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‘Death Comes Calling’ 

Marsha Prescod 

 

 

 
picture taken from 

‘Cowboy Bebop’ 

(NANOWRIMO__DETECTIVE THRILLER) 
 

‘We thought you’d be…male’ 

Right. 
I get that a lot. 

 

Because those in the know…know of me, but not about me. 

I'm a fucking ghost. A ghost in the machine. 

You call me, if you need my services. And I get the job done. 

I’m not cheap. And I don’t fuck around, or put up with clients who 

do. 
 

I’m a finder. 

 

I find people who don’t want to be found, and things that shouldn’t 

have been lost in the first place. 

What you do with what-or who- I’ve found after I find it? 

Not my business.  

 

My terms are particular. Some say, demanding. Yeah. 

You give me everything I need, to get the job done. 
I get what I want, when I want, how I want. 

 

I get in, get the person (or item) I get out. 

You get a photo as proof, you wire my money, you get your delivery 

in person. 

 

Now, some people don’t like my terms and conditions. 
That’s alright. 

Don’t hire me, and you don’t have to fire me. 

We both…walk away. 

The world’s a small place, and who knows, we might meet up again. 
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But some people, have to be assholes. 

They want to argue- about how I do it, when, costs, blah blah blah. 
They call in an expert, but then they want to run the show, be in 

control. 

That’s not how I work.  

And when I decide to walk, they don’t like it. 
They try to be even bigger assholes. 

 

Mistake. 

 

My response, depends on how a big an asshole they try to be. 

Worst case scenario? Lets just say there are some who will never, 

ever, get a chance to be a pain in the ass to anybody again. 

Not that I have to take extreme measures often. My reputation 

precedes me.  

 

These clients certainly know my reputation. Score one for them, 

they did their homework. 

Meeting set up through a third party fixer.  
Hired conference room in a five star hotel. 

Disposable phones, with new sim cards delivered to me at the 

airport before the flight. 

Plane tickets and car provided. 
My fee for even meeting them, wired to one of the shell companies 

I use as a front.  

 

Their dedication peaked my interest. 

So I didn’t bother with much in the way of prosthetics. Just a slight 

change to the bridge of my nose, perching some glasses on top, put 

in different coloured contacts, on a very well cut wig shaped in the 

latest bob, false teeth to change the shape of my jaw, paler 

foundation than my own skin tone, no biggie. The glasses and the 

wig combo were designed to leave an impression. Looked real 

enough to define the persona I was presenting. They’d remember a 

standard, executive type early 30s, the type of woman you see at 

airports all over. Nothing special.I wanted to get a look at them up 

close. Id done my prep of course, but still… 

 

Three mature women. 

My uncle Arthur, who was young in the 1940s used to have a 
particular kind of women he liked to call broads. 

Tough, experienced, not too refined. 

 

These new clients, were broads. Broads that had got lucky, got rich. 

They were all about the tans from real beaches not salons, the 

thousand dollar hair cuts, the designer clothes, the jewellery that 

shouted subtle. 
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But I didn’t doubt that any one of them, could get down in the 

gutter, and go toe to toe with any hooker in the XxX. 
 

‘This is Marilee Westfield. Im Donna DeLay. And that’s Barbie 

Bruce.’ 

I blinked at the last name. Barbie, who was as cute and warm as a 
basking hammerhead shark, inclined her dyed blonde head. 

 

‘You come highly recommended’ Marilee, a brunette with the raspy 

voice of a smoker said, a tiny frown on her brow, as if that irked 

her. Its a safe bet that a lot of things irk you if you’re called Marilee 

 

Donna DeLay launched into a convoluted tale, of a lonely, bored 

woman, and a handsome young        and a doomed affair, and 

some jewellery…I tuned the words out. I always insist on a written 

brief. The telling of it is to give me a chance to assess the situation. 

I watch the client. They’re pitching, though they don’t know it. 

 

I watch eyes, gestures, body language, tells. 
I determine- is this person to be trusted enough to do the job? Can 

they hold their nerve? Can they keep their mouth shut? Will they 

get in my way? You’d be surprised how many clients screw up their 

own case. 
 

Though Barbie was the ‘victim’ Donna was doing the talking, with 

the odd added snippet from Marilee. Barbie tried to look tearful. 

Problem was, those tear ducts hadn’t been used since around 1972, 

so it wasn’t too successful. I did my best to look as if I was 

sympathetic.  

 

It was tough. And not just because I am…not a naturally 

sympathetic person. 

 

‘And then, he started on Marilee..’ I tuned back in at that. So junior 

had played both of them, huh?  

 

Brave fella.  

 

 

‘So. You want the jewellery back. And the photographs.’ 
Donna pursed her lips, and looked quickly at Marilee and Barbie. 

 

Then back at me. 

 

‘The photos.’ At my raised eyebrow, she quickly added’ The 

jewellery has already been reported to the police and insurance 

company’ 
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‘My husband…if he saw photographs like that…’ Barbie trailed off, 
looking at her hands on the table. 

‘Mine too.’ Marilee murmured, and I thought to myself ‘Lady, he’s 

probably schtupping his secretary’ 

 
‘Anything you can tell me about the culprit.’ 

‘Culprit?’ Marilee queried. 

‘Yeah. He stole your stuff, has pictures to holdover you so, yeah, 

culprit.’ 

Marilee looked away at the mention of the pictures. 

‘We have a dossier here.’ 

Donna pushed it at me over the table. Plain manilla folder. 

I flipped it open, skimmed, and it was thorough. 

They hadn’t just done a cursory google. There was solid work here, 

a bio, education, jobs, friends and acquaintances, social clubs, , 

financials and credit history. Everything except his current 

whereabouts. 

‘Good set of investigation done here,’ I said, wondering why they 
needed me when they already had access to a PI. 

 

Donna’s next words made it clear why. 

 
‘So it should be, with our jobs.’ She pointed at Marilee ‘Police Board’ 

then at Barbie ‘Deputy Mayor’ then at her self ‘Judge’ 

 

Holy shit. 

 

No wonder they cared more about dirty pictures than jewellery. 

They weren’t just the wives of the town bigshots. They were the 

town bigshots. 

 

 

The case just got a whole lot more interesting. And a whole lot 

trickier. 

‘So.’ I smirked at Donna.’ When I find him, and get the photos. 

Want me to smack him around a little?’ And to show what I meant, 

I reached into my purse, and pulled out a sap, putting it on the 

table. 

 
It was a wicked little thing. Black, matt, weighted at one end, about 

eight inches long and obvious it could only be used for one thing. 

(Well possibly two, but Im not in the sex toys market). 

 

The atmosphere in the room shifted. 

Barbie gasped, then clapped a hand over her mouth quick. 
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Marilee opened her eyes wide, darting looks at me and then the sap 

on the table back and forth like a mongoose watching a snake. And 
Donna…well her reaction was really interesting. 

 

Donna licked her lips, and even from where I was sitting I could see 

her pupils dilate, and her breath come that little bit faster as she 
reached one unsteady manicured claw to touch the sap. 

 

Well, fuck. 

 

The aftermath was fairly boring.  

Arrangements.  

I would give them an update in 3 days. Donna gave me a number 

which I pretended to believe was her personal cell, and she 

pretended to believe I believed it. I phoned my money man and he 

confirmed my bank account was looking healthier by a good 5 

figures. 

I was just…itching to get back, get started on my research. Not just 

the quarry. My clients. Because, of course, there was a whole lot 
they weren’t telling me. That wasn’t unusual in and of itself. Most of 

the time, is just embarrassment.  

And I want to tell them ’ you’re not paying me to judge. Get over 

yourself.’ 
But on this occasion, I’ll pass. I want to make sure that what 

Donna, Marilee, and Barbie are leaving out, wont screw up the job. 

Wont have me walking into a whole pile of trouble. 

 

Because their reaction to seeing the sap? Suggested people who 

weren’t strangers to violence.  Which raises the possibility that – 

dirty pictures or not- there might actually be a good reason that Mr 

Loverman skipped town. 

 

I have a hell of a job, when you think of it. One where you cant 

trust the people you’re hunting down, or the people you’re hunting 

them down for.  

One where ‘Watch your back’ is more than just a turn of phrase. 

 

Wouldn’t change it for the world. 

 

 
 

 

 

 


