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Water splashed away from Dean's boots as he walked down the dark alley. He was filled with frustration and didn't care that he was getting his pants wet or that the bottom few inches of his long coat were soaked. All he could think about was Eve and the way she had thrown him out. She had screamed, "I never want to see you again!" so loudly he was sure the whole building must have heard and he hated that. He was a private person and didn't want the world knowing his problems. He reached the end of the alley and turned up the wet street. Raising his head a little so he could see more than three feet in front of him, he dumped water off his hat and it went down his back. Great that makes me feel better, he thought. All he had done was be an hour late for their date. So what if he had spent the time with a woman. It was business and he had to see her or lose a lot of money. He had found what she was looking for and he needed to collect the money. That was how he made a living. Finding things for people. And she was mad at him for making a living. It wasn't his fault the woman had shown her appreciation with a kiss. He smiled. It had been a good kiss too. If he had just remembered to wipe the lipstick off, he would be on his way out to dinner with Eve now.
Realizing he had passed his street he turned around and headed back the way he had come. Retracing his steps for half a block, he noticed movement on the other side of the road. Someone had stepped back into the shadows of an entrance. Now what? He grumbled in his head. Turning the corner onto the street he wanted, Dean continued for two blocks before he stopped to tie his boot lace, or at least he pretended to. Just as he looked back down the wet pavement, he saw the form move into the shadows again. This time he got a better look, but still didn't know who it was, just that it was a tall person in dark clothing, with long hair. He didn’t even know if it was male or female.
Straightening up, he went on his way trying to listen for footsteps, but could hear none. He was in a bad mood and didn't want to deal with this tonight. He continued on past his rundown building and further down the street to a small diner he frequented and stepped out of the rain. Removing his hat and long coat, he hung them on a hook by the door and sat down at the worn counter.
"Evening, Dean," the man behind the counter nodded to him. The short unshaven man was wearing an apron that used to be white and a faded ball cap that said “Roy's” on it.
"Evening, Roy," Dean returned. Looking over the board behind the counter, he tried to decide what to eat. He didn't need to read the menu; he knew what was on it from eating here several times a week. Staring at the list for a while, he finally said, "Number five, Roy. And coffee."
Roy nodded and went back into the tiny kitchen. Glancing around while he waited, Dean saw a handful of regulars and two people in the end booth he hadn't seen before. That was about normal. Roy served good food at reasonable cost but most people kept it a secret so the place wouldn't get too popular. Roy was fine with that since he made a decent living but didn't have to hire more help or expand. He was happy with things the way they were. As he looked around the small diner, Dean also glanced through the large front window and out into the wet street. Through the drizzle he could just make out the tall form of his follower standing in a doorway across the empty street.
Hearing a plate settle on the counter he turned to a meal of meatloaf, mashed potatoes with gravy, and green beans. Roy was pouring him a cup of freshly brewed coffee that smelled delicious. "Thanks," he said and started eating. He had taken about three bites when he realized Roy was still there. Glancing up he saw the man had an amused look on his unshaven face.
"What?" Dean questioned.
"Not going out with Eve this evening, huh?" the man in the apron asked.
"No, Why?"
"The only thing that ever puts you in the mood you look to be in is Eve," the cook stated. "Did she throw you out?"
"Not that it's any of your business, but yes," Dean growled.
"I don't blame her," Roy chuckled as he wiped off the counter with a wet towel.
"What's that supposed to mean?"Dean looked up at the man with irritation.
"That lipstick on your face isn't her shade. You should look in a mirror once in a while," the cook told him with a smile.
Picking up the stainless steel napkin dispenser next to him he looked at his reflection and saw the smear next to his mouth. Wiping it off, he said, "Thanks" and went back to his meal. Roy walked off to refill a coffee cup for another customer laughing all the way.
Managing to steal two more glances across the street as he finished his meal, he saw that his tail was still there. Downing his second cup of coffee, he dropped a ten dollar bill on the counter and stood up. "See ya, Roy," he called to the cook and headed for the door. Putting his wet hat and coat back on he stepped out into the light rain and headed home. The shadowy figure followed him the three blocks to his building.
Entering his room, he went to the window and checked outside without turning on a light. His tail was still there standing in the alley across the street. Shaking his head he hung his coat and hat on the rack without turning on a light. No sense showing them which room was his. Stripping off his wet clothes, he lay back in the recliner and pulled an old blanket over him. He picked up his gun and closed his eyes. If they wanted to come in after him for some reason he would be ready. There was no sense in staying awake to wait though. He was used to trouble like this and was a light sleeper.
Dean’s eyes popped open but it took a minute for his mind to catch up. When it did, he remembered where he was and why he held his gun. There must have been some kind of noise close by for him to awaken like this. Without moving his head, Dean looked at the digital clock on the other side of the room. Two o'clock. He had only been asleep for an hour. He could tell there was someone else in the room with him. He didn't know how, but he could sense them. He could feel their presence somehow. Shifting his finger to the safety on his automatic he readied himself for sudden action but then froze when he felt the blade of a very sharp knife suddenly press against his throat.
"Set it on the table," a husky voice said in his ear. He could feel his attacker’s breath on the side of his face as she spoke. He could just make out a flowery scent like the kind a woman's shampoo might leave. It didn't matter if it was a man or woman who held the knife. It was against his throat and he was going to obey. Slowly moving his arm, he laid the automatic on the table next to the recliner. When he had settled back in the chair, he felt the knife move as his attacker shifted her weight to reach for the gun. For an instant he considered trying to break free but if he startled her she might cut his throat unintentionally. She hadn't killed him immediately, so she must want something. He would have to wait and see what that was before he tried to escape.
"Don't move until I tell you to," the voice said as the knife left his throat. He heard her moving in the room but couldn't pinpoint her location. Then he heard the rustle of the blinds being moved as if to look out into the street. After a few seconds the voice told him, "Ok, turn on the light next to you." Reaching up slowly to the lamp on the table, he slid the switch and after a slight hesitation a soft light bathed the room, increasing slowly to full brightness. He hated these new fluorescent bulbs. He was going to have to see if he could find some of the incandescent bulbs somehow. The shadowy shape that had been following him moved into his vision bringing his thoughts back to the problem at hand.
She was tall even in the flat soled shoes she was wearing. He could tell she had an athletic build, but that was all he could see in the dim light. She had on a long black hooded coat that covered her from head to mid calf.
"Well?" he asked, rubbing his throat and then checking his hand for blood. "What's this about? Why are you sneaking into my room and holding a knife to my throat?"
"I'm sorry about that," the husky voice spoke from under the shadows of the hood. "I don't know you and didn't want to risk anything." She paused for a second before continuing. "I want to hire you."
"And why would I want to work for someone who puts a knife to my throat?" he asked.
"For money," the husky voice said, "Lot's of it."
He sat looking at the shadowy form for a few seconds, and then said, "I'm listening." He could use lots of money. Money was good.
"I was told that you find things for people. I need you to find something for me and I'm willing to pay well. How much do you normally charge?"
"That depends," he answered. He wanted to find out what she was willing to pay before he gave her a price. "If it's something small and local, not too much. If it's something larger or involves travel then I charge more. If there's much danger involved the price really goes up. And having a knife to my throat is something I consider danger, so the price has already gone up."
"Fine," she growled. "I'll pay you five thousand, and if it takes longer than a week we can negotiate for more then."
Dean swallowed hard and he tried not to show surprise. Five thousand dollars was a lot of money. He was lucky to make that in two months and she was willing to pay that much for a week. It scared him too. That much money meant danger. How much danger is what he needed to find out. "What is it you want me to find?" he asked. "And who's going to try to kill me for looking?"
"A necklace with a small locket on it. It's a family heirloom that was stolen and I want it back. As for the danger involved, I guess that depends on who stole it, and how you go about getting it back. I'm willing to pay whoever has it much more than its worth."
"What about the police?" Dean asked. "Aren't they trying to find it?"
"It's not high on their list of priorities," she answered. "After a while they stop trying and the file gets buried. After two years they don't really care anymore."
"Two years!" he exclaimed. "You expect me to find a necklace after two years? How am I supposed to do that?"
"That's your problem." she told him. "I was told if anyone could do it, you could. Now, do you want the job or not?"
It was unlikely he could find a small necklace after two years but he was intrigued now and it was a lot of money. Also he was curious as to what this shadowy woman looked like and if he turned her down she would leave and he would never know. "Ok," he told her, "I'll give it a try. I need half the money up front and you still have to reimburse me for my expenses."
The woman stood silently for a minute and then said, "Agreed." Reaching into the side pocket of her coat she produced an envelope. Tossing it into his lap she said, "There's five thousand in there. Keep your receipts and if I think they are reasonable I'll pay for them. There is a number written on the inside. Text me if you find it. And don't just tell me you found it at some pawn shop somewhere. I want to know who stole it. I'll contact you in a week if I don't hear from you."
She moved as if to leave and he asked, "How do I know what it looks like?"
"Look in the envelope," the husky voice told him and she headed for the door. As she turned the light shown under her hood for a second and he caught a glimpse of full lips, green eyes and long black hair. She was extraordinarily beautiful. He stared at her as she went to the door and opened it slightly, checking the hallway before she stepped through and was gone.
He sat for a minute letting the events of the past few minutes sink in. He had five thousand dollars sitting in his lap and possibly more to come. From the way she spoke and the brand of coat she was wearing, he could tell this woman was well off. If he pulled this off, then maybe he could get more high-dollar business. Maybe a nicer place to live and better car. He would have to see if he could milk this for a second week and get a little more money from this woman. Don't get ahead of yourself, Dean. He shook himself. You have to find this thing first.
Raising the recliner up into a sitting position, he flipped up the little metal tabs and opened the yellow envelope. Reaching in, he pulled out a stack of hundred dollar bills with a rubber band around them. With an involuntary smile he held it for a minute and then set it on the table. He saw the phone number on the inside of the envelope flap and pulling out his cell phone he entered it into the phone book and hit save. Something was rattling in the envelope, so he overturned it in his hand uncovering a small flash drive. Getting up from the chair, he stepped over to his small desk and powered up his laptop.
Crossing to the fridge, he got out a bottle of water and opened it drinking half of it in one gulp. He was glad his throat still worked. While waiting for the computer to boot, he went to the window and looked carefully at the street below. It was still drizzling and there was no sign of the shadowy figure that had just left his room. Returning to his desk, he plugged the drive into the port and waited for it to open. When it did, there was only one file; a video. He dragged the file into VLC media player and watched it start up. He was the sort of guy who preferred open source software. The file appeared to be a clip from a video taken for insurance purposes. It was only a few seconds long showing the necklace and locket being lifted from a jewelry box and turned around to show all sides. There was no sound so it must have been stripped from the video file. Reviewing the clip, he froze it at an appropriate spot and printed out the frozen frame showing the necklace and locket from the front.
Shutting the computer down, he took the flash drive and four thousand of the cash and put it in a plastic storage bag. He put the other thousand in his wallet and then took the plastic bag to the kitchen. Opening the cabinet under the sink he taped the bag to the back of it behind the sink bowl. Returning to the other room, he picked his gun up from the chair the woman had set it in before she left. He glanced at the clock while settling back into the recliner. Three o'clock. He laid back and closed his eyes; he was instantly asleep.
Dean woke to the beeping of the alarm on his phone. He had forgotten it was set for seven o'clock. Now that he was awake he wouldn't be able to get back to sleep, especially with a new job waiting to be started. He stretched and headed for the small bathroom. After his long, hot shower, he realized he hadn’t shaved for a couple of days. Stepping from the tub and wiping stream from the cracked mirror, he grabbed a razor. He was out of shaving cream and had to use soap; after scraping the dull razor over his face for a couple of minutes, he grabbed the scissors and trimmed his mustache. He was going to need a hair cut soon and since Eve had given him the boot, he would have to do it himself. He didn't mind doing it; all he had to do was set the clippers to the right length and run them all around his head. The back was hard to do though, and he usually left a few long hairs. Of course, he had money now. Maybe he would just pay someone to cut it.
He headed to the kitchen after getting dressed in a pair of black tactical pants a wrinkled button-down shirt. Looking at the half full box of cold cereal that sat alone in the cabinet and the empty fridge he decided to go to Roy's for breakfast. A quick glance out the window showed him that it was still raining, so he put on his hat and long coat and went out the door locking it behind him. Trudging down the worn stairwell to the entryway, he saw Mrs. Stott who lived on the first floor taking her Chihuahua out for a walk. "Good morning, Mrs. Stott. How are you and George today?"
"We're fine, Mr. Walker. I just wish it would stop raining. It makes George cold and my joints ache," the old woman answered.
"That's too bad," he said with feigned interest. "Have a nice day."
"You too," she returned and waddled down the street dragging her pet behind her.
Dean watched her walk away for a second with a disgusted look on his face. He didn't like the nosy old woman or her noisy rat dog but she was the building superintendent so he pretended to be nice. Turning away with a shrug he headed for the diner. There was little traffic on the street since most people in this neighborhood were either retired or out of work. If someone had a decent income, they could afford to live somewhere nicer. He liked the quiet neighborhood though. Except for Mrs. Stott and her rat dog. People kept to themselves and minded their own business. Again, except for Mrs. Stott. He really did need to find a different place to live.
Splashing across the street, he went up to the diner and stepped in to the smell of bacon and eggs, french toast, and coffee. He hung up his hat and coat and sat in the same place as the night before. He told Roy, "the usual." The unshaven cook poured coffee into a chipped cup and set it on the counter then headed for the kitchen to get Dean’s breakfast.
Sipping at the strong, black coffee, Dean pulled out the photo of the necklace and looked at it carefully. The light was better here than in his apartment and he could see more detail. He decided the woman had been lying to him about it only being a family heirloom. It had what appeared to be several diamonds on the front of the locket not to mention small ones at intervals on the chain. This looked to be worth quite a lot of money. If he found it, he would have to contact her for the cash to buy it. He wouldn't have enough even if he held onto all of the money she had given him.
"Nice little trinket," Roy commented setting a plate of food in front of Dean.
"Yeah," he answered. "I just have to find it." He dug into the eggs, hash browns, and bacon on the cracked plate. After a couple of bites, he picked up the bowl of salsa Roy had provided and poured it over everything. Roy made excellent salsa, not too hot but with lots of flavor. Dean never understood people who ate food that was so hot you couldn't taste it. Must be some kinda macho thing, he thought.
He looked over the photo while he ate and wondered about the woman who hired him. She was obviously well off. From the glimpse he'd had of her face, he knew she was very beautiful although he would have trouble recognizing her in full light and without hearing her speak. A woman like that was either very influential or married to someone who was. So why would she come to him instead of letting the police handle it? Or at least going to one of the high dollar, high profile private dicks in town. Coming to him meant that she wanted to keep it completely quiet since he wasn't a licensed P.I. or anything. She wanted no one in her circle to know she was searching. Why?
Roy refilled his coffee and took his empty plate. As he wiped the counter, he picked up the photo and as he got a closer look, his eyes widened. "Wow, look at all those diamonds!" Setting it back down in front of Dean, he went on, "You ain't gonna find that in one of the pawn shops around here." The old man headed back down the counter wiping it as he went.
Roy was right. He needed to look somewhere different for this piece. No pawn shop would take something this big unless they had a buyer lined up already. It wasn't something to put in the glass case with a price written on a piece of tape stuck to it. He needed to find someone who dealt in high-dollar merchandise and kept it quiet. He had an idea who could find a person like this and the man owed him a favor.
Stuffing the photo in his shirt pocket, he motioned for Roy to come over. He handed the cook a hundred dollar bill and told the man, "Here, this is for my next few meals. Let me know when it's used up will you?"
The unshaven old cook looked at the bill, raised an eyebrow and said, "Sure, Dean."As Dean was donning his hat and coat the old man called, "Hey, Dean. Be careful, ok?"
Smiling at his old friend he answered, "Always, Roy, always," and he stepped out into the rain. Splashing down the broken sidewalk of the neighborhood, Dean headed for a shop he knew down on Main Street. It was in a little strip of shops about a block from the really successful stores. It had a small sign in the dirty window that said Jewelry bought and sold here. That was the only thing that would let anyone know there was a business there. Most people never even saw the place. Its main customers were known to the owner and knew he didn't question any sale or purchase. Dean had been looking through the jewelry once a few months back trying to find a present for Eve. Some punk kid had charged in with a gun trying to rip the place off. Holding the gun on the owner, Steve, and telling him to hand over the cash in the register. Dean had walked up and started talking to the kid and convinced him to leave. Actually, what did the final convincing was when Dean took the gun away from him and hit the kid across the face with it. The kid ran out with a broken nose and second thoughts about holding up jewelry stores. Dean had then traded the gun to Steve for a nice pair of earrings for Eve. She had been extremely happy with them too. At least for a couple of days, then she was yelling at him and throwing him out again.
Thinking of Eve as he walked, he smiled a little and chuckled to himself. They had a complicated relationship. They got along really well most of the time, at least half the time. She was a waitress at a nightclub called Sparkles. She made good tips most of the time, but had to put up with a lot of groping and pinching from the customers. This made her a little on the grouchy side sometimes, but he understood that. She understood that he disappeared from time to time when he was trying to find things for people. Sometimes with no warning, he would just be gone for a week or ten days then reappear at her door. They both understood it was just part of the life they had together. This time, though, she had been in a mood from work and he should have taken time to clean off the lipstick his client had left on his face. He smiled at that. It had been more than a kiss, it had been a proposition. One he politely turned down even though she was a very good looking woman. He didn't want to screw things up with Eve. Also mixing business and pleasure wasn't a good idea.
He wasn't sure this time, though, if things would work out. Eve had been extremely upset. More so than usual and he hadn't called her yet to apologize or even explain himself. She had been in no mood to listen last night as the broken dishes had attested, and he had been kinda busy since.
Walking through the alley behind the strip of shops he was heading for, he saw a filthy old woman digging in the dumpster behind the Chinese restaurant that was next to the jewelry shop. She had long ratty hair, and wore an old gray coat that was too big and full of holes. He knew her from seeing her around the area. "Morning, Maude," he said as he approached. "Hey, Dean," she answered through toothless gums, "How goes it?"
"Better than yesterday, Maude. How goes it for you?" He stopped a few paces away. He had been close enough to smell her before and wasn't in the mood for it this morning. He didn't think the rain washing down her face was enough of a bath to kill the odor.
"I bet it's better than yesterday," the old woman laughed. "I was in the alley behind Eve's last night and heard her yelling at you. You should be nicer to her, Dean. If you were, maybe she wouldn't yell."
Dean smiled and shook his head, "You're probably right, Maude. I should treat her better."Looking at the woman's dirty, thin face and sunken eyes he asked, "When did you eat last, Maude?"
"I don't know," she mumbled, looking down, "sometime yesterday, or maybe the day before."
"Well, good luck, Maude," he said and walked on past.
"See ya, Dean," the old woman said and stuck her head back in the dumpster.
Dean knew she wouldn't find any food there. The owners of this restaurant had a couple of pot bellied pigs in a pen behind their house. They took all the scraps home to fatten them up. Rounding the end of the crumbling brick building, he walked past the jewelry shop and on down to the restaurant door. They weren't open yet, but they knew him and would let him in. He knocked on the door and as the small woman approached, she recognized him and smiled as she let him in. Stepping inside the small business, he was overpowered by the smell of spices and cooking meat. As he spoke quietly to the little women, she nodded and then hurried to the kitchen.
He emerged a few minutes later carrying a container with a clear plastic lid. The container held rice, some vegetables, and a few small pieces of chicken. A plastic fork was taped to the lid. Quickly continuing to the other end of the strip of shops, he rounded the corner and crossed the small grassy strip to the alley. At the back corner he peaked around to see Maude a few feet away digging in another dumpster. She emerged with a soda can clutched in each hand. Stuffing them into her cart, she started moving towards him. Dean set the food on the pavement just out from the building in plain sight and then hurried back to the front. He watched around the front corner careful not to be seen as the old woman came into view. She spotted the food and with a hurried look around for the owner she scooped it up and put it in her cart. She then moved on down the alley at a faster pace, but with a grin on her face. It was probably more food than she'd had in a week.
Turning back down the sidewalk, Dean crossed back in front of the seedy shops and stepped into the jewelry store. It was early for a place like this to be open, but Steve lived in the back and since many of his customers had been up all night "finding" things to sell, he unlocked the door. Hearing the bell on the door jingle, the owner came out from the rear of the building. When he saw Dean, he smile and said, "Morning, Dean. What can I do for you? Looking for a little something to help you make up with Eve? I hear you had a little falling out last night."
Dean shook his head in disgust. It seemed the whole world knew his business. And most of it sided with Eve. "No, I'm not," he said emphatically. "I need some information. And it’s in your field of expertise." Producing the photo, he held it out for Steve to see. "I need to find out who would deal in something like this."
Steve took the picture and holding it under his magnifying lamp, he looked closely at it. Letting out a soft whistle he said, "This is quality work. This is nothing I would be able to handle. I wouldn't want too. It would attract too much attention and you know I don't like attention."
"That's what I thought," Dean told him. "Who would and how do I get in touch with them?"
Looking at Dean thoughtfully, the man said, "Let me make a few calls and ask around. I take it you're looking to buy this necklace?"
"Yeah, I am," Dean answered carefully. "The person I'm working for wants to get it back and they're willing to pay for it. Sentimental value and all that crap, you know?"
Steve nodded, "I'll let you know as soon as I find out anything." He looked at the photo again before handing it back. "Just a warning, though. Something like this means a lot of money and a lot of interest. It's something to be careful with. People remember a piece like this."
Dean nodded and said, "Yeah, I kinda figured. Thanks." Putting the photo back in his pocket he left the shop.
Back outside, he was glad to see the rain had stopped even though the sky was still gray and overcast. Probably more to come, he thought. Avoiding the alley where Maude was probably eating her meal, Dean headed back towards his apartment. Steve had been right about the danger involved in something as high-dollar as the necklace appeared to be. It might be a good idea if he carried his gun until he was done with this. He was glad he'd gotten a carry permit years ago. It was mandatory jail time if you were caught carrying without one and even though his gun wasn't registered, the worst the cops would do is confiscate it. They would probably question him about it and maybe harass him a little, but it wouldn't be the first time. He thought gun regulations were too strict, but he wasn't going to carry illegally; it wasn't worth it. Some laws he would break without a thought, but concealed carry wasn't one of them. Too much backlash.
He was starting to feel a little less down when he got back to his building. He had a job that paid well, and he was sure Eve was probably ready to forgive him by now. When he got inside his apartment, he pulled out his phone and called her. No answer. He knew she would be home now; she never went out this early since she worked late at night. Maybe she was in the shower. Clipping the holster to his belt, he checked the automatic to see it was loaded. It wouldn't do him any good if it wasn't. He holstered it and traded his long coat for a light jacket that would keep the gun out of casual sight.
He headed for the rear of the building where he kept his car. It was an old Subaru Outback; not exactly a single guy’s car of choice but it was dependable and didn't stand out. In his line of work it was better to go unnoticed. Driving to the closest gas station, he filled it up for the first time in a while. Deciding the car needed driven for a few minutes and warmed up, he drove around the neighborhood and ended up passing Eve's building. Slowing down as he passed it, he saw her car was still there. Pulling into the parking lot of a little grocery store, he tried calling her again. Still no answer. She had caller ID and was apparently still upset with him. Dean sighed and went into the market to buy a few groceries. The half box of cereal he had wasn't going to last very long and while he had cash and a little time to kill, he thought he better stock up.
Returning to his apartment, Dean put away his groceries and lay down for a nap. He didn't function well on small amounts of sleep and needed to catch up. When he was awakened by his phone and glancing at the clock saw that it had only been an hour since he lay down. Not as much sleep as he had missed, but it would help.
Answering the phone, he heard Steve on the other end telling him to come by the shop. Agreeing to be there shortly, Dean got up and took another quick shower to wake up. Heading down the stairs he saw old lady Stott again and again pretended to care about her dog. The drizzle began again as he walked the few blocks to the jewelry shop. He was tired of the rain but it fit his mood. Not being able to see Eve always made him out of sorts. Maybe he could see her after she got off work tonight.
This time the open sign was lit when he got there and Steve had a customer. Waiting outside while the two completed their business, Dean thought about the shadowy woman from last night. How had she gotten into his room without waking him? Not only that, but she had gotten close enough to put a knife to his throat. That scared him more than he wanted to admit. He was a light sleeper and would usually wake if someone passed in the hallway. She must have had some kind of training to be able to do that.
He was startled out of his thoughts by Steve saying quietly, "Dean. Come on in." Looking up he saw the man looking at him with concern. "Are you ok? I spoke twice before you heard me."
Shaking his head to clear his thoughts, Dean told him, "I'm fine. Just thinking."
"Well don't zone out like that in public. It could get you killed," Steve said. "Now get in here before I get another customer."
Following the man into the shop, Dean asked, "What did you find out?"
Steve was silent until they were in the back of the store in his living quarters. It was more storeroom than apartment with shelves of odds and ends on two walls, another set of shelves hiding one side of the room from view with an unmade bed behind them, and a wooden work table in the center. Motioning Dean to one of the chairs by the table, Steve got a beer from the small fridge against the back wall and sat down too. Taking a long drink from the bottle the man looked at Dean and started talking.
"The necklace you're looking for is worth a lot of money. About twenty thousand." Dean's eyebrows rose at this. "It was stolen about two years ago, but not just that. Several other pieces of jewelry were taken along with it."
"Ok," Dean broke in, "That's fine but the necklace is all I've been hired to find. It has some sort of sentimental value to it."
Steve let out a short laugh, "I bet it does. The jewelry was all taken in a fancy gold trimmed box that was found broken a short distance from the home. A few of the pieces have been discovered here and there at pawn shops but the cops could never find out who they were pawned by. There has never been a single trace of the necklace." Steve drank down the rest of his beer. "This necklace isn't important because of how much it's worth though. When it was stolen, it was around the neck of a sixteen year old girl."
Dean leaned forward in surprise, "What? It was part of a kidnapping?"
Steve nodded and said, "Yep, and the FBI has never found any clue as to what happened."
"Who was she?" Dean asked."I don't remember hearing about anything like that for years."
"You wouldn't have," Steve told him. "She was a member of a prominent family and they kept it quiet."
"By prominent you mean rich," Dean stated more than asked.
"Extremely," Steve said. "You've probably heard of Anderson Enterprises."
"Oh yeah," Dean said, "They own half the city. Lots of real estate, plus a corporation or two if I remember right. The girl was an Anderson, huh?"
The bell on the front door rang and Steve left to wait on the customer. Dean helped himself to one of Steve's beers and sat back down. He didn't drink very often but this made him want one. He had almost finished it when Steve came back and sat down. "Anyway," the man continued. "It's more than a simple robbery. I can give you the name of a couple of people who would handle a high dollar necklace like that but that's the best I can do. They probably wouldn't have touched it though. Getting involved with kidnapping is not a good way to stay in business."
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