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FAMILY TRIO
contains three individual stories about the Lunghi family of
private detectives in Bath, England. The family ranges across three
generations who almost all live in the family's home and business
complex. Everyone gets involved in agency cases, often making
progress on them over meals or after-dinner wine.

 


There have been
three novels about the Lunghi family, including FAMILY WAY,
published in December 2011. Reviewers of the earlier novels have
said:

 


FAMILY
BUSINESS

 


“Totally
beguiling, with the lightest of dry touches.”

John Coleman,
Sunday Times

 


“I can think of
no other series, anywhere, which features a family which owns and
works from a private detection firm… This book is witty, evocative
of Bath, and a definitive description of the workings of an ethnic
nuclear family which covers three generations. Highly
recommended.”

Carol Harper,
Deadly Pleasures

 


FAMILY
PLANNING

 


“Mordantly
funny, beguiling in the extreme.”

Booklist


 


 


 


FAMILY TRIO

 


by Michael Z Lewin

 


Copyright 2012 Michael
Z. Lewin

 


Smashwords Edition

 


 


 


“Gun Point” copyright
2000 was first published in Ellery Queen’s Mystery
Magazine.

“The Jane Case”
copyright 2005 was first published in Alfred Hitchcock’s Mystery
Magazine.

“And Maybe More”
copyright 2005 was first published in Ellery Queen’s Mystery
Magazine.

 


Each of these stories
was significantly rewritten for inclusion in this volume.

 


 


 


This ebook is
licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be
re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share
this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy
for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not
purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please
return to Smashwords.com and purchase your own copy. Thank you for
respecting the hard work of this author.
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Angelo walked
up Walcot Street feeling stupid. In fact he felt worse than stupid.
He felt ineffectual. He felt unmanned. He felt ashamed. He felt...
stupid.

What he wanted
more than anything was to slink into bed beside a sleeping Gina and
hide from reality beneath a duvet. But it wasn’t bedtime yet. He
couldn’t even expect to avoid other members of his family.

In the event
Gina was in the kitchen, alone – which was something. She was
reading a catalogue at the table. “The wanderer returns,” she said
without looking up.

“Sorry I’m
late. I got held up.”

She pointed to
a picture and Angelo saw the catalogue was for surveillance
equipment. “What do you think about this?” she said. “You wear it
on your wrist and then using a satellite I’ll be able to locate you
anywhere in the world.”

“No you
won’t.”

“Only twenty
four easy payments.”

“What you’ll
locate,” Angelo said, “is where in the world my wrist is. Who can
tell about the rest?”

“That’s a
cheery thought,” Gina said.

“I’m going to
make tea. Do you want some?”

When Angelo set
the mugs on the table Gina closed her catalogue and threw it in the
paper recycling bin. She wasn’t sure why she even read it. The
agency wasn’t at the high tech end of the private eye market and,
anyway, it was her sister in law, Rosetta, who bought their
equipment. “Thanks,” she said and blew across her mug to cool the
tea off. “So, where were you?”

“I told you. I
was held up.”

“But
where?”

“About twenty
yards down from the cash point on Green Street.”

“What’s there?”
He seemed to be playing a game about his later than expected
return. There was a pub on Green Street, wasn’t there? The Green
Tree? So had he stopped for a drink, was that it?

“Nothing is
there except a shop doorway,” Angelo said, “and, like I said, I was
being held up.”

Gina looked at
him properly for the first time.

“As in robbed.
Deprived of a portion of our hard earned wealth.”

“Good heavens.
Are you all right?”

“Only on the
outside.”

She saw now
that he looked a bit pale and shaken. She reached for his hand.
“But... what happened?”

“Well, like I
told the police,” he began.

*

The CID officer
who interviewed Angelo was not one of the many he already knew. It
soon became apparent that DC Bainton was a newcomer to Bath.
“Walcot Street...” he said when Angelo gave his address. “Don’t
tell me. I’m sure I know.”

If he didn’t
know Walcot Street already he soon would – just as soon as he
wanted the best burger in town, or some second hand building
materials, or a picture framed, or used books, or a bicycle, or
even the YMCA. And, of course, the street was the site of the
Lunghi Detective Agency. What street needed a greater claim to
fame?

“Got it, got
it,” Bainton said. “Buick’s Nightclub, right?”

Initial
paperwork completed, Bainton asked Angelo to go through what had
happened, but when he began to explain that twenty or thirty yards
from a cash point he’d been shown a gun and deprived of fifty
pounds, Bainton exclaimed, “Oh God. Not another one.”

“Another
one?”

“You’re the
fifth victim, all in the last two weeks.”

“Does anyone
know if it’s a real gun?” Angelo said.

“Nobody’s been
stupid enough to find out, so far. Tell me, were you robbed by a
man or a woman?”

“You mean
there’s a woman doing it too?”

“At least one,”
Bainton said. “In fact I’m not certain just how many are at
it.”

“More than two?
All with guns?” It was barely conceivable. Yet there were shooting
incidents in Bath, however rarely. And kidnappings. Even
murders.

“One of the few
things the incidents have in common is that all the robbers have
guns. Please, Mr Lunghi, describe the man who robbed you.”

“Well, he was
about five ten, I’d say. Thirty five, give or take a few years.
Medium build, on the thin side if anything. He wore a navy donkey
jacket. Jeans. Blue – denim coloured – trainers. I didn’t see a
brand logo, but they didn’t look new. And let’s see, he had an egg
shaped face in that it was narrower at the bottom than the top but
with smooth curves, not angular. He hadn’t shaved for a few days
and he also had a light brown moustache, either well trimmed or
newly grown. Brown hair too, I think, sticking out from under a
navy – as in the colour – knit hat. I couldn’t see the eyes.
Sorry.”

“A very good
description,” Bainton said.

“Thank
you.”

“Part of your
professional training, I daresay.”

“I’ve never
been as observant about people’s appearances as I’d like to be,”
Angelo said. “So for the last seven months I’ve been going to a
life drawing class and it’s helped a lot. That’s where I was
tonight.”

Bainton made a
note. “And what about the man’s accent?”

“Geordie. I
can’t say Newcastle or Gateshead or Durham specifically, but it was
definitely north east. He even had the gall to call me ‘pet’.”

Bainton
smiled.

“Has anyone
else described the same guy?”

“Nowhere
near.”

Angelo frowned.
“Then is it a gang?”

“I don’t
know.”

*

“Do you want
mustard in your beans?” Gina was cooking comfort food. After such a
shocking experience a husband needed a snack and she was making him
beans on toast.

“Please,”
Angelo said.

“Why doesn’t
Bainton know if it’s a gang?”

“He hasn’t got
evidence of a connection between the robbers.” Angelo watched
hungrily as she dished up. “But he did say that all the hold ups
had been committed by different people. They’ve ranged – according
to the descriptions – from five seven to ‘about six feet.’ They’ve
had different builds, different hair colours, and clothes. Like,
one wore a suit and tie. Another looked like he’d been out for a
run. And there was also one in ‘smart casual’ trousers and a polo
neck shirt with a Welsh accent.”

The shirt had a
Welsh accent? Gina thought, watching him wolf down his food.
Something sweet to follow the beans would be good for him too. She
opened the refrigerator door. “What about the woman?”

“She was five
eight, blonde curly hair and wore a beret.”

“Five eight’s
quite tall for a woman.”

“It used to
be,” Angelo said, “but these days?”

“There’s some
chocolate cake in here.” She took it out.

“Yes please,”
Angelo said. “And mine was the only Geordie so far. One of the
victims said he couldn’t tell what accent it was except that it was
‘posh’.”

“But your guy
wasn’t posh if he called you ‘pet’.” Gina cut a big slice from the
cake and put it on a plate. She wanted some herself but she
hesitated.

“My guy wasn’t
posh. And that’s not just from how he talked. It was the way he
held himself, you know? The way he walked. He’s done heavy labour
in his time. I’d bet on it.”

“That’s good
observation. Your art classes are working.”

“I’m just
trying to use my eyes more.”

“And
succeeding.” Gina felt a flash of pride. The drawing lessons had
been her suggestion.

But she did not
cut a second piece of the chocolate cake. If Angelo was going to
start using his eyes she would definitely need to go easy on
cake.

“I just wish
I’d stood up to him instead of saying, ‘Yes sir, please take my
money, sir’,” Angelo was saying.

“Stood up to a
man with a gun? For fifty quid?”

“How much would
it take?”

“At least sixty
nine ninety five.”

“The more I
think about it, the less I believe it was a real gun. It wasn’t
that it didn’t look real, because it did. And when he cocked it,
that sounded real too. But this is Bath, England. I can’t believe
there are several people running around using real guns to steal
not very much money. I mean – risking going down for armed robbery
for fifty quid?” Angelo eyed the cake. “Mmm, looks delicious.”

“Good.” She
passed him his slice, then firmly put temptation back in the
fridge.

“To me,” he
said, “it sounds more like somebody came to town with a box of good
replicas and flogged them off in a pub.”

“Buy now and
I’ll throw in an instruction sheet called, ‘How to rob people,
American style’, no extra charge,” Gina said. But if real guns in
Bath were hard to imagine, a job lot of fake guns seemed
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