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I stared at her bare legs as the classy dame perched on my guest chair in the only way her miniskirt would allow. My eyes made their way up her body, cleavage and finally to her face. 

She was beautiful, nervous, vulnerable, and sexy. I wondered why she was sitting in the Spike Mallet Private Detective Agency.

Her silk-gloved fingers held a long cigarette holder. She finished her smoke and placed the holder in her bag. 

Reluctantly, I turned my attention to the guy with her. The grease in his hair would keep Shell in business, dressed in a black suit with pointed lapels looking as if they'd poke his eyes out. The bulge under his arm left no doubt; he packed a gun.  

The grease glared at me, so I shook a Camel from the pack to show the scum he didn't scare me. My lighter threw a flame. I lit up.

'What’s with the sleazy boyfriend, lady?'

'My bodyguard goes where I go.' She had one of those Marilyn Monroe voices that made you think of doing things to her you couldn't tell your mother.

'Not in here, lady—tell him to wait in the outer office. He makes me nervous. If he blinks, I'll kill him.'

The grease jumped forward. I stood and reached behind my neck and touched the handle of my knife.  

'Get out, Luigi,' she demanded.

'But you said...'

'Leave,' she shouted in a voice a long way from Marilyn Monroe's. The grease gave me a look—it said next time you’re dead. He swaggered out the door and slammed it behind him.

I put my feet up on my desk and gazed at her through cigarette smoke.

Everything about her said money, from her mousy blond hair to her diamond necklace and rings that would have solved all my financial problems. And, despite her mini-skirt and lowcut top, I figured her for a classy dame. 

I swung my feet off the desk and leaned forward.

'What can I do for you, lady?'

'Mister Mallet, can you find people?'

'I find people all the time. What’s your name?' If the babe was who I thought she was, I felt sorry for her, and we wouldn’t be talking long.

She hesitated, 'Candy Bacchus.'

My face must have shown my disgust—she gave me a look that said, so what. 'Papa Costanza’s...?' I looked for the suitable description.

'Partner, I think is correct.' she offered as if she was proud of it.

Papa Costanza was low pond scum. He should be scooped up and flushed down the sewer. He was in anything crooked, and he hated me because I put his brother, Sonny, in the slammer. I nearly had the dirty little microbe in jail with his brother. But the slippery eel got off. He sent some of his grease balls to work me over, but they went back to him damaged so bad they couldn’t work for a year. 

'Does he knows you’re here?'

'Doesn't know everything I do.'

'What about the grease-ball?'

'He does what I tell him.' 

I didn't believe her. Papa wouldn't let her out of his sight without keeping tabs. So, I decided to make her think I bought the story.

'Who do you want me to find?' I silently cursed myself for asking the question instead of kicking her cute arse out, but I was curious. Let's face it; I'm a sucker for a classy dame. So, my head said, kick her out, but the rest of me said to find out more. I won’t tell you what my groin said. Then the final notices in my drawer reminded me I needed the dough. Plus, I'd have great pleasure in slapping the money down in front of the parasite who repossessed my car. 

'My sister.'

'Does she want to be found?'

'She ran away.'

‘Let me get this straight. You want me to find your sister who ran away and doesn’t want to be found. Where does your sleaze of a husband fit in this? No way, I don’t do dirty work for Papa Costanza. So why can’t he find her?'

'Mister Mallet!'

'Call me Spike.'

'Spike, she ran away because she's scared.'

I decided to kick her out. 'No way, you can go. I want nothing to do with it.'

She rummaged through her bag and laid a photo on the desk. I picked it up.

Nice, I thought. The sister was the dame's younger copy but more innocent looking.

'Evie Bacchus,' she added.

'What's the real story, and don't give me bullshit?' 

Her eyes gazed at me, and for a few seconds, I saw the hard lady behind the veneer, then she softened, and Marilyn Monroe came back, 'She's scared of Papa.'

'Half the city's scared of Papa. What makes her so different?'

'Papa thinks she set up a guy to kill Sonny in prison, but she didn't.'

'Why?' I wondered who killed Sonny, not that I cared. There had to be a reason the scum thought Evie set it up. But I didn't buy the dame's story. 

'He's mad with anger. He's vowed to kill you as well as Evie because you put Sonny in jail. Someone knifed Sonny while he took a shower.'

The good news—Sonny was dead. Papa wanting to kill me was nothing new. But I couldn't figure out what the babe was up to.

Candy uncrossed her legs and leaned over, giving me a view down her cleavage. 

Her voice got even more, Marilyn Monroe breathy, 'Please get her back. She's my only sister.' Then, she slipped her bottom onto the desk, 'I'll be very, very grateful. I'll give you a lot of money and anything else you want.'

My hormones raced around and sat up, and then went into a frenzy. I noticed the dame's legs went right up to where things got interesting. I thought about taking her on the desk. Then a neon sign went off in my head—it said danger. I might be a sucker for a classy dame, but I know when I'm being played. So, I had to think straight and not be a sucker.

I looked away and butted out my smoke, then took another to recover my sanity. I lit it to give me time to think.  

When I looked back, she waved a wad of hundred-dollar notes in my face and tossed them on the desk. I guess she'd figured, if sex doesn't do it, the money will. The trouble was, she was right.

'Thirty grand to take the job, and another thirty when you find her,' this time she was all business.

Suddenly, all those final notices in my draw would all disappear. Then, I could reach out and take the dough and save the agency. No, I'll manage without their dirty money, but I had no idea how.

I'll only feel the money, I thought. I let my hand rest on it and then considered the dame's eyes. She smiled. She knew she had me, and I did too. I grabbed the thirty thou, opened the drawer, and shoved it on the final notices—I figured they should get to know each other.

The classy dame threw a knowing look over her shoulder as she walked out of the office.

After the babe left, I couldn’t figure out what went on in my office. There had to be another agenda. 

I gave up and looked at the money. I couldn't remember the last time I saw thirty-grand altogether. 

Kathy looked up from her desk as I entered the outer office. She'd told me if I ever called her my secretary, she'd kick me where it would hurt a lot. 

She had a point—last year, the Spike Mallet private detective agency needed cash, and she provided it. We were partners in the business and the home in the fancy flat her rich old man provided for her. The agency desperately needed the cash the classy dame gave me.

Kathy stood and walked around her desk dressed in a black skin-tight shirt and pants with a holstered Glock 17 swinging from her shapely hip—she looked like Angelina Jolie as Lara Croft in Tomb Raider. And she lost nothing in the looks department. Instead, she adopted an aggressive stance with her hand on her hip, in a look at me, attitude. I tried to ignore her, but juices running around my body made it impossible.

'Like the look,' I said, 'it's what every partner should wear.' I avoided the secretary word, 'does this mean you have plans for us tonight? Or do you have Brad Pitt in mind?'

'Glad you noticed.' 

I couldn't understand why she'd bother with an old PI who's only a lousy cheque away from losing the agency. She didn't know it was so critical. I hid the evidence in my drawer. I guess, deep down, I wanted her to think of me as a big-time PI. She'd only have to ask her rich old man, and he'd reluctantly bail me out while telling her what a loser she was with.

'I notice you every day, baby,' I said. I meant it—she was the only good thing in my life and fantastic for the agency as well as for me. I couldn't understand it, but I'll take all the good times I can get.

'What did the hooker want?' Kathy didn't share my views on the dame being classy.

'You mean our new client.'

'Make sure she pays you with money and nothing else.'

'Of course, whatever else could she possibly pay me with?'

Kathy slipped her Glock out, 'Anywhere near it, and I'll shoot it off.'

As I entered the downstairs car park, the grease-ball came at me from the shadows. I sidestepped as the blade went for my throat. My knee caught him in the groin; he went down. I took the knife from his hand and the Glock from his holster. I shoved the knifepoint at his throat. Blood started to trickle.

'Answers grease-ball,' I yelled in his ear. 'What's this all about?'

'The sleaze's voice dripped venom, 'I'm gonna kill you slowly. My blade will cut you up into little bits. Papa will pay me plenty.'

'Money's no good when you're dead, sleaze-bag.'

I jumped on his gun-hand with the heel of my shoe and heard a crunch. I kicked him in the jaw several times when he yelled until it broke. This grease ball won't kill anyone for a long time.

Then I slammed my foot into his balls again. He made painful noises while I walked away with his knife and gun. 

He thought he'd kill me for Papa. So now, he'll eat through a straw and won't use his right hand for a long time, not to mention an organ between his legs.

Kathy finished the phone call and gazed at me. Then, she wrote an address on a notepad and handed it over.

'Evie's lived in the same house for a year, but no-one's seen her for a week.'

'They're trying to make it look like she's missing,' I suggested.

'There's thirty grand in my desk drawer on top of a bunch of final notices. Pay everyone. I'll take some dough and get my car back. We have sleaze bags to catch.'

Kathy looked at me, 'What did you have to do to get the money?'

'Find the sister, baby—nothing else. But you know me—I'd do anything for sixty grand.'

'I'm warning you. You know how good I am with a gun
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