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Chapter 1
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Jim Nash looked down at Friday, lounging in his bed. “It’s time to get up, dog. We have things to do and people to see, you know.”

The dog opened a single woeful eye and looked up at Jim with it.

“Come on. Let’s get going. We’re burning daylight.”

Friday got up and wandered over to the door. He nosed at the leash hanging from the doorknob. It slipped to the floor. He picked it up and held it in his mouth.

Jim said goodbye to Maddie and the pair exited the apartment. Jim closed the door behind them and they walked slowly down the stairs to the second-floor landing. Jim halted, looked back up the stairs, and led Friday into the office.

He surreptitiously closed the door behind them.

The first thing Friday noticed was the usual sunbeam streaming in through the window onto his bed. He knew from experience that his bed would be nice and warm. He trotted over to it, laid down, and stretched out. He sighed and closed his eyes.

“Friday, if Maddie ever finds out we’re cheating on her, she’ll never forgive us.”

Friday ignored the man. His backside was nice and warm. The dog was already comfortable beneath the sunbeam pouring through the window and down onto his bed.

Jim was about to sit behind his desk when Emma Mayberry walked into the office. “I thought you two were going for your walk.”

Friday recognized the female’s voice. Emma. He rolled onto his tummy, wheezed, and sat up. He knew the female was always good for some treats.

“We are, we are,” Jim told her. “I thought Friday was walking with a bit of a limp when we came downstairs. I decided to let him have a break before we take off.”

“Uh-huh,” Emma said, not convinced in the slightest.

Friday ambled over to Emma. He nosed her hand and sniffed at them. They were empty. He snorted.

“Sorry, Friday. I didn’t know you’d be here or I’d have something for you.”

Friday returned to his bed and his prone position.

“Fickle dog,” Emma said. “He’s only my bestie when I have something for him.”

Jim put his feet up on a corner of his desk and crossed his ankles. His chair tilted back.

“Emma, would you grab the fedora from the hat rack and hand it over, please?”

Maddie had given him the hat as a gift. She thought a private detective deserved to own a fine hat. And fine it was, complete with a leather band on the inside and a small feather in the silk band on the outside.

“Sure. No prob.”

She handed it over and Jim put the fedora on. He tilted it above his forehead at a rakish angle.

Emma said, “I was just heading out to the grocery store. Do you need anything for the office?”

“No. I think we’re good. Did you check with—”

“Already done. Maddie doesn’t need anything, either. I’ll see you guys later, all right?”

Emma slipped out of the office and eased the door closed behind her.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2

[image: ]


Faithful dog Friday knew Jim liked to relax in the office after his mid-morning coffee—Jim’s coffee, not the dog’s.

Friday knew, because he liked to relax in the same place. The dog’s favorite snoozing spot was beneath a sunbeam that shone down through one of the office windows. It warmed his bed just right.

Following Emma’s departure, Jim snapped the fedora’s brim into place. He made sure the rear was curled upwards. He pushed the hat back off his forehead with his fingertips and made sure it was set at a jaunty angle. He put his feet up on the desk, crossed his ankles, and leaned back in his squeaking wooden chair.

He proceeded to nod off immediately.
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Jim recognized the sound of high heels click-clacking on the cement sidewalk as he pulled open the heavy door and exited the newly air-conditioned bar. His eyes took time to adjust from bar-time to day-time. Temporarily blinded by the bright sunny day, he almost bumped into the woman. He sidestepped and allowed her to pass unimpeded.

The woman ignored him.

He couldn’t ignore the woman.

The bright yellow dress swept through empty air and swayed rhythmically with every step she took. It clung to her legs like a silken web and then fell off only to repeat the process. The slight breeze only doubled up on the enticement.

The woman slowed and turned to check her reflection in a window.

The movement gave him a look at long, dark hair falling over a pale face. Bright red lips completed the picture.

She swept the hair away with a yellow-gloved hand and carried on. Like she knew where she was going.

He chased her.

Well, okay, he wasn’t actually doing any chasing. He was making for his office.

The woman happened to be traveling in the same direction. She halted first, in front of Nash’s office door.

He harrumphed, reached an arm around her, and pulled the door open to allow her to enter ahead of him. She hesitated, waiting for him to climb the stairs first, ahead of her.

He was disappointed, to say the least. Being the perfect gentleman that he was, he proceeded up the stairs ahead of her.

She followed him into his office. That damned black cur was still there, laying down in the sunbeam streaming through the oversized window. He brought back a foot, wanting to take a swipe and chase the dog off.

“You have a very sweet dog. How old is he?”

At the last second, Jim pulled back his foot and collapsed into the wooden chair behind his heavy, enormous wood desk.

He mumbled something. It seemed to placate the woman.

“What’s your dog’s name?”

The dog’s name. That was a new one on him. What was his name?

A faint female voice called down from the staircase and the third floor of the building. The apartments were up there.

“Friday. Lunch time.”

Jim made an attempt at faking it.

“Friday? Isn’t it Thursday? I seem to have lost track of time.” He swiveled in the chair to look at the calendar on the wall behind him, just to be sure.

The dog wheezed and struggled to get up. Either he was older than Methuselah, or he was only pretending.

Jim was tempted to bend down and help the dog out of the office.

Finally, the big black Labrador managed to push himself up onto all fours and out of his bed. He wandered in the general direction of the open door. The dog halted and turned and looked wistfully from the woman to Jim and back before proceeding slowly up the stairs.

“Now then.” Jim stood up from behind the desk and offered his hand. “I’m Jim Nash.”

The woman reached across the desk and shook Jim’s hand. “I’m Melanie Taylor.”

Jim walked to the office door and closed it behind the dog.
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Jim Nash studied the woman sitting in the chair opposite. She adjusted her skirt and crossed her legs. Disappointed by the length of the dress, he had to be satisfied with a glimpse of fine ankles. They were covered in dark-toned nylon. The color contrast set them off perfectly against the bright yellow of her dress.

Jim asked, “What can a private investigator do for you, Miss Taylor?”

“Call me Melanie. Or Mel. I insist.”

“Of course, Melanie. What is it you need?”

Melanie sat back in the chair and adjusted her posture. She straightened her back. It appeared as though she was aiming her breasts right at him. To make sure he noticed, she stuck out her chest. She uncrossed and then crossed her legs again. The not so subtle sound of swishing nylon stockings drew his attention.

“I think my husband is cheating on me.” She took an envelope from her bag and thrust it at him.

Jim reached across the desk to grasp it. He flipped open the flap and pulled out a series of photos before looking up at her.

“Who took these, Mrs. Taylor? If you already have an investigator—”

He hesitated, waiting for a response.

Her eyes burned into his.

“The man is dead.”

Jim pushed his squeaking chair back and stood up behind his desk. Was it the investigator, or her husband who was dead? He took a wild guess.

“Your husband? What? How?” The quick glance at the photos told Jim he already knew why, and he didn’t ask. He looked out the window and down to across the street.

“Someone shot him. In the back. With a .45 automatic. At close range.”

She seemed to know a lot about her husband’s murder. “How do you know all that?”

“I found him in my bedroom.”

Oh-oh. Was the PI sleeping with her, too? Did the gunshot wake her up? Or was she in another room of the house? Did she suddenly come home, walk upstairs, and find the dead husband?

Jim turned away from the window and sat back down.

“Why don’t you tell me all about it before I accept your case?”

Melanie reached into her handbag.

What was she going for? Did she realize she had told him too much about the crime? He had enough experience in the private eye business to know some of his female clients could never be trusted. Especially the guilty ones.

Jim reached to pull open a desk drawer, revealing a six-shot revolver. His right hand moved to cover it.

Melanie Taylor withdrew an envelope from her bag and passed it across the desk.

Jim took his hand off the pistol, picked up the manilla envelope, and opened it. He flipped through the contents. It was filled with five twenty-dollar bills. He set it in the desk drawer on top of the pistol and shoved the drawer closed with a bang. He considered that the final note.

Out of sight, out of
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