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      I know nothing about cars. Diddly-squat as the saying went about fifty years ago.

      I drive a new Cadillac CTS that I buy new every year because I can and I like the new car smell. That’s it. I teleport most places, drive when I feel like it. I’m a superhero detective, not a car salesman.

      And I know no superhero car salesmen, although I was sure there were some somewhere since there was a superhero for everything on the planet. I just didn’t want to meet a superhero car salesman.

      And the idea of a superhero used cars salesman just gave me the shakes.

      So when I met Center Williams, I had no idea what she was talking about. And it took me a while to get past why any parent would name their daughter Center.

      My real name, back about two hundred years ago before I became a superhero, was Beth Daniels Tate. I hated that, and as I got more and more into learning how to be a detective, at least as much as there was to learn back in those days, I decided I needed a new name.

      So one day I was sitting in my tiny apartment in New York, looking out the window at a tiny piece of blue sky between two buildings, and decided my name from that point forward would be Sky Tate. I added the Best Woman Detective in the Business about thirty years ago. The classic gray trench coat and gray fedora got added the same year I changed my name and I wore them ever since.

      I wanted very much to learn how Center got her name, but it wasn’t obvious in her mind when I shook her hand.

      One of my superpowers, besides teleporting, was the ability to read a person’s thoughts and some history when I shook their hand.

      I had met her in my office, which was actually a top corner suite in a six-story office building I owned. I didn’t manage the building and no one in the building knew I owned the place, but I had the best office by far.

      And on the glass door was etched my name and catch phrase just like detectives of old. Only my furniture was modern and comfortable and my desk was mahogany. I did have a standard coat-tree near the door where I hung my gray trench coat and gray fedora. I figured with appointments in my office I didn’t need to wear it.

      On top of that I broke the cliché of old detectives because I had no sexy secretary in the outer office. I would need a superhero in the world of secretaries and I didn’t have enough for someone like that to do.

      And I certainly didn’t want to work hard enough to make a secretary worth the time. Horror.

      Center was a nice-looking woman about forty or so. She was thin and aging well and was dressed in office attire of a black skirt, white blouse, and black jacket. Her hair was short and clearly taken care of and her shoes and handbag said she had decent money but wasn’t rich.

      When I shook her hand over my desk, what was obvious in Center’s mind was that she wanted me to find out how her husband, William Williams, could afford a new Jaguar. He had been driving an old Ford pickup and still had it for his job at a construction firm.





OEBPS/images/center-49.jpg
s 8 o
. i
v 5 |
lg_ -f k. 2
@ \ﬁ { 1 1 3

CENTER DRIVES

A Sky Tate Short Sto





OEBPS/images/wmg-logo-biblioboard.jpg





