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Silver couldn’t believe the newspaper headline; Mutilated Body Found Floating in the Loch Raven Reservoir Identified. Malone Brown, the thief she had been trying to locate, was dead. She was going to have to figure out another way to get what she needed.

Malone Brown, A.K.A. Sticky Fingers, had been proud of the reputation he’d earned. After reaching his teens, stealing had become a way of life for him. He’d worked hard to become one of the best professional thieves in America. Early in his career, he made mistakes and sometimes got caught, so he spent some time in the Youth Detention Center in East Baltimore and some time in the Baltimore City Jail. Those incarcerations had a big impact on him.  

After the last time, he was sent to jail for stealing, Sticky Fingers decided it was time to leave America and move to a more lucrative location where he wasn’t as well known. And someplace where he didn’t have to listen to his father’s pleas to turn his life around. Before he died, his father frequently begged him to find a legitimate way to earn a living. 

His pleas to Malone fell on deaf ears. Malone liked his lifestyle and had no intention of changing. The thefts allowed him to wear expensive suits, drink expensive wines, drive the latest cars, and have pretty women on his arm.

Malone found a theft ring to join in London, England, and fast became the leader of the ring. Under Malone’s guidance, the theft ring moved from stealing cars to stealing expensive jewels from the homes of the rich and famous. While he was in those homes, he discovered they sometimes contained expensive works of art. Realizing he and his crew could make more money stealing fine works of art, they gave up the jewelry thefts and sold the stolen art to other collectors for their private collections. Other times, he just ransomed the paintings back to the original owners for a fee.

Julian Wolfe was Malone’s half-brother. He was the complete opposite of Malone. Julian was honest and reliable, and although their father loved both of his sons, Julian was his father’s pride and joy. Just before their father died, he asked Julian to try to get his brother to turn his life around. Despite the request, Julian never got that chance. He earnestly tried to find Malone, but his brother was never in the same place for too long  

Recently, he found out that Malone was back in the U.S., but before he could talk to him, relatives notified him that Malone had been found dead. The police had no idea who had killed him and were questioning all of Malone’s friends and family to gather information. They suspected murder because his body was found floating in the Loch Raven Reservoir with the word thief carved into his chest, and his right hand cut off. 

When Julian learned about Malone’s gruesome death, he was devastated. Yet he had been resigned to hear someday his brother would come to a bad end as he knew that Malone would steal from the wrong person eventually. And that person would do whatever he needed to do to get his property back. Still, he couldn’t believe someone had been so angry with Malone that they had thrown his body into the reservoir to make him disappear.

Julian chastised himself for not making one last attempt at reasoning with his brother to change. Even as children, he realized he and Malone had very different sets of values. Even though they were friends as well as brothers, they were raised by two different women with very different ideas about honesty and how people should live their lives. Malone had been conceived when Wolfe’s father had strayed from his marriage. He had seen Malone’s mother’s voluptuous body and bold, engaging smile while she was working in a strip club one night and became smitten. Wolfe never blamed Malone’s mother, Ms. Gale, for his father’s wandering eye.

Wolfe’s mother had been raised by a black single mother who believed in attending church regularly and doing well in school. She had gone along with her mother’s program until she met Wolfe’s father. His father was handsome and charming and had gotten his mom pregnant when she was nineteen. He had done the right thing and married her, but then he made her life a living hell. 

Julian Wolfe was fourteen when his mother insisted he begin to distance himself from Malone, his half-brother, and friend. She feared Malone was becoming a bad influence on him. Regretfully, Julian’s mother began to let him associate less and less with his half-brother. 

Instead of hanging out with Malone, Wolfe found he had more time to study. He started to get better grades in school and began focusing on doing what he needed to do to join the Fire Department and provide for his mother. He continued to see his half-brother once in a while, but now they only saw each other periodically when Malone was in the states to visit his mother and sister. Wolfe knew Malone’s overseas associates were hardened professional criminals and he had wanted no part of that lifestyle. So, he never saw Malone when he was outside of the states, no matter how many times Malone begged him to visit him in Europe. 

Malone’s repast was held at Evelyn’s Restaurant in White Marsh. The restaurant’s food was excellent, and the owner allowed Malone’s friends and family to use the place for a few hours to get together and remember their relative and old friend, and to reminisce about Malone’s colorful past.

Wolfe found Malone’s mom first. He had always liked Ms. Gale. When she was much younger, she was an exotic dancer with bright, creamy skin. Now, in her fifties, she still thought that she was hot. Today, she was dressed in a tight black dress that just barely covered her panties, and she was showing lots of cleavage to anyone who bothered to look. Most of the women attending the repast shook their heads, and the men merely looked away. Ms. Gale had aged, so things had drooped drastically. Wolfe hugged her and her daughter, Belinda. He wasn’t sure who Belinda’s father was and wasn’t sure if Ms. Gale knew either.  

“I’m so sorry he’s gone. I’ll miss Malone.” 

Before he could say anything else, Belinda asked her mom to hand her the big black pocketbook near her mom’s foot.  Ms. Gale glared at her and hissed. “Girl, don’t embarrass me.” Belinda returned her mother’s glare.  She was just like her mother. They were both notorious for leaving functions with their pocketbooks stuffed with free food and booze. Finally, Malone’s mom sighed and handed her the oversized pocketbook that Belinda had purposely brought with her to carry away as much food and alcohol as she could. Wolfe shook his head as he watched Belinda hurry over to the table set up with the drinks. Malone’s mom said, “That girl has no class.”

Trying not to laugh at such a sad time, Wolfe pursed his lips and swallowed. Instead, he asked, “Do the police have any suspects yet?”

She wailed, “No. My Malone didn’t deserve to die like that. No one knows who killed him and mutilated him like that. He was carried by the waves toward a shore filled with partygoers. A couple was near the water when the wife kept feeling something touching her foot. At first, she thought it was her husband trying to get frisky. But it turned out to be Malone’s body bumping into her.”

“Ms. Gale, if the police don’t find out who murdered him. I promise you I will make sure whoever did this will pay for killing him.”

“Thank you, sweetheart. I know you’ll do your best to find whoever did this.” She patted Wolfe’s face gently.

He hugged her again and walked over to the buffet table. As he filled his plate, Julian couldn’t help but wonder who was paying for the food and drinks.  He wasn’t sure how much the tab for the get together at the restaurant would cost, but he suspected it would be hefty. Evelyn’s only served the best, and he knew Malone’s friends would guzzle up every drop of the self-serve liquor set up on the refreshment table in the back of the restaurant before the event ended. 

Julian spied a seat and walked over to a table and sat down with a group of people he had known from his old neighborhood. People still greeted him by his last name. His old friend from high school, Del Ray, had people laughing at a story he was telling about the time Malone made replicas of the Faberge eggs that he had seen on display at the Walters Art Museum. Malone had replicas of those eggs made and planned to use them in his scheme to steal the real Faberge eggs, but after walking through the museum several times at different times of the day, he decided it was just too risky to steal the eggs. There was too much security.

But according to Del Ray, Malone was never one to let a good opportunity go to waste and had offered his replicas on eBay as real Faberge eggs for two hundred dollars a piece. He carefully worded their description to indicate they were newly discovered items and could be real. Unsuspecting people who couldn’t believe someone was stupid enough to let a piece of history go for two hundred bucks had snatched them up. The purchasers had all taken the too good to be true chance to own a piece of history, so they could impress their neighbors by saying they had scooped up an authentic Faberge egg for mere pennies. 

The eggs had suddenly appeared on the shelves of some middle-class homes and even a few dilapidated city homes. While Wolfe was laughing, Del Ray directed his attention to a lovely attractive woman who sat down next to him. He looked at her and liked what he saw. “Hello, beautiful. My name is Del Ray, and you must be my gift from God.”

The woman smiled at Del Ray. She had seen his type before. He was only five feet two inches tall and weighed about one hundred and twenty pounds. He was missing one of his top front teeth and dressed in brown striped pants, a black checkered shirt, wore a gold ring on his pinkie finger, and had been liberally drinking the free alcohol from the bar. He was leering drunkenly at her. 

Wolfe decided to rescue the attractive woman. She was about thirty and slim. She looked to be biracial. Her skin was white with just a tiny hint of milk chocolate. She had a beautiful face with wide eyes and luscious red lips. He extended his hand for a shake and introduced himself.

The woman reached to shake his hand. “Hi, Wolfe. My name is Silver Adams.” She said while shaking his hand.

“Your first name is Silver? Did I hear you right?”

“Yes, my first name is Silver.” 

“How did you get the name Silver? That’s a unique name.” 

“According to my foster mother, a woman left me in front of a fire station with a note pinned to my dress and a silver bracelet around my wrist. The fire department called the police department. The police took me to the hospital to be checked out and a nurse at the hospital gave me the name Silver because of the small handmade silver bangle placed on my arm.”

“Did the authorities ever find your parents?”

“No. They suspected I had been abandoned by my biological mother.”

“Your accent sounds British. Did you know Malone?”

“We met at a party and later became good friends.”

Del Ray interrupted them by leaning over and slurring, “Miss, can I get you something from the bar? You’d better get a drink before everything disappears.”

She looked at him questioningly. “There are plenty of refreshments over there.”

“They won’t be there for long. These people are nothing but drunks,” he slurred as he took a big gulp of the drink he was holding.

“Then I’d like a diet soda if you don’t mind.” Del Ray got up, staggered a little, then caught himself. He straightened his body like a rod and continued walking with a concentrated effort toward the bar.

Wolfe leaned over and smiled at Silver. “Miss Silver, you don’t need anything diet. You look perfect just the way you are.”

Silver smiled at Wolfe and said, “Ah, a flatterer and a charmer.” 

Wolfe gave her his best smile, got up, and walked toward the bar to join Del Ray. As he walked away, Silver turned to watch him. She had found her target. The man was tall and well-built with lovely creamy mocha skin, had a mustache, and a close-shaven five o’clock shadow. When he had taken a seat next to her, she was intrigued by his curly dark hair and intelligent light green eyes. She quickly took the opportunity to get close to one of Malone’s relatives.  He might just be the one she needed to get the information from.

Silver hadn’t told anyone at the funeral that she was a private investigator and was currently working for a London-based insurance company; or that she was pretending to be one of Malone’s friends. She was hoping to get information from someone about any possible leads to places he used to stash his stolen goods.

She only knew what the insurance company who hired her agency had told her. The rest she had learned from reading about Malone’s criminal exploits in various international news outlets. She even Googled him to find any available information.

The insurance company that hired her investigative agency had insured a painting owned by a private art dealer and collector, Herr Adler, a German who was currently living in London. The clients who bought his collected art works were usually residents of European countries.

The insurance company had asked her to recover the Van Gogh painting that Malone had stolen from Herr Adler. First, she had interviewed Herr Adler. According to him, Malone had befriended him only to gain access to the extensive art collection he kept stored in his house. Silver asked him how he had met Malone. Herr Adler told her the friendship began between the two of them when they met at a party. They found they both loved art. The two men started to get together to smoke cigars in Herr Adler’s club and eat at fine dining spots. Money never seemed to be a problem for Malone. He often paid for their meals and didn’t appear to have a problem finding female companionship to accompany them to the restaurants and clubs. Herr Adler admired and respected his new friend.

He told her Malone had effectively pulled the wool over his eyes by wining and dining him and had convinced him he was also a serious art collector. Herr Adler said he was eager to impress his new friend, so he had invited Malone to his home to view his private collection. Once he had gotten into the house and into the room with the artwork, Malone suddenly pretended to be very thirsty. Being a good host, Herr Adler went to get Malone something to drink. Upon his return, one of his most treasured art pieces was missing as well as his new friend.

Immediately, Herr Adler said he knew he had been suckered and realized that he needed to get the stolen artwork back. Herr Adler claimed he had only recently been lucky enough to learn of the whereabouts of the piece that hadn’t been seen since the Nazis claimed it had been destroyed during a bombing in World War II. It was a coveted piece of art.

According to Herr Adler, he had invited his new friend, the skinny, well-dressed American art collector, to his home to show him his most prized acquisition.  He claimed he was leaving Europe in a few days and had begged to see the piece he had heard so much about before he left. 

Herr Adler wanted to impress him, so he eventually let him see the Van Gogh he had in his private collection. He was delighted to see his friend’s face light up with admiration when he showed him the painting.

During their visit, he told Silver he regretted ever having met Malone. He said he just wanted to get his painting back and had spent a lot of time and money to obtain the picture. Herr Adler had rubbed his hand across his face and winced when he talked about all he had gone through to try to get his property back. He claimed he only wanted the painting back, not the ten million dollars the insurance company had paid him.

When Herr Adler called the investigator to get an update, she answered and said, “I can’t talk now. I’m at a friend’s repast. You remember Malone, don’t you? Well, he’s dead.” 

Silver was greeted with a long silence. She repeated that she would contact him later and hung up. Herr Adler sat back in his chair, dazed. Silver continued to wait for Wolfe to return to their table and hoped that he would ask for her phone number. Not wanting to appear too aggressive, she didn’t dare ask for his number. She wanted him to think he was the one pursuing her.

Wolfe strolled back to the table with her drink. He sat Silver’s diet soda in front of her and asked, “How long will you be in the states? I’d like to see you again.”

Del Ray walked back to the table and set another diet soda in front of her. He glared at Wolfe. “Can I speak with you for a moment, man?” He pulled Wolfe aside and said forcefully, “Man, I saw her first.”

Wolfe shrugged and said, “Let’s let the lady choose who she wants to talk to.” 

When they returned to the table, Silver beamed at Wolfe. He had just given her the opportunity she needed. Silver said, “I plan to be here for a couple of weeks combining work with a much-needed vacation.”

“Can I get your phone number? I’d like to take you out to dinner.”

Del Ray turned away and muttered, “ They always go for the pretty boys first. I need another drink.”

Silver gladly gave Wolfe her phone number and told him she was staying at the Marriott hotel in downtown Baltimore City. She was pleased that her plan had worked. She decided to go shopping as soon as she left the repast as she needed a dress that would pop Wolfe’s eyes out of his head. 
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Silver called her company as soon as she got back to her hotel room to let them know she had made progress. She was thrilled that she made contact with one of Malone’s relatives. Now, all she needed to do was pump him for information. 

She was sitting on the hotel bed drinking a bottle of water when she got a call from Herr Adler. “Did you say Malone is dead?”

“Yes, I did. His body was found floating in the Loch Raven Reservoir with one of his hands removed. I guess someone wanted to make a point. I remember you told me he stole the painting and as far as you could tell, he left England for the U.S. the next day.”

“That’s correct. How will you find the painting now that Malone is deceased?”

“I made a connection with one of his relatives. I’m hoping he can tell me about Malone’s secret hiding places. Herr Adler, why are you so certain the painting is here in the United States?”

“The man was clever. I had every place he lived while he was in London checked more than once. I also checked to see if he had any deposit boxes here in his name, and I checked with his friends. I can only guess he stashed the painting somewhere in the United States.”

Silver hung up and considered her next step.

As soon as she hung up, Herr Adler made another call to someone. “I told you not to kill Malone until he revealed where he had hidden the painting.”

The man on the other end of the call replied, “It was a mistake. How was I to know he couldn’t take a little pain? You can’t blame me because his heart stopped working prematurely.”

“You idiot. You cut off the man’s hand, no wonder his heart stopped working. No more mistakes or I’ll find someone else to do the job.”

Silver sat on the hotel bed and pulled off her shoes and rubbed her aching feet. Her day had been long and trying. She had attended both the funeral and the repast. She was tired and had spent the time at the funeral looking at all of Malone’s friends and family members.  Luckily for her, she found and liked his half-brother, Wolfe. She thought he was handsome and interesting. If she hadn’t been working on a case, she would have been interested in getting to know him better since she had been single for a long time.

When most men learned she was a private investigator and was skilled in the martial arts and trained in the use of firearms, they were very interested in talking to her but were hardly ever interested in pursuing a romantic relationship. She worked long hours and was sometimes unavailable for days at a time.  She didn’t live the typical life of a young woman with a nine to five
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