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​​​Introduction

Growing up in New York City, with a father who was a security guard, I was often exposed to what became crime noir fiction. My father loved the films and I loved watching them with him. The thirties through the fifties were filled with authors who embraced crime noir and their books were often made into films. Many men’s magazines also carried stories in the genre: Alfred Hitchcock’s Mystery Magazine, Ellery Queen’s Mystery Magazine, Manhunt, and Detective Story Magazine among the most popular. It seemed a natural homage to the genre and to my father to write a story I know he would have enjoyed. I think you will enjoy it as well. Think you solved the crime? Keep reading! 

Part 1. 

There’s something about walking into a room where a dead body is sprawled on the floor. Before you even see it, you can smell it. It doesn’t matter how long it’s been laying there. Could be one hour, could be one day, could be one week. It may smell worse or stronger over time, but it smells right away. As a homicide detective, you’d think I’d have grown used to the smell. I haven’t. 

Walking into the hall of the Foster mansion I smelled him immediately. According to the first cops on the scene, he had fallen down the stairs, breaking his neck, about forty-five minutes earlier. When I arrived with my partner Joe Wilder the medical examiner was already there, poking around the stiff. It was really just procedure. The angle of his head pretty much told us he was dead and why he was dead. My job was to find out how he got to the bottom of the stairs. 

Glancing up toward the dark at the top of the stairs I saw one of the most beautiful dames I had ever laid eyes on. That wasn’t only my opinion. Beside me, Joe let out a low whistle. “Will ya get a load of that tall glass of water?”

Although I agreed with his observation I shot him a look that I hoped said he should shut his trap. Then I let my eyes drift back to that vision. Her long blond hair framed her delicate face in waves of gold. She wore a long white satin dressing gown tied at the waist, accentuating the tininess of that part of her anatomy. It also served to show off the firm, high breasts that pressed against the material challenging its ability to confine them.

She caught my gaze and held it, almost defiantly. That kind of sparked my interest. What did she have to be defiant about? I sauntered over to one of the boys in blue and turning my back to blondie I asked in a low voice, “What’s with the doll on the stairs?”

His eyes flicked up to where she was standing before leaning close to me and whispering, “She’s the wife. She made the call. Said she heard a thumping sound and when she came out of the bedroom she saw him down here.”
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