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            "The streets are mean, the nights are long, and the truth don't come easy — but a good gumshoe? He never quits."— Anonymous Detective, 1947
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​Chapter 1 — A Rainy Night and a Dame
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The rain hammered Mulberry Street like the city was weeping secrets no one dared to speak aloud. I sat behind my desk, the smoke from my Lucky Strike curling up in lazy spirals, mixing with the haze of a half-empty bourbon glass. The clock ticked past midnight, but in my line of work, the night was when the real stories showed up.

That’s when she walked in.

She wasn’t just any dame — she was trouble dressed in a silk dress and a whisper of Chanel No. 5. Her eyes were the kind that held a million sorrows, but also a whole lot of fire. The kind that made a guy want to drop his guard and pick up a fight.

“Mr. Steele?” Her voice was soft but sharp, like the snap of a switchblade. “I need your help. It’s about my husband... they say he’s dead.”

I gestured to the chair opposite me, lighting another smoke with a shaky hand. “Sit down, doll. Start from the top.”

She took a seat, clutching a crumpled handkerchief like it was her last lifeline. “They say it was a mugging gone bad, but I know better. Johnny, he was no sap. Someone wanted him dead.”

The rain outside kept pounding, like the city itself was trying to drown out the lies. I could tell this case was gonna be a tough one — full of dames with secrets, crooks with smiles as fake as a two-dollar bill, and a killer hiding in plain sight.

I grabbed my fedora off the rack. “Alright, sweetheart. Let’s see what Mulberry Street’s been hiding.”

The night was young, and trouble was calling my name.
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​Chapter 2 — The Damsel’s Dilemma
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The dame’s words were still hanging heavy in the stale air of my office when I slid my hat back on and stepped into the night. Mulberry Street wasn’t the kind of place to trust your gut alone — no, it was a labyrinth of lies where every shadow could be a snitch or a snarl. The rain had softened to a drizzle, but the chill in the air wasn’t from the weather. It was the kind that settled in your bones when the city’s hiding something rotten.

I lit a cigarette, the flame flickering in the gloom as I headed for the last place I figured might hold answers — the scene of the crime. The alley behind the Marlowe Building smelled like burnt rubber and stale whiskey, the faint scent of something coppery beneath it all. Blood, I guessed, but the cops had already scrubbed the place cleaner than a preacher’s conscience.

She said her husband wasn’t the type to attract trouble — but in Mulberry Street, trouble was the kind that wore a cheap suit and a crooked smile. The victim, one Gerald Coleman, had been a small-time accountant by day and a man with more enemies than friends by night, if the grapevine whispered true. The dame, his wife, had that ‘too pretty for the trouble she’s in’ look, but there was no room for trust in my world.

I lit another smoke and crouched where the body had been found. A smear on the cobblestones caught my eye, faint but telling. Whoever scrubbed the alley left a story behind — a story I was gonna read.

Then I saw it. A crumpled photograph half-buried under a trash can, edges frayed from too many hands. I snatched it up, the flash of a man in a fedora grinning like he’d just pulled a fast one. Gerald, I figured, but there was someone else too — a woman with eyes like midnight, and lips that spelled danger. I slipped the photo into my coat pocket. This dame wasn’t the only woman in Gerald’s life.

As I stood, a voice cut through the damp air like a switchblade.

“You’re pokin’ your nose where it don’t belong, Steele.”

I turned to see Detective Malone leaning against the fire escape, eyes sharp as a hawk’s. Malone and I didn’t exactly see eye to eye — cops hated private eyes like I hated two-bit hoods. But Malone’s look told me this case had teeth, and I was about to get bitten.

“Just askin’ questions, Malone,” I said, flicking ash from my cigarette. “Trying to find out who’s talkin’ to who.”

He snorted. “Watch yourself. The higher-ups want this wrapped up fast. No muckin’ around.”

I knew what that meant — the brass wanted a clean story, a neat little package to shove in a drawer and forget. But in my book, when the brass starts talkin’, the dirt’s just getting deeper.

Back in my office, the dame was still waiting, nursing a trembling cup of coffee. Her fingers tapped a jittery rhythm on the desk, like she was fightin’ her own demons.

“You think I’m lyin’ to you, Johnny?” she asked, eyes glistening with something I couldn’t quite name.

“I’m no saint, sweetheart,” I said. “But I’m also no sap. If you’re holdin’ back, now’s the time to spill it.”

Her jaw tightened. “Gerald wasn’t perfect. But he didn’t deserve to die like that. And I swear, Johnny, I’m scared the killer’s still out there. Watching.”

I leaned back, rubbing the stubble on my chin. “Mulberry Street’s full of watchers, doll. Some of ‘em wear badges, some carry guns, and some just smile when you’re not lookin’.”

Her voice dropped to a whisper. “There’s more. Gerald got mixed up with some real bad company. They say there’s a guy — a shadow — who’s been makin’ trouble for anyone who talks too much.”

I lit another cigarette and exhaled slow. “Sounds like your husband’s secrets were darker than you let on.”

She nodded, eyes flickering with fear and resolve. “If you don’t help me, Johnny, no one will.”

Outside, the city groaned under the weight of its own sins. The dame had laid her cards on the table, and I was holding the ace — but in this game, that could be the deadliest hand of all.
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