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Chapter 1

 


Some days just beg you to go back
and try and relive them exactly as they happened. You can see
everyone and everything around you in your mind’s eye. You find
yourself wondering if, given the chance to re-make your choices,
everything would have worked out differently or if you’d have ended
up in that same place.

 


So here I am, naked, tied to some
kind of dais, looking up at the sky, and gagged with my head in a
solid restraint. So I’m wondering if I would’ve ended up here had I
made different choices, or if it was inevitable that I’d be here,
if not now, then sometime soon...

 


It all started a week ago. It was,
to use the common expression, one of those days. It started out the
way those kinds of days always seem to start.

 


I staggered into my office at the
ungodly hour of ten in the morning and I remember resenting the
fact that I had to be there at that time. I wanted to kill the guy
who made the decision to open so early.

 


So what if I’m the guy who made
that decision? I may run my own business, but I’m the kind of guy
who generally stays up until the crack of noon and then goes to
bed. I’ve got to be there for my clients, though, right?

 


Except that I don’t usually get
that many clients. So I’ve always been thankful for the bottle of
whiskey I keep stashed in my desk.

 


So as usual, I staggered into my
office, took my place behind my desk, lowered my hat over my eyes,
put my feet on the desk, and proceeded to do some of my best
drinking.

 


Yeah, the life of a private
investigator is hard work.

 


So I was drinking for about twenty
minutes or so when she strode in. You know those kinds of dames.
She was tall and thin, with her legs looking like she’d had them
surgically lengthened. Her dark hair seemed to fall effortlessly
down over her shoulders, so I knew she’d probably spent forever
getting it to look like that. The bare lightbulb behind my front
door gave her shadow an even longer and more sultry look than the
dame herself, if that was possible.

 


I quickly put my bottle of whiskey
on the floor out of her sight, sat up, and looked at her. I nodded
my approval as I looked her over and I wondered if she could tell
what I was thinking.

 


That’s when she said those five
words I wish I heard more often: “I need a private
dick.”

 


I looked away from her. Started to
shuffle a few papers around on my desk, making it look like I had
more to do than I really did. Finally I looked up and said, “What
do you need, dollface?”

 


She strode closer and put her palms
on my desk. She looked me in the eyes. I returned her gaze but the
way she was standing gave me a look at some things a little lower
without any effort. “I think my husband’s cheating on
me.”

 


It took me a minute for her words
to register. I continued to stare at her breasts as the words sank
in. I’m not sure which was harder to grasp. The fact that such a
young, gorgeous looker might have already decided to settle down
with just one man, or the possibility that he might want someone
other than her? The left breast or the right one?

 


I leaned back in my seat, gestured
for her to sit down, and put my hands behind my head. As she sat
down, I felt tremendously jealous of her chair. I said, “Listen,
honey. I’m a busy man. Why should I take your case?”

 


She let out a sigh. I could tell
that she was reminding herself that I had no way of knowing what
she was about to say, no matter how many times she might have told
other people about it. She looked down at the floor. I leaned
forward and got a good look at her legs just as she uncrossed them.
I wondered if she timed it that way.

 


There was a long, uncomfortable
silence. I was about to say something when she just blurted out
what she needed to say. She talked about how a couple of months
earlier, her husband came home from work and announced he’d gotten
a promotion with some new, greater responsibilities. And that he’d
gotten a special pager that basically meant that, if it went off,
he’d need to drop everything and come into the office.

 


I laughed and said I didn’t think
anyone used pagers anymore.

 


She laughed and said she’d thought
the same thing. She went on to say that he never showed her the
pager, but then again, she didn’t ask to see it either. After all,
she had no reason to disbelieve her husband so everything went all
right for a couple of weeks, but he started to get paged more and
more often, so she decided to sneak a peak into his
briefcase.
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