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A NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR
What you are about to read are some of the more
interesting cases that have crossed my desk. You see, I'm a detective, a private
investigator, a gumshoe. What I do is fix problems for people who need their
problems fixed. My name is Jack Lime, and these are my stories.


THE CASE OF THE MISSING QUARTERBACK
Tuesday, October 1, 12:04 p.m.
Iona High, The Cafeteria

If I had a sign that read Closed for Business, I would've had it stuck on my forehead in flashing neon letters. I was closed for business all right; I was closed big time. My nose was busted and covered in bandages; I had matching shiners and a head full of bad memories. It all had to do with a kid named Richie Renfrew, fifty bucks and a sticky-fingered goon named Malone. Sure, I solved the case, but I also got a knuckle sandwich from Malone and a night in the hospital listening to Old Doc Potter tell me to take a break from the private investigation game. Who am I to argue with a doctor? So, yeah, I was closed for business. All I wanted was a chance to enjoy my slice of pepperoni pizza in peace. That's when KC Stone walked into my life.

“Jack Lime,” she said, sitting across from me. “Name's KC Stone. I heard you got that money back for Richard Renfrew, and I'd like to interview you for the newspaper. What d'you say?”

KC had thick red hair held back by a pair of sunglasses, freckles across her nose and wore a white T-shirt with the words “The Truth Hurts” fading away across the front.

“Sorry,” I said. “I didn't do it for the publicity.”

“It might help your detective agency,” she said. “Attract some business.”

“I don't need help with that,” I said. “Now if you'll excuse me, I'd like to eat my pizza.”

“It might give you a chance to stick it to Patrick Malone,” she said. “By the looks of your nose, he stuck it to you.”

“How do you know about that?”

“I'm a journalist, Jack. I have my ways.”

“I'm not interested in being your Hero of the Week, sister, so you'll just have to find somebody else to interview.”

KC smiled. “If you reconsider, let me know. But that's not the only reason I'm here. I have a favor to ask.”

“Can you come back another time?” I asked, taking a bite of my pizza. It tasted like a cross between a piece of cardboard and an old shoe. “I'm trying to enjoy my lunch here.”

“Give it a break, Lime,” she said. “The pizza here tastes like a cross between a piece of cardboard and an old shoe. Plus, it's not me who needs your help. But if you're too busy to help a damsel in distress, then I'll pass her name on to somebody else.”

I laughed. I couldn't help it. “A damsel in distress? That's rich. But sure, why not? Send her over. Maybe she's cooked up an elaborate double cross that involves yours truly getting duped, because those cases seem to be my specialty.”

“Jeesh, Jack,” she said, “I didn't realize you were soÂ â€¦ soÂ â€¦”

“Hard-boiled? Cynical?”

“No,” she said. “I didn't know you were so wordy. Do you always like to hear yourself talk so much?”

“Just bring her over,” I growled, putting my pizza down and pushing it away.

KC came back with a girl who had skin the color of a Hershey's Kiss, curly black hair that hung down to her shoulders and dark brown eyes that reminded me of a warm cup of joe. She was wearing a black skirt with a matching black top and black sandals with sparkly doodads across the top.

“Close your mouth, Lime,” KC snapped. “I wouldn't want you to swallow a fly. This is Betty Goodwin. She needs some help.”

“Why don't you am-scray, Katie, so that Betty and I can talk off the record,” I said. “Or does that rag you call a newspaper get kicks from publishing the troubles of innocent beautiesÂ â€¦Â I mean babesÂ â€¦Â I mean girls.”

“Are you sure this is a good idea?” Betty asked. “He doesn't look well.”

“He's fine,” KC said, pushing Betty into a chair. “He just pretends to be tough.”

“Tough, dangerous, handsome; call me whatever you like, Betty. And as soon as your friend skedaddles, we can get down to business.”

“Please stay,” Betty said, grabbing KC's arm.

“Don't worry. He seems a little strange, but he won't bite. You won't bite, will you, Jack?”

“Not Betty,” I said. KC rolled her eyes and exited stage right.

Betty glanced around the room before she started. “I feel kind of bad about telling you this,” she said. “I meanÂ â€¦Â I guessÂ â€¦Â I guess I feel like it's kind of personal.”

“Personal's what I do best, doll. Especially if it means getting my nose busted, so spit it out and I'll see what I can do.”

“Okay,” she said, taking a deep breath. “Well, my boyfriend is acting really strange. He'll run off at the weirdest times, and he won't tell me where he's going. Like last night, we were at my house, and we were just about to start a movie when he got a text message on his phone. I asked him who it was, but he wouldn't tell me. He just grabbed his things and left.”

“Is that the first time he's done something like that?” I asked.

“No, he's been getting texts and then running off for about two weeks, maybe three.”

“And he never tells you where he's going?”

“No, he just says he'll call later.”

“Why don't you dump him?” I said. “A girl like you doesn't have to put up with a chump like that.”

“But we're in love.”

“Love? When you get a little older and wiser, you'll learn that love is just another word that starts with an
L
, like loser, lonely and liar. But, hey, if that's the way you feel, I'll see what I can do.”

“I'm worried he's in some kind of trouble.”

I shook my head. I had to. This poor, gullible girl was about to grow upÂ â€”Â and fast. In my professional experience, when a guy disappears and doesn't tell his main squeeze where he's going, it usually means he's got another girlfriend on the side.

“You got a picture of Romeo?” I asked.

“Here,” she said, handing over her phone. “But his name is Lance, not Romeo.”

“I'll make sure I write that down somewhere,” I said, taking a look at the photo on her cell. The guy staring back at me was blond, blue-eyed and had an easy smile that said he didn't have a care in the world. And why would he, with a girl like Betty on his arm?

“Meet me in the main foyer after school, and I'll tell you if I've managed to find anything out, capiche?”

“Ka-what?” she asked.

“Just meet me in the main foyer.”

“'Kay,” she said, and left.

I tossed my pizza in the garbage and went looking for Lance. I guess I was back in business.

Tuesday, October 1, 12:38 p.m.
Iona High, The Cafeteria

Lance wasn't hard to track down. Not only was he a couple of inches over six feet, but his carefully disheveled blond hair, square jaw and chiseled features made him look like a male model about to walk down the runway.

Plus, he was wearing one of those letterman jackets that advertised he was on the football team. I found him lounging around outside the gym with a bunch of his cronies, smiling at girls and looking smooth. I took up position down the hall and blended in by pretending to stare into space. My covert operation was going smoothly until Max Thorn stepped in front of me.

“Are you on a case, Lime?” he asked.

“Keep your voice down, Max,” I said.

“I knew it. Who's our target?” he asked, glancing around the hall.

FYIÂ â€”Â Max is a nutty kid who thinks he's always on some kind of top-secret mission. He also thinks he's my sidekick because he's helped me out on a couple of cases. I have to admit he can be handy to have around sometimes, especially if you're asleep and sinking to the bottom of the Iona River, but the last thing I needed right now was Max Thorn asking me a bunch of questions.

“He's not
our
target, Max. I work alone, remember?”

“Sure, Jack. So who are you watching?”

“The blond pretty boy in the football jacket.”

“Lance Munroe?” he asked.

“That's the one. You know anything about him?”

“I don't have much intel on him, except that he arrived in Iona on July 8th, he lives at 10 Triton Court with his mom and dad and his golden retriever, Sam, and that he set every football record at his old high school.”

“That's all you've got, Thorn?”

“Give me time, Sarge. Give me a little time. I can find out more.”

“I guess I've been too busy solving cases for the down-and-out kids in this school to follow Lance Munroe around.”

“Yeah, it looks like you've been sticking your nose in all the wrong places, Lime,” he said with a chuckle. “What happened?”

“It's not important.”

“I gotcha,” he said with a wink, “it's top secret, but can you at least let me know what Lance did to get you on his trail? Was it kidnapping? Blackmail? Murder?”

“That's private information between me and my client, and I'm kind of busy here, Max, so why don't you make like a tree and leave.”

“Sure,” he said, “but I'd be careful, Sarge. Now that Lance is our star QB, he's a valuable commodity. He's got some important people watching his back. If you get too close, you might want to start watching your back, too.”

“I'll keep that in mind,” I said. “Now hit the bricks.”

Max left and I got back to watching Lance do a whole lot of nothing for the rest of lunch break. I had a hunch that this was going to be a paint-by-numbers kind of case, and that was okay by me. A boring case was just what the doctor ordered.

Tuesday, October 1, 3:26 p.m.
Iona High, The Main Foyer

I tailed Lance between classes that afternoon, but he didn't do anything that was even remotely incriminating. When the final bell rang, I decided to skip tracking him down again and headed straight to the main foyer. Betty was standing in the far corner with KC, and she looked happy to see me. Unfortunately my investigation was a bust so far, and I had nothing to give her except for one of my dazzling smiles.

“Any news?” Betty asked.

“I've got nothing, nada,
niet.
”

“Knee-ette?” Betty asked.

“No news,” I said.

“Is that good news?” KC asked.

“Could be, but why don't you give me a little more time, and I'll see what I can dig up.”

“Please keep trying, Jack,” Betty said, grabbing my hand. “I just know he's in some kind of trouble. Is there anything I can do to help?”

“Keep tabs on Lance,” I said, handing her one of my business cards with my number on it. “Call me if anything unusual comes up.”

“Sure,” she said.

“And whatever you do, don't mention any of this to Lance.”

“'Kay.”

“Anything I can do, Lime?” KC asked.

“Just make sure none of this ends up in your gossip rag. Remember, I don't want to be made into some kind of hero.”

“I think I can handle that,” she said, and we all went our separate ways.
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