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Well, That'll Leave a Stain

“Dean, wake the hell up.”

“Hey, sheethead, get da hell up off da floor.”

I really wished I could say I’ve never heard those exact words before, but I couldn’t. I just wished they would be a little gentler. After all, I pretty much lived here. Actually, no, I do live here.

“Fuck-nuts, eder you gets off da floor or I add an hourly charge to yer bar tab. You can’t sleeps on da floor.”

Picking my head up, or trying to anyway, was like trying to pry your dick from the inside of your undies after breaking with some tall bucks for one of them nice hookers. My face peeled from the cheap, worn-out Linoleum tile. From my vantage point, I saw a pair of glasses someone must have lost and kicked under the bar. I wondered how long those had been there. Dried beer, vomit, and empty peanut shells stuck to the side of my face like someone coated me in honey and laid me down as a bad joke.

“Hey, fuckhead ... I said—”

“I know, Scotty. Shut up, you fat prick. I am getting up. Gimme a minute ... and a cup of coffee.” I was right; it was a peanut stuck to the side of my head. I hated it when that happened. My shirt stuck to something, that was ... I guess I really didn’t want to know what it was. Maybe a pretzel. Or some of those cardiac-inducing pizza rolls Scotty overcharged for?

Rolling back on my feet, I thrust myself into an Indian-style sitting position. Fuck political correctness those asshole progressives push on people. We called it Indian-style when I was a kid, and it would be Indian-style until I died.

Forcing my eyes open, I saw the smiling, and impossibly beautiful, face of Sandra. The only good thing about this dive bar from hell, she was my favorite waitress. Scotty’s only full-time girl. Out of the fucking retarded assholes working at Scotty’s Midtown Tavern, she was the only one I would gladly give my life for. Well, I might protect Scotty. If he were taken out, the new owner might insist I pay my entire bar tab.

“You look like shit, Dean.” Sandra blew smoke into my face from her dollar store cigarettes.

“You know it baby. Why don’t you come on over here and blow me?”

She pulled me up from my seated position and helped me onto a bar stool. “As smart as you are, you might want to work on your pickup lines a bit.”

She was so hot. Like I said, she was the only person here I’d take a bullet for. Okay, again, maybe Scotty. Speaking of Scotty, he was right on time handing over a cup of coffee.

“Damn, you are sure being a prince to me.” Seriously, I was usually lucky if Scotty didn’t throw the cup at my head. But he brought me an actual coffee cup ... with actual coffee in it.

Then it hit me why he was being too nice to me. “Oh shit. Scotty, just how drunk was I last night?”

Scotty was the biggest pile of shit on two fat stumpy legs you’d have ever seen in your life. He was like an asshole connected to a rectum which came to life and put on clothes from a second-hand store. He constantly belched forth a never-ending stream of mispronounced shit. However, he rented me a room and let me run a bar tab so high I could probably never die if that was the last thing I had to pay off before death.

He leaned back on the bar stool and smiled. In the thickest wop accent you’ve ever heard, he said, “You’s a generous boy, Mr. Dean.”

Oh shit. Fucking shit. Shit ... shit ... shit. “Did you let me pay my bar tab, you fat guido?”

“The whole thing, Dean,” Sandra said. “And your rent.”

Instantly, my hands fell to my pockets. The client paid me cash, and the entire wad was now gone. Thankfully, patting my other pocket, I felt my pistol still sitting in its leather holster. I might need it to either shoot Scotty or maybe myself.

I did take some solace in my gun not being missing. The last thing I needed was to have to explain to the cops how I lost my weapon. “I need to stop drinking. What the hell was I thinking giving all that money to you?”

Scotty started laughing. He picked up a dirty bar rag and wiped down the equally dirty counter.

“Yeah, keep laughing. You stupid Italian cum-faced idiot.”

Sandra spoke up again. “Relax, Dean, I stole the rest of your money last night and put it away behind the bar after you started offering girls a hundo for a blowjob. I saw those hoe-bags seriously considering your offer.” Sandra walked up and put a much smaller wad of cash in my shirt pocket. At least I could eat for a few days.

“As always, you are our savior around here, sweet cheeks.”

With the cutest little grin, Sandra rolled her eyes at me. “More like a mother.”

Standing from the bar stool, I knocked back the rest of the coffee. The booze was not quite out of my system yet. As the kids say, I was wrecked up from my neck up. Or whatever the little bastards were saying these days. Plopping back down on the bar stool, I scanned my home away from home.

Scotty’s bar was the greatest place in the world. Sure, Scotty was a giant prick for having paid off my bar bill, but I will give him and Sandra some credit. Those two looked out for me. For years, they made sure I wasn’t living on the streets. Truth be told, I was fond of both of them. 

Don’t tell them that.

The bar, Scotty’s Midtown Tavern, was one of those old corner joints you saw in mafia movies. The walls were permanently stained yellow from cigarette smoke and plastered with advertisements, and the bartender was always armed. There was only one booth in the joint that didn’t have springs showing or the plastic covering all torn up. The floor was once covered in green floor tile that, over the years, had changed to a sort of dingy brown color. I’d likely die here.

“Hey, Sandra, be a good little cunt, and bring me a whiskey.”

“Look at the time, asshole. Before noon, I can’t. Besides, I don’t serve drunk pricks.” She pointed to an old Hamm’s Beer clock on the wall.

“Oh shit. You guys let me sleep too late. I got a client coming in at one. I need to go get cleaned up.” I jumped to my feet, and the world swooned around me in protest, reminding me how I ended up on the floor in the first place. I was amazed when Sandra caught me and kept me upright.

“I’ll forward your complaint to the front desk. Let’s get you upstairs and changed.”

Sandra got me upstairs to my rented room and stripped me down for a shower. I’d love to tell you more about the experience, but I was still foggy at that point. Until I got a whiskey and a joint, I’d be out of chemical alignment.

In short order, I was back downstairs, sitting in my usual booth, drinking whisky neat. I also ate through one of the greatest cheeseburgers this side of the planet. That was how that fat-ass Scotty got to be such a fat ass in the first place. That old Italian piece of shit can cook. Once a week, he made his grandmother’s lasagna for the regulars, and it was the closest thing to heaven you could get. I usually picked up the garlic bread from Rosie’s Bakery down the street.

I may be a drunk, but I do contribute.

After I finished the cheeseburger and picked at the fries, the door opened, letting in unwelcome sunlight and fresh air. Sandra took one look at the woman and then nodded toward me.

She was the kind of woman who would never be in a place like this. First, Scotty was a well-known racist, and this woman was black. Even the local thugs steered clear of Scotty. The thing that made her stand out at Scotty’s was how absolutely stunning she was. High cheek bones and a pink suit said she was all woman but would bury you in a heartbeat. Her shoes were worth more than me.

What really struck me about her was her legs. I didn’t want to sound like a complete dog, but her legs looked like they should be fucked all by themselves. They should have been on a sculpture in Italy rather than in this rat-infested dive bar in the shitty part of town.

I was still thinking about those legs when she walked up to the booth. “Are you Mr. Cordaine?”

“I am. Call me Dean. No one ever calls me Mr. Cordaine.”

Scotty walked out from the back and took one look at the woman. I could tell he was about to make some sort of racist comment, so I shot him a glance. I would put up with anything from that fat slob, but if his racism cost me a job, a future mass coronary wouldn’t be the thing that killed him. It would be my boot up his ass.

“All right then, how do we do this? I am not used to—”

“Let me guess, lady. First off, you are from north of Fifty-third Street somewhere, somewhere near Central Avenue. I’d say you are a businesswoman or it’s your family business and that is how you’re involved. Your car is parked a few miles away, and you took a cab here because you don’t want polite society to see your Mercedes or BMW parked in front of a place like this. You are used to people like you and generally look down on people like me. Likely, you have a sense of entitlement. Not because you are black but because you are rich and are used to buying your way out of any situation. Or, at least that’s what your Louis Vuitton handbag says to me.”

“I am sorry. I guess I am in the wrong place, Mr. Cordaine.” The way she said Mr. Cordaine was with a note of hatred. I had to admit, I really did not go for black chicks, but I found it kinda hot. I could make an exception for her.

As she turned to leave, I added, “And the cops won’t help you. That’s why you are looking for a P.I. who is not afraid to dig deep. My guess is whatever you lost is important to you. So, ask yourself this question. Is it really important enough to walk out on your last real hope?”

And that’s exactly what I was. People’s last hope. No one ever drove from the nice side of town to a dump like this with the intention of hiring some high-dollar private investigator in a suit. You came to a place like this when you needed somebody who was willing to bend the rules, crack skulls, and maybe get their hands dirty to turn over the answers you’re really looking for. Everybody walking through that door left a little dignity outside. They might never get that dignity back, but I could show them where to look for it.

The woman in pink stopped in the middle of the bar. Scotty and Sandra, both watching the exchange, sat with their elbows on the bar, like it was a sitcom. She slowly turned around and walked back. “Just so we are clear on something... I don’t really like you.” The words came out of her mouth in a sneer. “I buy and sell people like you every day.”

“But you need my help,” I added, reclining a bit in my seat. That was why I liked this booth; the seats were good and worn in. If Scotty ever updated the interior, I was going to have to kill him before he replaced this seat.

“I want to talk to you alone.” She cast a glance at Sandra and Scotty.

I shrugged. “Fat Italian Bastard and his sidekick Cum Guzzler are about the only people I trust or care about. You can talk freely in front of them. Anything you tell me I will tell them anyway.”

Now, don’t think I was getting all mushy here—there’s an explanation. Scotty, Sandra, and I were almost like a really fucked-up dysfunctional family. Sure, I was horrible to them and they were horrible to me, but I did my best to take care of them. I made sure they knew what was going on with my cases so they could call the cops and tell them where they could start looking for the body when I went missing someday. I suspect the cops likely wouldn’t though; they would love nothing more than to dance on my grave. Strike that, they would make the effort to find the body if only to piss on it.

For the next thirty minutes, Galena Betes spilled the details about her missing brother. She had some papers that appeared odd, and she’d send them to me tomorrow. The papers had information about a shipment of one sort or another which seemed to be related.

Her brother, Robert Betes, of Betes International, stood in line for the family’s shipping empire along with Galena. Galena and Robert were the twin children of Charles and Tessa Betes, the king and queen of said Betes International. Yes, the same international shipping company that literally shipped every fucking thing in the world from lady’s underwear to uranium ore. They employed the same dockyard assholes who flooded the bar on Friday nights after payday and kept this rodent-infested dung heap afloat.

According to his sister, Robert was an all-around good guy. After four years in the navy, he earned a master’s degree in transportation and logistics. He currently served as the VP of intermodal transportation. I wanted to explain to her that Robert sounded like a pretty piss-boring person and she should look for him operating the tilt-a-whirl at a traveling carnival because he wanted desperately to spice up his life a little, but I thought better of it. Especially after she paid me a thousand dollars cash up front with a promise of a thousand more plus expenses. I could be fucking polite for two thousand dollars. I liked cash. The IRS didn’t ever see it.

Before she left, I made it clear I would insist on running my investigation my way and once she left the bar the matter was completely in my hands. If I asked questions, I expected truthful answers. I had to admit I kind of liked her. Smoking hot body aside, she was genuinely worried about her brother. I could appreciate that. My brother worked for the federal government in Washington DC. Good kid, Mom’s favorite really. He kept his nose clean while I was a private investigator and substance abuser on the bad side of town. Mom was so proud.

I spent the rest of the afternoon at the library looking for more information about Betes International. I knew quite a bit about them since they spent so much time in the newspaper. Shipping was lucrative if you were on the level. It was an absolute money factory if you were dirty and had no scruples. You could end up having more money than God. You could also end up in a ditch with bullet holes through your two-thousand-dollar suit.

It was equally possible Robert got himself in to some sort of trouble with drugs, prostitutes, loan sharks, or just about anything else. It was always the supposed good ones who imploded in the most spectacular ways. I wasn’t kidding about the possibility of the kid working as a carnie in a traveling county fair. It happened more often than you might think.

After some digging, I found out the Betes family was worth more money than I could even imagine. I might need to pad this expense account a little more.

Research left me oddly satisfied but tired. After photocopying the last newspaper article which might shed some light on the shipping empire, I headed home. Walking into Scotty’s, I waved to a couple of the regulars, grabbed a shot of Jägermeister, and went upstairs to my room for some shut-eye. It was hotter than hell, and I was looking forward to my wall air conditioner belting out the cool rhythms of refrigerated air. I liked it in my little shithole room. It had a connecting bathroom with a shower and a tiny window with a view of abandoned row houses. Most importantly, it offered a good amount of privacy.

While inserting my key into the slot on the door, something stopped me dead in my tracks. The lock told the story of someone treating it a little less than kindly. Pulling my weapon out of its holster, I took the precaution of cocking it as quietly as possible. If someone was on the other side of the door, I didn’t want to provide them with a convenient target.

Standing to one side, I pushed the door open and made a cautious sweep of the little room. What I saw made my heart sink. A pair of legs and a pink dress lay sprawled out on the floor, discolored by blood. This day was taking a turn for the shitter.

There was no denying who it was. The legs and dress belonged to my new employer. Glancing farther up the body, I made out the profile of her beautiful face with a significant portion of it missing. Well, that now meant she was officially my former employer. This was part of the reason I insisted people pay the retainer up front.

I went downstairs to the curb in front of the bar and lit up a cigarette while nursing a beer I had grabbed from behind the bar. Opening my cell phone, I dialed a number I desperately avoided calling at all costs.

“Third Precinct,” the overly jolly voice on the other end answered.

“Yeah, get me Lieutenant Weems.”

A few seconds later, a familiar and nauseatingly annoying voice answered, “Lieutenant Weems.”

I sighed at the idea I needed to call the police for any sort of help. I might be a gutter-level private investigator, but I did have a license, and sometimes, even I must follow the rules. “Weems, this is Cordaine, I need you to get some men out to my place. I just found one of my clients dead in my apartment.”

​Weems, You Should Be Thanking Me

Everyone knows of, or has met, that one guy in city hall who has his nose so far up everyone’s asses they are a perpetual hemorrhoid. Lieutenant Belvedere Weems is that guy. Since he was a patrolman, he had a mouth full of his supervisor’s cock and their balls carefully nestled in his hands. Climbing up the ladder one rung at a time while always looking for that next rung, he’d do almost anything to make promotion.

That almost anything was what compelled me to call him when shit got real. Lieutenant Weems of the Caral City Police Department was one of the most honest cops I’d ever met. As long as I’d known him, he’d been a gigantic prick but an honest one. And, on top of it all, he was a pretty good investigator, but I’d never say it to his face.

True to form, he left me sitting outside with a dead body in my room for the better part of an hour. I knew he did it on purpose. When the patrol car arrived, Weems didn’t even bother to show. It was the portly desk sergeant and some new kid.

Sergeant Fitzpatrick was the reason we had a doughnut shop in town. He’s a good cop and can be trusted most of the time, but the guy had never passed an apple fritter he didn’t eat.

Without saying a word, I handed my weapon to the rotund sergeant.

“What the hell do I want that for?”

“I want you to test it, lardass.” Yes, I talk to everyone that way. “Make sure you guys don’t find a match for the bullets. You won’t, but I want to ensure no mistakes are made.”

“Where were you all day?” Sergeant Fitzpatrick pulled out a notebook.

“Sorry, but I want to talk with the lieutenant. I’m especially not going to talk outside on a sidewalk.”

“Fair enough. He wants me to bring you in anyway.”

“Really, why?”

Sergeant Fitzpatrick kicked at a rock on the sidewalk. “I think he just wants to make you waste the rest of your night.”

“Fucking terrific.”

Upstairs, the new kid who came with Sergeant Fitzpatrick yelled out a window, “Hey, Sarge, I need you up here. We have a body.”

Sergeant Fitzpatrick and I exchanged a glance. “Where the hell are they getting the rocket scientists from, Fitzpatrick? I called you guys about a body. Did he think I was kidding?”

“I dunno, Dean. They get dumber and dumber. Well, let me secure the scene, and I’ll run you in.”

Two hours later, the boys and girls from the crime scene unit were crawling all over each other in my little room like a bunch of Roman virgins at their first orgy. I’d have to remember to look in the trash for used condoms when they were done.

To be fair, we didn’t get too many bodies like this one. Homicide normally had their hands full with floaters in the East River and most of them are suicides. Every one of those bodies was missing eyeballs where turtles or some other creature ate them out. To have a fresh crime scene like this, not requiring waders, was almost unheard of. So, if they came in their shorts, I wouldn’t be too surprised.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Dean Cordaine, P.l.

Studded Legs Matter

e e e <

“=  Bryan Nowak






