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Dead End

By Craig Faustus Buck

The scumbag pulls up to the valet stand in a BMW worth over a hundred grand the way it’s tricked out. I guess I should have expected him to show up sooner or later. Kama Sushi is a celebrity magnet and, depressingly, Dr. Luke Vico qualifies. 

He’s with a bleached blonde just barely of drinking age. Through the windshield I see her shouting, but a hundred grand buys a lot of soundproofing so I don’t hear her until I open the passenger door: “You lying piece of….” He slaps the end of her sentence out of her mouth with the back of his hand. Before I can react she’s out of the car, running into the restaurant, sobbing.

Vico takes his time climbing out of the driver’s seat. It’s all I can do to keep from knocking him flat when I hand him his ticket. But I’ll be damned if I’m going to give him the grounds to have me locked up for assault. 

“Well, well, well,” he says with a patronizing grin. “If it isn’t Ex-Detective Beltran. I see you’ve come up in the world.”

“Fuck you, Vico.”

“Just keep your filthy fingers off the change in my ashtray. I’m going to count it before I leave.”

As if I’m morally bankrupt for parking cars, but it’s okay for him to smack his girlfriend around, not to mention what he did to Angela Landau. He walks away gloating, leaving me to ponder what I might put in his gas tank to rot the engine slowly enough to remove me from the suspect list.

I push the button to power up the luxury coupe and head toward the overflow lot, floating over potholes like they were salt flats. I’ve got to give the guy credit for his taste in cars. I’m feeling giddy from the lush aroma of Napa leather when an Irish setter bolts into my path. I hit the brakes and the Beemer stops sharply, throwing me so hard into my seatbelt that I feel a black-and-blue sash start to bloom on my chest. But one lucky setter trots off untouched. 

Something catches my eye in the passenger footwell. A woman’s five-inch stiletto shoe, shiny emerald green, maybe satin. But what ices my spine is the splotch that covers the toe. Against the deep green it’s impossible to tell the color of the stain, but it’s dark. Could be motor oil or paint or ketchup, but some vestigial cop’s intuition tells me it’s blood. 
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