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CHAPTER ONE
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Veronica was standing over the body with the smoking gun. Her hands began to tremble as she dropped the weapon and slowly backed away. I could clearly see this beautiful blonde babe, sobbing uncontrollably as she turned to leave the huge stage. She hadn’t seen me yet, but I knew when the tears cleared, she’d find me waiting for her at the back of the auditorium. If I had only gotten there a few moments earlier, maybe things would have turned out different.

“Down here, baby!” I hollered, moving down the aisle so she could see me.

There was an odd look on her face as she glanced at me and then back at the dead body. For a moment I thought she was going to run back up on the stage, but then she turned again and ran into my arms.

“Oh, Alan, what have I done?” She sobbed into my chest.

“Nothing we can’t fix.”

***
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Sheriff O’Brien was one of those old school Irish cops who left no clue overlooked. He had pulled me aside as the rest of his men converged on the stage. We weren’t friends, but we knew each other since we seemed to always travel in the same circles. I knew my being a private detective didn’t set well with him, but he showed no animosity as he pointed at the woman, giving her statement to some more policemen near the main entrance. I kept waiting for him to speak.

“Cat got your tongue?” I finally asked.

He grinned, turning toward me. “More like it’s got my curiosity. How did you happen to get here before we did? And are either of these people your client? Which I assume one of them is or you wouldn’t be here.”

“Seems like you are answering your own questions before I can,” I chuckled, pulling a cigarette from my jacket. I lit it slowly, letting smoke drift around my face. “The woman, Mrs. Cagney, is my client. I doubt I need to tell you that the victim is Mr. Cagney.”

The sheriff appeared amused. “And I’m also assuming it was a clear case of self-defense?”

“You can see for yourself the victim had a gun in his possession. He just wasn’t counting on his wife having one as well.”

“Which brings us to another piece of the puzzle, where did she get the gun?”

“I gave it to her. Seems she needed some protection and I happened to have a spare piece lying around the office. With all the threats against her life, I figured a gun might give her some reassurance. It seemed to come in pretty handy in the long run.”

A smile crossed the Sheriff’s face. “You have all the answers, don’t you? Now, why don’t you tell me what is really going on? You know this is going to be a big can of worms when it hits the papers tomorrow. These are some very high profile people we are talking about. Broadway star shoots producer husband. What I need from you is a reason. And what was your interest in all of this?”

“You seem to forget my client’s confidentiality clause. I’m not obligated to tell you what I was doing for Mrs. Cagney.” This usually riled up the cops, but O’Brien didn’t flinch. Figured I might as well tell him the whole story and avoid a lot of wasted time. “But considering the case is basically closed now that Mr. Cagney is no longer among the living, I guess I can spill the beans.”

“Then please do,” the sheriff replied.

I took another drag on my cigarette before continuing, “It all started three weeks ago when I got this call from Mrs. Cagney asking if she could make an appointment. I naturally invited her to my office. Until the moment she walked in, I had no idea it was THAT Mrs. Cagney. Her pictures in the papers didn’t do her justice.” I glanced over at her. She was still talking with the cops. Her long blond hair fell down across the side of her beautiful face.

O’Brien glanced over her way as well. “Then what happened?”

“She told me she’d overheard her husband talking with someone on the phone one evening. What he was saying sent a chill down her spine. He wanted to hire someone to murder his wife.”

“So, why didn’t she contact the authorities?”

“She knew it was only her word against her husbands. There was no proof. That’s why she came to me. She wanted me to dig around in her husband’s affairs and find out why he wanted her dead. And she wanted me to get some hard evidence showing her husband had hired a hit man.”

“Did you?”

“It didn’t take much digging around to learn that Mr. Cagney has had a mistress on the side for the past several years. A German beauty named Hedy. He put her up in a penthouse overlooking Central Park. Bank records and sales slips show he has spent a fortune on diamonds and furs for this former showgirl.”

“That does show a motive. But why not just ask his wife for a divorce if he wants to marry his mistress?”

“Like you said yourself, these are some very high profile people. He wouldn’t want a scandal spread out all over the newspapers. It might scare away investor’s for his plays, or worse yet, his customers who adored his wife.”

“And I don’t figure having a German girlfriend would help either. Especially with the war so fresh on everybody’s mind. Some might even consider there is a communist connection,” O’Brien surmised.

“A lot of actors on Broadway are worried about the same thing happening to them as those in Hollywood.” This really had nothing to do with the case, but I knew it was helping establish a motive. “He could get a lot more mileage portraying the grieving widower.”

“Did you ever find out if he hired a hit man, and if so, who?” O’Brien asked.

I knew he’d taken the bait. “There really hasn’t been a chance for me to talk with him yet, but the rumors are it is Eddie G.”

“That two-bit little hood, what I wouldn’t give to file charges on him and the rest of his gangster friends and be able to make them stick.”

“Let me do a little more sleuthing and I may be able to hand him over to you on a silver platter.”

The sheriff seemed to be thinking it over as he let his eyes wander back over to Mrs. Cagney. “So what exactly happened here, tonight?”

I knew we’d have to get back around to that. “Mr. Cagney asked his wife to meet him here so they could go out for a late night dinner. She had no reason to suspect he would decide to solve his problems himself by pulling a gun on her. When she arrived they got into an argument and she accidentally blurted out what she had learned. Her husband went for his gun, but she was able to pull hers first. You know the rest.”

“Which still doesn’t explain how you beat us here?”

He wasn’t going to let that go. “Suspecting something was up; I’d been tailing Mrs. Cagney all day without her knowledge. Although I didn’t actually witness the shooting, I was here within seconds of it. She was still holding the gun when I arrived.”

“And you didn’t wipe off the prints, rushing her out of here to let us think it might have been someone else,” O’Brien realized.

“Like I said, we have nothing to hide. Mrs. Cagney shot her husband in self-defense.”

“Then I suppose you should take her home. At this moment we have no further questions. But if everything you’ve told me is true, she could still be in danger from Eddie G.”

“At least until he reads in tomorrow’s paper that the man who was going to pay him is dead. Once the story breaks he no longer has a reason for the hit.”

The sheriff put out his hand. “You still are going to see about finding me something to connect him to all of this?” He asked, as they shook on it.

“Starting in the morning,” I answered, actually planning to sleep in. As far as I was concerned the job was over with. Case closed.
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CHAPTER TWO
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The fifth-floor apartment was furnished with only the best - modern art, marble floors, and dazzling chandeliers. The Cagney’s lived the life of luxury. I threw my grey overcoat across the chaise lounge before turning back to Veronica. She stood in front of an ornate mirror that hung at the entrance to the room. There was something mysterious and enticing in the way she seemed to be observing herself. Was she getting herself into character for her next big scene I wondered?

“Hey, doll face. Come over here and let me bask in that erotic glow you are sending off.” It may have sounded corny, but it was how I felt.

Veronica gave me a smile with that come hither look as she flipped the long blonde locks away from her face. “Don’t you think it might look suspicious with you here at my apartment so soon after my husband’s death?”

“Not a problem,” I smugly replied. “The good sheriff insisted I bring you home. He knows as my client that we will be having some important discussion and decisions to make.”

“Like what?”

I motioned for her. “For starters, how to handle the press. You are about to be bombarded with questions as to why you shot your husband, why weren’t you arrested, and who was the other woman?”

She let her upper lip curl a bit as she sauntered to me. “I’ll simply tell the truth. My husband wanted me dead and I
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