - rapping on my office door.


“Come in,” I called out after I swallowed two-fingers of cheap bourbon. I dumped the half-empty bottle back into the bottom drawer of my desk. It had been another long, crappy day.


I looked up at the most beautiful woman I had ever seen sway seductively as she walked into my….
“Get up Ed! C’mon honey, you’ve got to get rolling! Hey! Wake up! Time to go earn some daily bread!” Rona O’Malley’s gratingly happy voice finally evaporated Ed O’Malley’s intense dream noir, as it were. 


“Go ‘way,” Ed mumbled. He wanted to spend more time with the tall, leggy brunette.


“No, honey, time to get up.” Rona grabbed the sheets and pulled. Ed practically fell out of the bed as the sheets were dragged out from around him.


Sitting up and rubbing his eyes, “Okay, Rona, okay. I’m up! Lord, woman…” He grinned and made a wild grab at her. Damn, she looked good in that slinky negligee. She laughed as she quickly danced out of his grasp. Ed O’Malley and Rona Windsor had formed a more perfect union six-months ago, just before moving down to Portland from Seattle. 

Things had not gone well in the aftermath of the Web Cam Murders as the case came to be called. Cops all over had botched clues and the possible arrest; Rona had barely escaped being murdered. She also dodged a charge of murder herself because she was ready with the gun. 
Ed felt the best thing at that point was to retire early from the police force. There were no arguments from anyone in his chain of command. He collected his retirement pay and a very nice severance package. And although he was sorry to leave Seattle, he was satisfied with the settlement. 

He had always wanted to become a private investigator and now, with a little judicious use of his funds, he finally opened his office. Rona had found a job in programming with the world famous Littleton, “You Get a Lot from a Littleton,” Computer Company.


Ed O’Malley spent some money on advertising and found an incredible assistant. In the six months he’d been in business, he found out that there were a lot of things that needed looking into in Portland. He wasn’t going to be rich by any means, but he was far happier than he’d been in many years. 

Shortly things were going to get very interesting in the lives of the O'Malley’s.


Responding to a call of gunfire, Portland police found a girl’s body beside a dumpster in an alley near downtown.  She was wearing nothing but a black leather jacket and had died by a single large caliber gunshot to the forehead at close range. When the identity of the body was discovered to be that of Lissa Jean Littleton, oldest daughter of Pierre Littleton, founder and CEO of the Littleton Computer empire, a firestorm of uncomfortable curiosity hit Portland. 


In the weeks that followed the autopsy and subsequent funeral, headlines screamed about the drugs, sex, and booze use by the elite children of means in Portland. In spite of the media circus and in spite of a very detailed investigation, police investigators came up with no witnesses or motives for the murder. Most cops figured it was a blown drug deal as many ended up that way. The girl had been high on something, heroin, it was hinted, when she took a ten-millimeter slug in the forehead. It was not a pretty sight.


On a late fall evening two weeks after the discovery of the girl in the black leather jacket, Ed O’Malley was setting up the barbeque on the deck of his house. Tonight was special since it marked Ed and Rona’s six-month anniversary. Things were going well for the newlywed newcomers to Portland.

The evening was cool and calm; fall was in full swing and the trees beautiful in their vibrant colors. Rona O’Malley pulled into the driveway from work and honked. Ed waved and smiled. To be so lucky as to have her as a wife, he thought, as he watched the way she walked up to the house. 


After giving Ed a long, satisfying kiss, she said, “Ed, I have some incredible news for you!” There was an excited glint in her deep green eyes.


Laughing, Ed asked, “And what might that be, Mrs. O’Malley?” 


Rona replied, “Pierre Littleton came into my office today”


Ed was surprised. “Really? What did he want?” He reached for the matches to start the gas burner. Tonight dinner was going to be excellent: New York steaks, fresh King Crab legs and a couple of bottles of local merlot. 


Rona smiled again. “He wants you to find out who murdered his daughter and why.”


Startled, Ed dropped the match on the deck. Quickly stamping it out, he looked at Rona. “Who? Me?”


She nodded, still smiling. “Yeah, you.” She poked him in the chest to clarify the point.


Ed struck another match and turned on the gas. “Rona, I don’t know squat about this town yet. You know all I’ve done since I opened the office are a few employee theft cases and some divorce work. I don’t think that would qualify me as an investigator into his problem.” The flames jumped up nicely. 


Ed adjusted the burner and reached for the steaks. Rona said, “That’s why he came to me. He reads everything he can get his hands on. He knows about the Web Cam thing. He told me that he personally thinks it was bungled by the St. Louis cops and not your team.” She watched him lay the steaks on the grill. “Anyway, he wants you because you’re not attached to the locals and you’ve made no enemies. He thinks you’ve got great investigative abilities.” The steaks began to sizzle. 


Ed hollered into the house, “Yo! Tommie. Grab those crab legs from the fridge and bring ‘em out, would you? And a bottle of the merlot and the opener.”


A girl’s voice replied from somewhere deep in the house, “Sure, Ed. Just a sec.”


Ed prodded the steaks for a moment, thinking about what Rona had said. “Me, huh?” Rona nodded. Using tongs, he flipped the steaks while considering what she’d told him. He thought: this would be a hell of a feather in my cap. 

Rona’s sixteen-year-old daughter, Tommie, came out the door with a large tray full of crab legs. She had the wine under her arm and the opener in the back pocket of her jeans and three glasses in the other hand. 


Rona took one look and said, “Damn, Ed. Crab legs too?” She smiled and took the merlot, the glasses and the opener. 


He nodded as he took the legs and started laying them out on the grill. “You and Tommie are worth it.”


Rona opened the wine and poured each a glass. Since this was a special occasion, Tommie got a small amount too. 

They talked about the case for a few more minutes while the food finished cooking. As Rona helped take the steak and crab legs from the grill she asked, “And what about Littleton? He’ll pay you a bundle, I’m sure.”


They went into the house. The dining room was in the atrium that had been built on the south side. From there they could watch boats on the river and enjoy the winter sun. 


Ed looked across the table at Rona. “Rona, I’ll talk to Littleton.”


“Then you’ll take it?”


Ed nodded. “Well, hon, I want to hear what he has to say. I’ll call him and set up an appointment. Okay?”


Rona nodded and smiled. “It’s already done. It’s tomorrow at ten, at his office.” The rest of the evening, to be sure, went rather nicely for the O’Malley’s

>>>>>>><<<<<<<


Pierre Littleton’s office was something to behold with its floor to ceiling glass walls overlooking the magnificent Mt. Hood in the distance. 


“Please, sit down, Mr. O’Malley.” Ed sat in the offered chair of European design. It looked nice; it sat like a rock. Pierre Littleton sat behind his ebony wood desk and tented his hands. He was a fifty-something, tall, athletically lithe man, in casually rumpled clothes as per his corporate look. He wore wire-rimmed glasses on an angular face topped by graying blonde hair tied back in a medium length ponytail. Ed could see the pain of the recent past etched in his brown eyes.


In a surprisingly harsh and angry voice, Littleton said, “Someone murdered my daughter, Mr. O’Malley. I want to know who and I want to know why and then I want them to pay and pay dearly.” 


Ed said, “You must know that I’m new here in Portland. I don’t know the street people and I have no contacts at the police department.” 

Littleton stood and paced to one of the floor to ceiling windows. Looking out, he continued, “That’s precisely why I am hiring you. You have no axes to grind; no politics to play. I have read about you and I fully believe that you can do the job. Now…a little background is in order.” 

He returned to his desk and sat down. Staring intently at Ed, he continued, “Lissa was a clubber. She liked to go to clubs more than just about anything else. That’s what killed her, I am sure.” He leaned back in his chair. 

“And of course there’s more. Lissa liked coke. She liked marijuana. She dabbled in heroin. She took Ecstasy every time she went clubbing. She hung out with all sorts of people, good and bad, although I’m afraid mostly bad. But you must understand, Mr. O'Malley, I knew all that. We talked seriously with a councilor about it the week before she died. She finally realized that it was time to stop playing and start getting her life together. And then this.” He paused, swiveled in his chair and again looked out one of the windows. 


“Lissa swore that going out that weekend was going to be her last hurrah. She had already been down to that guitar player’s place in the Caribbean and she was booked there again. She was actually going to leave that Monday. Unfortunately she died Sunday night.” 


He leaned forward again. “Mr. O'Malley, someone took away the last remaining light of my life.” He paused for a moment, and then continued in a softer, sadder voice. “My wife was and youngest daughter were killed in a plane crash a year ago. Lissa was the only family I had left. Find the bastards who killed her and you will be well rewarded, Mr. O'Malley. Very well rewarded.”


Feeling the conversation had come to an end Ed stood and said, “Okay, Mr. Littleton, I’ll take this on. I will do the best I can although I can’t, at this point, promise you anything. I’ll give you daily reports via email, if you like.”


Littleton replied, “Yes. That will work just fine. My secretary will give you my card with that information on it as well as a check and contract to start you out. I feel that your time will be well spent so the payment is yours no matter what you find.” Standing, he shook hands with Ed. 


As Ed started to leave the office, Littleton said, “Wait. You might need this.” He walked over to an ebony coat rack and took a black leather jacket off a hook. “Lissa was wearing this when she was found. It was one of her favorites.” He handed the jacket to Ed. 


Pierre Littleton’s secretary handed Ed O'Malley an envelope and a contract for personal services. “Mr. O'Malley, please sign here,” she pointed at a space.

Ed nodded, glanced at the contract and signed where indicated. He stuck the envelope inside his jacket pocket and waited while she made him a copy of the contract. 


Ed O'Malley climbed into his old Blazer and tossed the leather jacket into the back and started across town to his office. He felt that Littleton didn’t seem as bereaved as he should given the vicious murder of his daughter. They must have been having father-daughter problems, Ed thought. It happens. As much as he loved Tommie, Rona’s daughter, they sometimes rubbed each other the wrong way. 

While waiting at a light, he pulled Littleton’s envelope from his pocket and tore it open.



A very expensively produced business card dropped out as well as a check. He picked up the card and looked at it. Just as he was supposed to be, he was impressed. Then he looked at the check.


“Oh! My! God!” He exploded out loud. “Jeezus!” His heart rate shot up and he found himself a little short of breath. In his hand was a check for two hundred and fifty thousand dollars! 


Fumbling around on the seat beside him, he found his cell phone. The light turned green and the car behind him honked. 


He was so excited and nervous he jammed on the brake pedal, missed the gas pedal, stopping the car dead. He missed the speed dial and dropped the phone. “Shit!” 


“Take a breath Ed,” he told himself. Calming momentarily, he waved at the woman behind him and pulled through the intersection to the curb. He reached down on the passenger-side floor and retrieved the cell phone.


Disbelief crowded his emotions as he looked at the check. “Christ! A quarter-million bucks!” He called Rona and told her what had transpired. As excited as he, but ever the rational one, she told him to put the check in the bank and “for cryin’ out loud, Ed, buy a new car! That Blazer’s had it.”


Yeah, he thought smiling, as he pulled away from the curb. I’ll look for something new just as soon as I’m done with the cops.

>>>>>>><<<<<<<


 He stopped in at the office and showed the check to his secretary, Su DeLong and told her about the new client. 

“Su,” Ed began after tucking the check into his wallet, “I’m on my way downtown to see if I can get any information about this case from the cops. I don’t know how long I’ll be but if I’m not back by say, fourish, go ahead and close up shop.” 

He was sure it was going to be a long and probably difficult afternoon and he was not disappointed. Ed was getting really tired of the bureaucratic heifer dust when he saw someone he hadn’t seen since his days as a beat cop in Seattle. 


“Lara Chin!” He called down the hall. A slim, very pretty Chinese woman turned at hearing her name. 


“My God!” She exclaimed in the moment of recognition. “Ed O'Malley? Is that really you?” They came up to each other and hugged.


Ed stepped back and looked at woman. “Lara. How long’s it been? Fifteen, sixteen years?”


Smiling, she nodded. “At least that long. Here. C’mon to my office. Have a cup of coffee. I’ve got some time.”


 Lara Chin’s airy and spacious office spoke immediately of someone who had done very well indeed with the police. Not bad, he thought as he looked around. He knew she had the smarts and it was Seattle’s loss that she left the force there.

“Take a seat,” she said, indicating a comfortable chair. “I’ll have some coffee brought in. Still black with sugar?” Ed nodded. She stepped out, talked to someone and came back in and closed the door.


Her desk plate said: Lara Chin - Deputy Chief of Police.


Ed smiled and pointed at the desk plate.  “Not too bad for a Chinese chick from the tough side of town.”


“Really.” She replied. “This city was just a tad more open than was Seattle way back then. I’ll tell you, though, I worked my ass off for that.” She too, pointed at the plate.


“So what’s been happening in your life, Ed. Other than that mess up north.”


He smiled. “God! Does everybody know what goes on in Seattle?” 


Lara laughed. “I suppose so.”


“Well, Lara, I quit the force over that mess, got married, and moved down here. Opened up a PI shop and that’s about it.”


She laughed, “Oh, my God, not another private eye! Just what my fair city needs.”


“Yep, I’m afraid so. And what about you, Lara? What’s been going on with you?”


“My life has been pretty simple. I came down here. Got hired. Got married and had two wonderful kids. They’re both Ducks now, by the way. I got divorced a couple of years ago and I’m single again.” She smiled at Ed. “And loving every minute of it.”


Then more seriously, she asked, “I’ll bet dollars to doughnuts you’re not here to reminisce. Is there anything I can help with?”


Ed considered the woman across from him. “Actually, yes there is. I was trying to get some information. I’ve been hired by Pierre Littleton to find out more about his daughter. All I’m getting here, I’m sad to say, is major stonewalling.”


Chief Chin said, “You do realize that it’s an ongoing case, don’t you?” He nodded. “On the other hand, Pierre Littleton’s been very good for our community.”


She rose and came around the desk. “I’ll help you out only because I know you and I have followed your career, believe it or not. Y’done good up nawth.” Lara Chin laughed at her poor accent.  “And Ed, I’ll tell you now that we dug for every clue we could find to come up with a viable motive and leads to the murderer. Nothing, nada, zip. We came up cold. We still think it was a blown drug deal.” 


Ed shook his head. He himself had been involved with several cases like that. He reached out and took her hand gently. “Thanks Lara for your help. It really is good to see you again.”


She smiled. “Yes it is. Now follow me.” On the way out, Ed picked up his coffee. 


She led him up a flight of stairs to another office. “Sgt. Thompson, give Mr. O'Malley here all the help he needs. He’s to have full access to all the files regarding that Littleton matter.” The cop nodded, not happy, but she was the boss.


“Ed I’ve got to get back to work.” She handed him her card. “Give me a call. Let’s do dinner one night. I’d love to meet the woman you’ve married.”


“It’s a date.” They hugged and he watched has she hurried out of the office and disappeared down the hall.


“Okay, Sergeant. What have you got?”


Hours later, Ed was finally done with the files. Lara Chin was right. They really had done a thorough job.


The kid was roaring on heroin when she died. From the looks of her arms in the autopsy photos she’d done more than a little “dabbling” in it. The photos of her head were pretty gross. A thumb sized entry wound just above the juncture of her eyes with powder burns around it indicated that the shot came from very close range. Most of the back of her head was gone. She’d not been dead long before she was found. 

He stood and stretched his back All that paper and all he got for it was a missed lunch, a sore back, and some gruesome photos. The autopsy report told him what he already knew and the interviews he’d read with Lissa’s numerous friends produced nothing of use. There really were no conclusions to draw other than a possible drug deal gone bad. 

Ed finally packed up his notes, thanked the sergeant and tried to find Lara Chin. She was gone for the day, so he went back to his office.

Dropping his notes on Su’s empty desk, he wrote her a short memo: “I hope you can read my scribbles. I need these notes typed up as soon as you can. I’ll be in a little late tomorrow.” 


Over the next several days, Ed followed the investigators’ trail. He went to the alley where Lissa’s body had been found. Nothing. He and Rona hit some of the clubs over the weekend and talked to people. More nothing. Using some of Lara Chin’s narcotic officer’s contacts, he found and talked to several dealers. Still nothing. Su, being younger and more in touch with the crowd also followed the investigators’ path and came up with the same thing. That was ‘nothing.’

Ed was beginning to think that Littleton’s money was going to be wasted. In frustration he pounded on the steering wheel of his new Volvo XC90 and drove back to the office.


“Dammit, Su, there’s something obvious here that we’re missing.” She poured him a cup of coffee and sat it on his desk. She was wearing jeans and a beige mock-turtle ‘t’. A dragon tattoo on her right bicep crept out under the sleeve. 


“I don’t know what to tell you, Ed. I’m not the detective. That’s your job.” She smiled at him over her cup.

Ed swiveled around and put his feet up on the credenza behind his desk and looked out the window. Something caught his eye. 


He got up and walked over to the leather jacket he’d hung on his coat rack. It had been there since the beginning.


Su watched him cross the office. “Too bad that dead cowhide can’t talk. It would solve all our problems.”


“Yeah, it would.” He took the jacket off the hook and shook it open. What he held was an expensively made black bombardier’s jacket. There was still some dried blood on the back. 

Ed poked around the inside pockets and found nothing but some suspicious looking lint and a small tear in the lining of the right pocket. Nothing else. The jacket was as mute as all the other evidence.

Disgusted with the whole case, he tossed the jacket at Su. “Here. You look at it. Does it speak to you?” he asked facetiously.

She stood and caught the jacket. As she turned it around in her hands, there was faint, almost inaudible ‘thunk’ as it brushed against the desk.

“That sounded funny,” she said, and began to feel around the seams.. 

Ed came over and stood beside her. 

“Ah, hah!” she said, feeling the bottom of the jacket. “There is something in here!”

Gently easing whatever it was back along the bottom seam to the hole in the right pocket, Su said, “It’s something small. Probably a coke spoon or something. Good! Here it is.” She pulled her hand out of the pocket and opened her palm. Laying there was something flat-black and the size, shape and thickness of a quarter.  
She said, “What the hell is this?”


Ed took the thing and looked at it. “I’ll be damned! It’s one of those new nano-recorders!” He held it up and looked at it from all sides. “I’ve heard about these. Lordy this is tiny. Let’s see if I can make it work, assuming it still does.”


He looked at it closely and realized that all the switches were set edge-on. Showing it to Su, he said, “See, you use a fingernail to activate it. These things are supposed to have a remarkable range.” Ed hit a tiny arrow and was rewarded with the sound of a tinny female voice coming from the device.
 “…I don’t know Steamer. I think I can get him to go higher. Shit, man, I think he gonna be payin’ out the ass to us.” 


A man’s voice replied, “Y’think, babe? Maybe we can swap that stupid bitch over there for more.”


“I don’ know, man. She in this up to her lily-white ass.”

Steamer said, “She know us. What if she decides to get out? Or roll over on us? 

How about that? Huh? Let’s take the money he already give us and split.”


The woman said, “She a junkie.” There was a pause, then the woman said, “…y’got any a’ that good smack left?” There was a pause and the sound of rustling papers.  “We’ll shoot’er up with enough shit to o.d.’er and they’ll think she done it by accident.” There was a pause. “This’ll serve two purposes: one, he’ll know we mean business ‘bout keepin’ quiet, and two, we gets rid of the witness.”


“Yeah? How do y’know he won’t run to the cops.”


There was a long pause. “You know why, Steamer.”


“Damn, Shay, you one mean bitch!” Ed clicked the tiny, square, off detent.


Ed looked at Su. “You said if the jacket could talk. Well,” he flipped recorder like it was a coin and caught it mid-air, “It did. Looks like either Lissa Littleton was in on some sort of kidnapping scheme or had been kidnapped. Let’s play it back to the beginning. This is going to make for some interesting listening, I do believe. ”


He sat back at his desk and hit the replay detent. It only took a second for the tiny green LED to come on.


Ed used his thumbnail to hit ‘Play’. 

They heard the entire scheme unfold. Here was the story of a young girl who schemed to defraud her father out of millions with a fake kidnapping because she feared she would be cut off from her funds. She had contacted a couple of her drug buddies to help. Too bad she didn’t realize that first and foremost they were out for themselves.

Ed and Su were back to the part of the recording where they had first started listening. They heard about overdosing Lissa again. Then there was a sudden thud they decided was Lissa hitting the floor as the overdose of heroin took hold.

“Man, Steamer,” said a woman’s voice, the one called Shay, “did you leave us any? She out like a hallway light.” 

Ed looked over at Su. “If this recording is much longer, we’re going to hear Lissa’s murder.” Su nodded slowly.

Steamer said, “Damn, this one tough bitch. I done give her enough t’kill two homies and she still tickin’. Shit, Shay, help me get her to the car. Maybe she’ll check out there.” 

Shay said, “Wait a sec. Maybe we oughta put her clothes back on.” 

“Nah. We ain’t got time for that shit. Jus’ stick ‘er in her jacket. I’ll help you get’er off the bed.”

There was more rustling and sound of people going down stairs. In a few minutes they heard the sound of a car starting. 

Steamer said, “I sure hope the bitch don’t puke in my backseat from that o.d.” 

Not more than three or four minutes passed when they heard the car stop and doors open. More sounds of scraping. Then Shay said, “Here’s good spot. Dump the bitch and let’s get outta here.” 

Another short silence. Shay said, “Steamer? She still breathin’! What’er we gonna do?”

Steamer said, “Here, I’ll take care of that.” Suddenly there was the sound of a slide being worked on some sort of automatic pistol and then the overwhelming sound of a shot! It almost blew out the recorder’s sound overload circuits. Ed and Su jumped.

A startled Shay’s voice said, “Shit, man. Everybody in the world had t’heard that!”

Agitated, Steamer replied, “Screw ‘em.” There was a pause, then, “Shit, man, look at my coat!  I got blood ‘n shit all over me!”

Shay said, “Man you one dumb-ass homie, standin’ that close when you cap somebody. I thought you knew better’n that. Take your jacket off an’ throw it in the dumpster! Some homeless dude’ll grab it before the blood dries. Let’s split ‘for any pigs show up.” There was the sound of footsteps rapidly fading, a car starting then…silence. Then the recorder eventually clicked off. 


Ed stared at Su. Both were shocked. To have heard the gunshot that ended the kid’s life…He also realized that they’d found something far more important that just the plan. The names of the killers. 

Ed said, “Su, I’d bet the kid recorded all that to cover her butt. She probably didn’t know that she was going to die.” He looked at the small recorder. “I have to let Littleton hear this. Maybe he’ll recognize the voice of either Steamer or Shay. In fact, let’s copy this to my recorder but leave out that last bit. He doesn’t need to hear that shot.”

After they copied the recording to Ed’s player that afternoon, he called Pierre Littleton and set up an appointment for early evening at Littleton’s home. 

Arriving at seven p.m., Ed was awed by the house that Littleton Computers had built its founder and CEO. Ed had read that the total cost of the house had exceeded fifteen million dollars and it looked it. He parked the Volvo next to a highly polished black Mercedes limo and walked up onto the porch.

Littleton himself opened the door moments after Ed pushed the doorbell. Showing him in, Littleton asked, “Well? What is this recording you have?”

Ed entered the immense foyer and said, “Your daughter managed to record a meeting with her killers. It’s not a good thing to listen to, but I’m hoping you might be able to identify the voices.”  
“I hope so too,” Littleton said as he had Ed follow him through the vast house to his personal office. As he followed Littleton, Ed was struck by the coldness of the place. It was as if he was walking through a museum. Even the air had a cold, antiseptic smell to it. He thought this was not a friendly place to live.

As was his office at the Littleton Corporation, Pierre Littleton’s home office was magnificent in every detail. And it too was like the house: cold with a sterile, museum-like quality. 

Ed sat and took his own recorder from his briefcase.  He put the device on Littleton’s desk and hit the button. The sound was a little better on the original device.

A stunned look entered Littleton’s eyes as soon as he heard the woman’s voice. “My God! Shay!”

Ed looked at the stricken man. “You know her?”

Littleton sat in his chair and looked, to Ed, like a jack-lighted deer. 

Ed said, “Uh, Pierre? You okay?”

After a moment, Littleton shook his head. “What? Did you say something?”

Ed nodded. “Yeah. I asked if you know this woman.” The tape kept playing and now they could hear Steamer talking about getting the money.

Littleton nodded his head slowly. “Yes.” Then he asked, “Who’s that?”

“That’s the other person in this mess. Steamer is what she calls him.” Ed looked at Littleton and continued, “Do you know where I can find this Shay woman?”  

Littleton nodded dumbly. “Yes. I know exactly where to find her.” Then like a man finally awake, he said, “Here. I’ll write down the address. It’s not far from where they found Lissa’s body.” He took out a Waterford fountain pen and wrote the address on a piece of very fine, hand-made paper. 

He handed the paper to Ed. “Go and get these people!”

Ed looked at the address then folded the paper and put it in is shirt pocket. “Sure, Pierre, I’ll do that. After I call the police.”

Abruptly, Littleton jumped up. “No! Wait! I want to go with you. I want to see these people face to face. You have a gun, don’t you? You can arrest them. Here…” He sat back down and took out a fancy checkbook and wrote a check. 

“Here,” he said, tearing it out of the book and handing it to Ed. 

Ed looked at the check and felt his knees go a little weak. “This is a little high, isn’t it?”

Littleton shook his head. “No. That is barely ample reward for finding these people.” Pausing, he said, “This is my buy-in to be there when you confront them.”

Seeing that Ed wasn’t yet convinced, Pierre said, “Tell you what. As soon as we have them, you can call the cops on your cell phone. How’s that?”

Ed looked again at the check. With that two followed by all those zeros, he considered, what could it hurt?

“Sure, Pierre, why not. You have to promise to stay behind me all the way. I don’t want you hurt. Remember, Steamer has a very big gun.”

Littleton nodded and stood. “It’s okay. Let’s go. It’s early. They may not even be out yet. Hell, they may even be flying on heroin.”

They went out to Ed’s Volvo. After they got in, Ed opened the glove box and took out his Glock 26. A small, but nonetheless powerful gun. He checked it over and found all was well. There were fifteen shots in the clip and one chambered. Ed stuffed it in the belt holster and slipped it onto the back of his belt. 

It didn’t take long to get to Shay’s and Steamer’s very upscale apartment building. As he parked across the brightly lit street, Ed could just see the area further down where Lissa’s body had been found.

Littleton took a key from his pocket and opened the security lock on the vestibule. They entered and went to the elevator bank and boarded the elevator. Littleton punched the button for eleven. 


When the elevator reached the eleventh floor, Littleton said, “I have the key to her apartment too. Let’s go grab her.” 

Ed turned and said, angrily, “Listen, Pierre, you can’t do that. This is not a movie. There may well be a guy in there with a gun. Now let me do this my way.” Littleton, startled by the intensity in Ed’s voice, relented.

Ed stepped quietly out of the elevator and went to the apartment Littleton indicated. He leaned gently against the door and put his ear to it. He could hear low music and some conversation. He continued to listen for several minutes. There were apparently only two people inside. Hopefully no one was in the john or kitchen or someplace, he thought.

Again, he turned to Littleton. Whispering, he said, “Okay. Give me the key. We’ll go in a quietly as we can. If we can surprise them, then maybe I can take the guy with the gun. Okay?”

Littleton nodded. 

Ed stepped up to the door again and as gently as he could, inserted the key and turned the lock. He indicated silence to Littleton and quietly pushed the door open.

The door opened into a short hallway. They could hear the music louder now, and the sounds of a man and woman laughing. Ed and Littleton crept along the hallway until they were just at the entry to the living room. 

Unexpectedly, something hit Ed in the back with enough force to propel him into the living room. At the same time, Pierre moved into the room and yelled at the two startled people sitting on a leather couch. “Whore! How could you!” he screamed at the woman.

Before Ed could regain his balance, Littleton shot the man in the throat just below his Adam’s apple. The shot twisted the man around, making his loose the grip on the gun he was just bringing up from his lap.

The woman, Ed saw, was very dark and quite beautiful. He realized it must be Shay. She began to rise. She held her hands out in front of her as trying to ward off blows. “Pierre!” she shouted. “You shot Steamer! Why?” She began to reach for Steamer. 

Steamer’s hands were on his throat, trying to stop the blood pumping out all over him onto the floor.

Pierre screamed again, “Whore!” and fired at her. The bullet took Shay in the upper shoulder, spinning her sideways and knocking her back to the couch. He stalked across the room towards her, kicking Steamer’s ten-millimeter Colt out of his way. 

“I told you if I ever found out you’re back in the business I’d kill you!” He fired another round. This one hit her in the upper thigh. Shay screamed in pain!

Ed made a grab for Littleton. Littleton shook Ed off then turned and fired at him.
Ed ducked to his right, feeling the bullet move the air beside his left ear. “Wait!” Ed yelled. “Stop man! What are you doing?” This time Littleton slowed just a little, took his time and Ed took two forty caliber slugs through his right ribcage. The bullets burned holes through his right lung and out his back. It felt like molten fire had been poured through him as he fell against the wall behind him and slid down to the floor. His position made it impossible for him to get to his own gun as he ended up with all his weight on it. 

Littleton came and stood over Ed. “I told that whore that if she cheated on me I’d kill her. I loved her! I set her up in this apartment to get her off the streets.” He turned back to Shay who was trying to staunch the flow of blood from her two wounds. “This is how she repays me!” He fired again at Steamer and got him square in the face. Steamer’s head flew back spraying blood and brain on Shay. The force of the shot made his head bounce off the back of the couch then forward. His body crumpled to the floor. 

Ed felt shock setting in. He mumbled, “What about Lissa? Don’t you care about her?” 

Littleton turned back. “Lissa? That rotten little junkie? I didn’t give a rat’s ass about her.” Suddenly he became conversational and squatted down beside Ed, holding his gun loosely in his hand. “I didn’t know Shay was involved in this until I heard her voice on your tape. I originally wanted to come down here with you and see you arrest the people trying to rip me off. Then I heard her voice.” He waved the gun in Shay’s general direction. “But back to Lissa. She was my step-daughter. I tried to get both she and her mother in that plane crash but Lissa was sick that day and I didn’t know it. I was in London at the time setting up a great alibi. I couldn’t be killing my wife and step-daughter while talking to the PM, now could I?” He shook his head. “What a waste of a perfectly good Learjet.”

Through the pain, Ed whispered incredulously, “You murdered your wife?”

Littleton walked over to Shay before he answered. “She was the Ice Queen for real. After she had our baby, Toni, she shut me out of her life. All she could think of was Lissa! Lissa this. Lissa that. I got so tired of hearing about how wonderful Lissa was that I almost puked every time I saw her. So I, being the bright engineer that I am, jiggered the Lear and sent her, and I thought, Lissa, on a trip to California. The plane crashed just like it was supposed to, only the bitch Lissa wasn’t on it. Toni, my baby, was.  Well, it doesn’t matter now. It took awhile, but the result’s the same. These two killed her for me.”

Ed looked over at Littleton quizzically. “Where’d you get the gun?” The pain from the wounds was tremendous. He looked down at his chest and saw that he wasn’t bleeding very badly from there although blood bubbled around the bullet holes. I’ve got a blown-out lung, he thought, and wondered about his back. Shit! The exit wound! He pushed as hard as he could against the wall. Anything to try and keep from bleeding out.

Littleton laughed. “I always keep a gun on me. I was mugged once. It won’t happen again.” He held it up for Ed to see. “It’s a Glock 27, a forty caliber. It’s bigger than yours.” 

Shay looked up at him. The wound in her leg was bleeding heavily. The bullet may have nicked the artery. 

 “She hated you too, you know.” She whispered. 

Littleton appeared not to hear. He said, “Shay, I’d have given you the world. Why did you have to go back to this?” He waved his hands around. “Why?” Then he put the gun to the side of her head and pulled the trigger. She pitched over into Steamer’s blood pool on the couch. Littleton turned toward Ed. “Well, Ed O'Malley, Private Eye. It’s your turn. I’ll take my check back and leave here in just a moment.” 

He pointed the gun at Ed’s head.

The sound of a Colt ten-millimeter going off in a small room is tremendous! It is an overwhelming sound you don’t hear every day. Thank God, Ed thought, letting the heavy gun fall from his left hand. It’ll make you deaf. Pierre, in his haste to kick the gun away from Steamer, had actually kicked it straight to Ed. 

Ed began to lean to his left as he was losing strength. With a strange little smile on his face, he pulled his right hand out of this pocket. In it was the little micro-recorder. He’d recorded the entire evening.

The sound of sirens in the distance gave him hope that they would get to him in time. As he began to loose consciousness, Ed saw the dim glimmer of light on the motto on the backside of the nano-recorder: “You Get a Lot from a Littleton.” 
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