
Wynn Chester Gunn

Private Eye

In

Smoking Guns, Red Herrings, Twists and Turns and   Dead Ends 



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      SMOKING GUNS, RED HERRINGS, TWISTS TURNS AND DEAD ENDS

    

    
      First edition. July 27, 2020.

      Copyright © 2020 Donald Roberts and Donald Harry Roberts.

    

    
    
      Written by Donald Roberts and Donald Harry Roberts.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To readers with an active chuckle button

      

    

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One

[image: ]


There’s a lot of two legged garbage walking these city streets, mostly creeping around in the shadows and neon lights blinking and blazing in the night. Along with the garbage you’ll find rats and creeping crawling things that’ll do anything for a buck, including murder. Guys like me get to play in the fight ring of crime and criminals that make up the general population of garbage rats and creeps and sometimes we gotta fight them off using their own methods, cold steel, and hot lead. I try not to let it get that far but more often then not they won’t give and all that’s left is to blow holes in their thick sculls.

I live down town, my office is below the place I live. I eat downtown, mostly at the dinner next door and I drink downtown, mostly at the bar on the other side next door. It’s called Rags To Riches.

My clients come from all over hells half acre and sometimes the case takes me uptown, midtown, south end, north end, west side, east side and off in the boroughs and occasionally out of town, but mostly I get enough work to keep me around the part of the city I know best and where I have the most contacts. This time was like that. 

I’d just got back from lunch next door at Mammas Diner, best food in town for the price. My usual. Burger fires and a beer. My secretary had beat me back from lunch by a couple of minutes and just in time to take a phone call. She was hanging up as I shut the street door.

“You are going to have a visitor in ten minutes. A women name Marley, Aretha Marley she said. She wouldn’t talk on the phone, but she was having a hard time not to cry. You know, the quivering voice and sniffles routine and it sound legit to me.”

“Look her up, where ever you look people up. See if she’s got some sheet on her. Try the social stuff. Seems like everyone has sheet there.” I requested.

“Even you boss, lots of it. I get a lot of talk telling folks about you and your cases. It gets you clients too.” Punky replied distractedly. She was already busy typing.

I replied, “Thanks, Punky. I’ll get the sedative ready.”

Punky Trajik. I don’t know if its her real name or just something she made up. I pay her on line every two weeks. That’s the name she has on the account. I won’t mention the company since it could cause me grief, but it is a popular one. What’s important is she’s computer savvy with some abilities that some folks might frown on but for me they are a boon.

I went into my private space, put the client chair in place and sat in my private chair. I dislodged a bottle of bourbon from the bottom left side drawer and a pair of shot glasses. I looked at my gat that shared the drawer, a WW 2 German luger I inherited from my old man along with the job, the office, the apartment, and the desk. It was stuffed in an old worn out shoulder holster that came with the gun. Except for a stint in the army and a couple years in college I’d lived in the same apartment my whole life. Ma and Pa raised me right here, downtown.

If coffee was required Punky always had a pot on the go. Some folks done like straight bourbon. Damn, some folks don’t like bourbon which to me is the biggest mystery of all.

I guess gumshoes like me, the tough and rugged kind are supposed to have gorgeous secretaries. Well, there’s nothing gorgeous about Punky. She used to be a lady wrestler, the type that could take a hit, was impossible to flip and could put a big dent in a car door if she hit you. She was round and solid, no fat and could pick most men up by the scruff of the neck and toss’em ass over tea-kettle, one handed. Did I mention she stood tall enough to scare some sense into a six foot ape, come to think of it, she resemble one. She knows it too and makes it part of her personality when clients come in and don’t want to cooperate, or someone who is not a client and wants to play some other game that could be detrimental to my health. I picked her up one day as she left the gym she worked out at. She was looking kind of gloomy so asked her, “What’s up Punky?”

“Ah. I’m getting to old for this shit. I wish I could find a good desk job somewhere but who’d hire a mug like this?” she said.

“Can you answer phones?” I asked.

“Yup, just like a good little receptionist. People get a shock when they see me because my sweet voice don’t match the look.”

“Know anything about computers?”

“Lots and it sometimes I can do things some folks can’t or wouldn’t.”

“Can you start tomorrow?”

“Its lunch time. I can start after lunch.”

“I’ll buy you lunch.”

Six years later I figure she’s about the best thing that ever happened to Wynn Chester Gunn Investigations. She’s even got a soft side. I know. I saw it once when a dog got hit by a car. We still have it. She calls him Bowser. If he is ten pounds I’d chew on my own boot and give him a break.

I filled the ten minutes checking through my personal emails. It was boring. Most of the good stuff goes through my web page which is on Punky’s computer. I can get in but don’t bother. I let her take care of stuff and then she fills me in. Sometimes I read the stories she writes about me. They’re a little flamboyant and exaggerated, (I ain’t as tough as she makes me out to be. Or as clever but I am pretty damn lucky, like she says).

I heard the street noises when the street door opened. Punky’s voice purred like a kitten. Sometimes I called her that because of her voice. “Good after noon. Are you here to see Mr. Gunn?”

The voice that replied was smooth and cold. The kind of voice that makes you shiver if it has the right words attached to it.

“Yes. I called a few minutes ago. I am Aretha Marley.”

Punky came to the door and announced the client even though she knew I probably heard their brief conversation. Then she guided the woman to the client chair and held it for her. It was a gesture she use to make sure the client was aware of who was in charge. I liked it. There had been occasions when Punky had guided said clients the other way and back out onto the street, firmly and with enough force they weren’t about to try a repeat performance.

She was tall and skinny, too skinny I thought. Her dress was old fashion, like gramma wore back in the old days and it hung loose on her with nothing to give it shape. Her hair and eye brows were black, real black. Her face looked scullish with skin stretched over it and her saving grace, though they were as cold as her voice, her eyes were the prettiest blue I had ever seen. If it weren’t for the perfectly, professionally applied make up she could have passed for something undead.

When Punky retired from the room I offered Aretha Marley a drink, expecting a decline but she accepted it with a small amount of thanks and grace, then ungracefully knocked it back without a hitch. 

I followed suit then asked, “What’s your story Ms. Marley?”

“Miss. I like old tradition and my story is, I am not the most attractive woman in the city. Far from it I should think, however I am one of the wealthiest and that is attractive to most men, sometimes more than the woman’s appearance.”

I couldn’t argue with most of what she said but I managed a stroke of diplomacy. “There are men, probably many men in a city this size that would find you enticing Miss Marley, but I agree a woman’s looks often pales in the light of wealth.”

Aretha Marley smiled in a way that almost warmed her cold disposition, “You have a sweet way with words for a Downtowner Mr. Gunn.”

I nodded and said, “So you have a man who is attracted to you, or your money. As long as you are aware of the possibilities what can be troublesome?”

Miss
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