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Robbed Blind

The Silverline Casino

A Shannon Flynn Mystery

––––––––

January 10, 2011

Greenwich, Connecticut

6 A.M.

“What the hell,” Shannon Flynn grumbled as the phone jangled her awake. “Bastards,” she muttered as she groggily looked at the clock. She pushed her long blonde hair out of her eyes and looked down at where she remembered her feet should be. Her Cocker Spaniel, who was buried under the quilt, looked up at her and wagged his tail. “What are you looking at?” she groused. She swept ten beer cans off her night stand and grabbed the phone.

“What,” she snapped. “Do you know what time it is?”

“Time for normal people to get up and go to work,” a male voice said. 

“I’m not normal. Who is this?”

“Ray Morgan.”

“He’s dead,” Shannon said. “He was a wrestling announcer for the WWE back in the fifties.”

“Not that Ray Morgan. I’m the casino owner. The  Silverline, up in Mystic.”

“Congratulations,” Shannon said. “Why would a casino owner be calling me at six in the morning? The sun isn’t even up yet.”

“I want to hire you. I hear you’re the best.”

“At what?”

“Detective work.”

“I’m a writer.”

“And a detective.  I have a problem.”

“Go see a doctor,” Shannon yawned. “What’s your problem, Morgan? I don’t like casinos. They victimize people.”

“People victimize themselves. Nobody drags people in here and forces them to bet.”

“But you throw them out if they win too much, and you send their pictures to other casinos so they can deny them entry. That’s not fair.”

“Neither is cheating. That’s the nature of the problem I have now. We’re getting our clock cleaned, and we can’t figure out how.”

“With all  those cameras you have in that clip joint? Are you kidding me? Nobody can fart in there without a dozen people watching them. How  trusting of you.”

“That aside, we are being robbed blind. The cameras don’t show a thing.”

“So what do you want me to do about it? I don’t know anything about gambling or casinos. Probably some tourist with a coin tied to a string is beating you at slots.”

“It isn’t slots. It’s Blackjack. If you don’t know anything about gambling, then learn. I’ll pay whatever you ask if you solve this for me.”

“You’ll be sorry you said that,” Shannon said. 

“Give me a number.”

“One  million dollars.”

“Done. When can you start?”

“As soon as I sober up,” Shannon yawned. “I’ll be in touch.”

January 10, 2011

Greenwich, Connecticut

10 A.M.

“Hey Dumpy Butt,” Shannon crowed. “Guess what I just got.”

“The clap,” Ann Coleman giggled. “And probably  from some old guy.”

“You wish,” Shannon huffed. “I just got a million dollar offer. What do you think about that?”

“To do what? Come up with a cure for Diabetes? With all that sugar you scarf down, that’s about all you’re good for.”

“A casino owner called me. Captain Morgan, I think. You ever hear of him?”

“Yes,” Ann  said, brushing her long dark hair from her eyes. As owner of The National Informant, the worst toilet rag scandal sheet ever to see print, she was eminently familiar with all aspects of Connecticut life, especially the seamy side. Gambling and casinos were fodder for the Bridgeport based Informant. “And it’s Ray Morgan, not Captain Morgan, you idiot. He owns the Silverline. We’ve done a couple of stories about them. Nothing much, just routine stuff,” she said innocently.

“What’s routine,” Shannon said quietly.

“Well, nothing,” Ann sighed. “So how are you? I haven’t heard from you in a couple of weeks.”

“Never mind the bullshit, Coleman. What did you write about this guy?”

“Just stuff,” Ann said. “You know.”

“Don’t jerk me around. I may need you to help me with this. If this guy has a hard on for you over  some shit you made up about him, I need to know about it.”

“We did a story about a UFO that landed in the parking lot and grabbed up a couple of customers,” Ann huffed. “Jesus, like that never happened before. And there was the child molesting ghost that lived in the service area of the kitchen.” Ann was met by silence. “What? What’s the big deal?”

“You are sick.”

“Okay, we made it up. What do you expect? People like to read shit like that. Nobody actually believes it, you know. I’m sure it didn’t hurt his sales any.”

“Are you busy? No? Then get down here. We’ll do lunch. I want to run this by you.”

“Lunch, with you? No thanks. I don’t like being arrested.”

January 10, 2011

Greenwich, Connecticut

12 P.M.

“Get the fuck off me, you son of a bitch!” Shannon screamed as she ran down the driveway. Cootie Head the Cocker Spaniel was tearing madly at her bunny slippers and the hem of her Dr. Dentons. “You bastard, I’ll cook you and eat you for supper.”

“Not likely,” Ann laughed as she exited her 1957 Chrysler 300C convertible. “That dog will kill you yet,” she said. “What are you doing out here in your pajamas? It’s five degrees.”

“I was going to the metal thing at the end of the driveway where the mail man goes,” Shannon whined. “I need money. Maybe there are some checks in there.”

“Yeah, sure. Get your dumb ass inside before you freeze to death.”

“That thing leaks oil,” Shannon warned, pointing at the old car. 

“So do you. Don’t worry about it. Get inside and change. We’re supposed to do lunch, remember? And just where are we going to eat in this town?”

“Burger King is safe,” Shannon giggled as they went inside. “There aren’t any outstanding warrants, and the manager quit after my last visit. Maybe they won’t remember me.”

“Why me,” Ann sighed as she sat down at the kitchen table.

“I’ll be back in a flash,” Shannon said. Ten minutes later she emerged in jeans, a skin tight tank top, and four inch heels.

“Great choice,” Ann said. “There are sixteen inches of snow out there.”

“Sixteen inches,” Shannon said dreamily. “Wasn’t that a Johnny Maestro song?”

“No, dummy, that was Sixteen Candles. And you don’t have a bra.”

“I do too, it’s upstairs in my dresser.”

“Great. Now what is this crap about the Silverline?”

“Oh, who cares,” Shannon yawned, looking at her watch, which had stopped three weeks before. “Cripes, it’s nine o’clock. I called you at ten. How did you do that? You and that crazy newspaper, you made time go backwards.”

“You are so stupid I can’t believe it,” Ann said. “Forget what time it is. Let’s go eat, I’m famished.”

“Not from the looks of those thighs,” Shannon muttered. 

January 10, 2011

Greenwich, Connecticut

Burger King

12:30  P.M.

“You heard me, zit farm,” Shannon said quietly. “Are you hard of hearing?”

“Uh, no Ma’am, but we uh, don’t serve what you want to uh, order,” the skinny pock faced teenager said.

“Then what uh, do you uh, serve?” Shannon said sweetly. “This uh, meat shit on your uh, menu? Is that it? Dead cows and burned potatoes? Do you know how those cows die? How would you like to die like that, with electrodes strapped to your head? Then you have your throat cut while they hang you upside down.  How does that sound to you? That could be arranged, you know. I could come back here some night and...”

“Hey lady, I just work here, you know? I don’t got nothing to do with what’s on the menu.” 

“Oh, you don’t got nothing to do with it?”

“I got to call the manager,” the boy said nervously. “This ain’t my job.” 

“Go ahead,” Shannon said, kicking Ann under the table. “I can’t wait.”

“You are so bad,” Ann giggled. “I wish I had a film crew with me. This could be page one stuff.”

“Who cares,” Shannon sighed. “These piece of shit places make money on the backs of millions of dead animals. I like animals. I don’t like people. Well, most people. They’ll throw us out, but it will cost them.” 

Minutes later, the manager appeared.

“I am Arturo Vasquez,” he intoned. “How may I help you?”

“Where’s your Green Card?” Shannon said.

“What?”

“You heard me. I don’t want to be served by an illegal alien.”

“I am not an illegal alien.”

“Prove it. I have friends in the government. They can be here in five minutes.”

“I was born here,” he said. “In Bridgeport.”

“Okay, forget about that. What do you have to eat here?”

“See the menu.”

“I don’t eat dead animals. What else do you have?”

“Salad, potatoes, and......” he leaned in closer. “I remember you,” he whispered. “You made trouble here last year. You took the last manager into the back and tried to put him into the dishwasher machine.”

“He deserved it,” Shannon huffed. “And he probably didn’t want to have kids anyway. Look, just bring some of that shit you cook here and we’ll try to eat it. Bring a lot, because this broad over here can empty a refrigerator in ten minutes.”

“As you wish,” Arturo said. Ten minutes later, a teenage girl appeared with a giant tray loaded with cheeseburgers, French fries, and milk shakes.

“Here ya go,” she said, whacking away at her gum. “Enjoy.” She looked at Ann. “Sure this will be enough?” she grinned.

“You have two choices,” Ann said sweetly. “You can take a .38 caliber round through the head and die right here, or you can crawl back into whatever hole you came from and die from venereal disease. Your choice,” she said, reaching into her purse.

“Hey, I was just kidding,” the girl said as she scurried away.

“See, Coleman? You have the old spirit, even at your advanced age. Don’t take any shit form anybody.”

“I’m barely into my forties,” Coleman huffed, flipping her hair. “When’s the last time you saw a body like mine?”

“In a morgue,” Shannon said. “For fat girls. You gonna eat any of this crap?”

“Yeah, it looks good,” Ann  said eagerly, grabbing a cheeseburger.

“Watch it,” Shannon said. “That could be one of your relatives in there.”

“Have a milk shake,” Ann mumbled. “Pure sugar. Just your style.”

“I think I’ll throw one instead,” Shannon giggled. She launched a milk shake toward the serving area; it exploded against the head of the teenage girl who had brought the food. She shrieked and turned around, looking at Shannon.

“What?” Shannon exclaimed innocently. “What are you looking at?”

“You! You did this!” the girl raged. 

“Prove it,” Shannon said. “Stupid bitch.”

“That’s it, whore!” the girl shrieked. She vaulted over the counter and headed for Shannon, armed with a serving tray.

“Be right back,” Shannon sighed. She kicked off her shoes and came out to meet the girl. “Hope your teeth are numbered,” she said, executing a perfect back spinning karate kick which nearly removed the girl’s head. The girl pinwheeled into a wall and fell to the floor, out cold. Shannon calmly sat back down and picked at a French fry. “Arturo should be here momentarily.”

“Or the cops,” Ann said.

“They’re the least of our problems,” Shannon said. Arturo came out from his office, a stern look on his face.

“You must leave,” he said. “Or I will call the police.”

“Call them,” Shannon shrugged. “And while you’re at it, call a dentist for the dummy on the floor. If you want to, that is. After all, she attacked me with a tray and I defended myself, and I have a witness. I guess Burger Shit’s policy is to have stupid waitresses attack customers and also expose them to sexually transmitted diseases. Oh yeah, I can prove that,” Shannon said, reaching for her bag. “I have Q-Tips and culture envelopes right here. I guarantee you, I’ll swab that douche bag’s pussy and find more bacterial infections than Saddam Hussein ever dreamed about. Then the Department of Health will shut you down, and I’ll sue you for everything I can think of. Would you like that, asshole?”

“My God,” Arturo said. “You are the devil. Why did you come back here?”

“Because I like to fuck with people who base their businesses on the murder of millions of  innocent animals,” Shannon said.

“I do not kill the animals,” Arturo said.

“No. You just put them into hamburger buns. Let’s go, Coleman,” she said, standing. “I’m tired of this place.”

“I want to finish my lunch,” Coleman whined.

“Doggy bag,” Shannon said. She threw a fifty onto the table. “Here’s your blood money, you piece of shit.”

As they drove away, Ann looked at Shannon between bites. “Why do you do this stuff?”

“Because I’m right,” Shannon said. “Tell me I’m not. Tell me I never did anything I didn’t really believe in.”

“I can’t,” Ann said softly. “You would never do that.”

“Good. Let’s get Tyler and go see Captain Morgan.”

––––––––

January 10, 2011

Greenwich, Connecticut

Residence of Tyler Brooks

––––––––

“Oh!” Tyler Brooks exclaimed. “Look who’s here. My next door neighbor, Miss Flynn. And she brought the Coleman creature with her.” Tyler reeled backwards a foot or two, a Coors Light clutched in his hand. The world’s most famous actor gesticulated toward his multi million dollar mansion’s interior. “Come right in.”


“Hope you have beer,” Shannon said eagerly.
“Surely you jest,” Tyler said, running a hand through sandy hair.
Sitting in the center of a living room that cost more than most people made in a lifetime 


was a polished steel garbage can filled with ice and beer. 

“Drunk asshole,” Coleman muttered. Tyler looked down at Ann’s shoes.

“Please clean your hooves before entering my humble abode. I just had the floors done.”

“Along with your ass, I assume,” Ann snickered.

At least I have offers,” Tyler grinned. “Unlike your swollen, unattractive self. I assume that most men who are unfortunate enough to make your acquaintance soon afterwards commit suicide.”

“Hi Tyler,” Ann laughed, and wrapped her arms around the famous actor’s neck. “I love you too.”

“God forbid. Don’t let it get out, it’ll ruin my image.”

“Your image involves bending over a farm rail and taking it up the poop chute,” Ann laughed. “But we don’t hold that against you.”

“Just don’t attempt to hold that against me,” Tyler smirked, pointing at Ann’s chest. “The prospect of being assaulted by a female is bad enough, but  when she has the physiognomy of a common farm animal, the prospect becomes even more repulsive.” 

“Enough small talk, let’s have a beer or ten,” Shannon chirped. “I have a case, Tyler. Wanna help?”

“How could I refuse,” Tyler sighed as he passed around nearly frozen beers. “My life is that of a recluse. I depend upon Miss Flynn’s adventures to sustain the boring interludes between my fabulously successful movies. What is the nature of the mission? I’m sure it will involve death and destruction, speeding cars, and copious amounts of alcohol.”

“Yup, and that’s only on the ride up to this joint.”

“Uh, what joint would that be? Come now, Miss Flynn, the questions get harder as they go along.”

“She’s going to be on Jeopardy,” Ann giggled. “It’s Asshole Week.”

“Why Coleman’s tits drag on the floor for two hundred, Alex,” Shannon chirped.

“Now ladies, and I use the term loosely. Surely you can relate the details of our upcoming escapade with greater alacrity than you have effected so far.”

“Why does he talk like that all the time?” Shannon said to Ann. “And stop calling me Shirley.”

“He has a board up his ass. Among other things,” Ann mumbled.

“It’s called a quality education,” Tyler said, and emitted a roaring belch. “I got class. Details please, before I die of old age.”

“Captain Morgan called me. His casino got robbed.”

“Try again,” Tyler said. “In common English.”

“The Silverfish,” Shannon sighed as she popped her beer. “The guy who owns it called me. Captain Morgan. He’s getting cleaned out and doesn’t know how.”

“By what means,” Tyler said, motioning with his hand. “Come on, Miss Flynn, it isn’t that difficult. Try to remember what he actually told you.”

“Blackjack. That’s all he told me. Maybe it’s Blackjack Mulligan,” Shannon giggled.

“Barry Windham’s father,” Tyler sighed. “You see, I know wrestling history  as well as you do. However, in this case Blackjack refers to a card game more commonly called 21. That number would be familiar to Miss Coleman; that was her age back in the 1930’s.”

“Fuck you, pud gobbler,” Ann snapped. “Give me another beer.”

“Here,” Tyler sighed, pushing the garbage can over to Ann. “Help yourself. Try not to collapse my furniture with your ponderous ass, okay?”

“You wait,” Ann said. “You’ll get yours.”

“Right. And I’m sure that whatever I contract will be as a result of your carcass bacteria being deposited on my sofa. Miss Flynn, I am eminently familiar with the problems Ray Morgan has with his establishment. The word travels fast in our circles, you know. What possesses him to think that a common idiot like you could solve such a problem?”

“He must be stupider than me,” Shannon giggled. 

“Well said, but I think not. Perhaps your past performance outclasses your present self.”

“What?”

“Forget it. When do we go see him?”

“Any time we want. He offered me a million dollars to solve this.”

“Cripes, what an asshole this guy must be,” Ann said. “Do you have to get naked to collect?”

“Make the call, Tyler,” Shannon said. “Don’t tell him we’re bringing Coleman. That way we’ll save him the exterminator costs.”

January 12, 2011

The Silverline Casino

Mystic, Connecticut

“Wow, this is some joint,” Shannon said as they walked across the ornate lobby.

“Yes, it is quite impressive. Haven’t you ever been here?” Tyler said.

“Nah, I don’t gamble.”

“Yes you do,” Ann said. “Every time you go to the bathroom, it’s even money whether or not you remembered to pull your pants down.”

“Very funny. And don’t split infinitives. I know, maybe you can get a job here as a comedian. If the jokes don’t work, just show the audience your legs. That should get a laugh.” 

“You two should be on stage as a team,” Tyler sighed. “Shannon Martin and Ann Lewis.”

Shannon looked around as they got into the elevator. She could see into part of the casino; cameras were everywhere. “Makes no sense,” she said as the floors clicked by.

“What doesn’t,” Tyler said.

“All those cameras, and they get their clock cleaned by a card player. You can’t possibly cheat in these places. How could this happen?”

“That’s what they are going to pay you to find out,” Tyler said as the elevator stopped. They got out and were escorted to Morgan’s office. He was standing behind his desk when they came in; he hardly looked the part of a casino owner. He was short, slight of build, balding, and wore glasses.

“Tyler!” he exclaimed. “Nice to  see you again. And here’s Shannon Flynn! I recognize you from your book jacket photo,” he said. “Who’s this?” he said, pointing at Ann.

“Ann Coleman, owner of the National Informant,” Shannon snickered. “She wrote some bad stories about your casino.”

“I did not!” Ann exclaimed.

“I love that paper!” Morgan squealed. “I read it every week. The stories about our casino were great! UFOs indeed.”

“See?” Ann huffed, looking at Shannon. “The man has taste in literature.”

“Well,” Morgan said. “Let’s get down to business. Did you see any of the gambling area, Miss Flynn?”

“Just a little. It struck me as something from George Orwell’s book 1984. How the hell could anybody get away with cheating with all those cameras pointed at them?”

“Exactly,” Morgan said. “I am an expert on casino security, as you may well imagine. I worked in Vegas for close to thirty years. I am mystified as to how this is happening to us.”

“Okay,” Shannon sighed as they all took chairs at a conference table. “What happened.”

“We keep meticulous records,” Morgan said. “We calculate percentages and monitor every game in the house for profitability. We know what we’re supposed to be making, and discrepancies raise red flags. Things do vary a bit, but not this much. Our profit margin on Blackjack dropped 60% in three months from
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