“The Adventures of Sam Spain, Mind-Controlled Private Dick”

….with apologies to Raymond Chandler and Mickey Spillane.


“Ohhhhhh yesssss…right there Sam!  Oh yeah, baby!  Keep doing it just like that!”


In the fiercely competitive world of private investigations, no matter what the situation, there are two kinds of guys – the quick and the dead.  Quick to seize the initiative, quick to recognize danger, quick to see all the angles – or dead to rights in a pool of blood on some rainy, big city sidewalk.


Since I ain’t dead, you can figure out for yourself what category I fit into.


“Ohhhh Godddddd….the things you do with that tongue…aaaaaahhhhhhhh!!!!!!!”


The name’s Sam…Sam Spain, gumshoe for hire.  For the most part, I handle small, private matters…a cheating husband, a skip trace, the occasional missing person.  There’s no shortage of work for an enterprising guy who’s not afraid to get his hand’s dirty…especially if you carry a big stick and know how to use it.


“Keep it up, baby, just a little more…I’m soooo close….”


Who’s the dame?  Oh, that’s my secretary, Thelma.  I met her about a year ago in a lounge on the East Side, on the trail of some dip who’d stolen a wallet from Baker, the landlord of the building containing my office.  He dangled a year’s free rent in front of me if I should find this guy and get back his wallet, though he never said what might be in it that was damned important.  Using my contacts, I followed him down to a little dive where he supposedly did business with a fence named “Dr. Mesmer,” the featured nightly entertainment


Thelma was waitressing, serving drinks to the five or six people scattered at small tables throughout the club.  I stayed just inside the entrance to the club until she returned to the bar and sat down, then walked over to her and pulled out my lighter to start the cigarette she’d just placed in her mouth.


Looking at her over the flame, I could see that she’d probably started out hustling drinks years before, thinking that, with her looks, the tips would more than make up for the late nights, the smoky joints, and the leers and propositions of the scummy crud that hung out in such places.  Now, older, wiser, and more cautious, she still knew how to fill the club’s apparent uniform of the day:  slit leather mini-skirt, fishnets, five-inch black heels, and a patent-leather corset that cinched up tighter around her waist and boobs.  If not for the tired lines around her eyes, the yellow nicotine stains on her hands and teeth, and the signs of heavy drinking showing from the pronounced veins around her nose…she might be worth hitting once to see if it was good.


“Oooooooooooooooooooooooooooo  shhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhitt!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!”



Anyway…on THAT particular day, I lit her cigarette, and asked if I could buy her a drink.  She looked at me at of the corner of her eye, and, apparently liking what she saw, waved over the bartender.  “Mickey, give me a straight shot of Johnny Walker.” She turned to look at me.  “You want somethin’?”


My eyes never left hers.  “Scotch.  Single malt.  No ice.”


Mickey left to get the drinks, and she turned to face me.  “To what do I owe the pleasure of your company, copper?  You lookin’ for loot, or a body?”


“The name’s Sam, and it’s P.I., not P.D.  And what I’m lookin’ for is information about this ‘Mesmer’ fella’ who’s performing here tonight.”


She mulled this over a moment as Mickey brought back our drinks.  She knocked hers back with one swallow, then stubbed out her cigarette in an ashtray on the bar.


“Why don’t you come with me and you can ask him yourself?” she said, taking the sleeve of my trench coat in her hand and pulling me toward a small hallway between the bar and the stage.


Warning bells started to go off in my mind; I had only wanted information about “Dr. Mesmer,” not to confront him this early in the game.  Still…this guy was very likely some weak-kneed performer who’d wet his pants if I came on hard and tough, giving him no chance to dance around the subject.  I’d come on strong, and he’d spill the goods, and life would be sweet for all concerned, especially yours truly.  So I let her pull me along toward the back of the bar.

“Pleasssssssssssse……ppppplllllleeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeesssssssseee!!!!!”


Quickly, we were standing in front of a door marked with a gold star, underneath of which was a neatly lettered sign announcing “Dr. Mesmer – Magician of the Mind!”  Thelma knocked twice, paused, and then knocked three times…apparently a pre-arranged signal between herself and the good doctor.  Again, it set my senses on edge, but I reasoned it must be some way to let the performer know that he needed to answer the door because it was important.


In a moment, the door opened to a stunning sight:  a small, beautiful Oriental woman dressed similarly to Thelma, only with dark hair running down to her bottom, as opposed to Thelma’s short red ringlets.  She smiled and nodded at Thelma, then bowed us both into the room.


Inside the small room, a fairly large man sat with his back to me, making some final adjustments to his stage makeup in a lighted mirror.  When he turned around suddenly, I was startled by his appearance.  He was dressed all in black from head to toe, even to wearing a black shirt under his tuxedo coat.  His face was totally white; not pale, but painted white like a mime.  His hair was so black and shiny against the white of his face it looked like someone had taken obsidian and spun it onto his head.


And then there were his eyes…perhaps it was some trick of the light, or specially made contacts.  But his eyes had no irises or pupils.  They were solid black, with red flecks surfacing from time to time, as you looked deeper within.


As he stood to cross the room, it occurred to me that this…HE was not what I expected.  And, as he loomed half-a-head taller than me, he struck me as more suited for professional wrestling than a entertaining a seedy crowd at a run-down gin mill.


And, if hadn’t already had hold of my hand, I think at that point I might have turned around and gotten my ass out of there.


“Cccccccuuuuuummmmmmminnnnnnggggggggggg!!!!”


“Ahhhh…good evening Detective…?”


“Spain…Sam Spain, private investigator.  Nice outfit.  Who’s your tailor, Undertakers ‘R Us?”


His mouth tightened in a slight grin, but the tightening of his grip on my hand showed he was not amused.  “Its something I’ve been wearing since before you were born, Mr. Pain.”


“Spain.”


“We’ll see about that.  Would you care to have a seat?”


“No, thanks.  This won’t take long.  I’ve been told that you have, in the past, helped certain people with no other alternatives help to get rid of items they may have acquired in less than legitimate ways.”


“In other words, that I fence stolen property, detective?”


“In so many words, yes.”


He let go of my hand and sat down in a cushioned chair in the center of the floor.  Quickly, the Oriental girl crossed from the door of the dressing room to a spot directly behind his chair, and began massaging his shoulders and neck.


“Detective, I neither traffic in stolen goods, nor profit from their acquisition.  However, from time to time, certain…acquaintances of mine stop by to show me interesting…collectibles.  Some of which I acquire for my own use.”


“I see.  So you buy it for yourself, instead of reselling it.”


“As you say.”


“And would one of these items happen to include a wallet stolen from the person of one Artie Baker on April 2nd of this year.”


“I know nothing of the theft of such an item from an Artie Baker.  However, I did recently come into possession of a rather special item, an ancient Sumerian change purse that allegedly never empties, allowing the possessor to have a never-ending source of money.  Perhaps Mr. Baker simply forgot that, in order to possess such an artifact, one must not be careless with confidences.”


“Come again?”


“When you tell someone that they need to keep their good fortune a secret, and then, that secret is found out by a woman who was procured for a night of sexual pleasure…well, then, all deals are off.”


“Deals?”


He grinned, showing me his teeth…his white, perfectly straight teeth…including the two perfectly formed fangs protruding from his upper gums.


“Why, yes Mr. Pain.  Deals with the Devil.”


And then he started laughing uproariously.  And I did the only sensible thing…I peed my pants.

END PART ONE

PART TWO


“I just want to make sure I have this straight…you’re the Devil, and you had a deal with Artie Baker that somehow involved this wallet?”


Now, believe me, those words didn’t come out of mouth immediately after I peed my pants.  No, tough guy that I am, it took me more than a few moments to recover my steely gaze and hard-boiled exterior.


As it was, “Dr. Mesmer” was gentlemanly about the whole thing.  He offered me his bathroom to clean up, and asked if I’d hand out my pants, so they could be cleaned.  Or if I’d rather wear them out like that.  I accepted his offer, and before I knew it Thelma was in the bathroom with me, waiting for me to take off my pants and underwear so she could take them wherever and get them clean.


After she left, I managed to wipe most of the piss from my crotch and legs, glad that my bladder hadn’t been very full.  Even as I was putting the towel I had used in the hamper for used linen, Thelma was back at the door; in her hands were my pants and underwear, clean, with no hint of the ‘accident’ with which they had been soiled.  When I went to put the pants back on, I even had to remove the customary safety pin and the tag that was attached to it.


I had to admit, the Devilish Dry Cleaning Service did really good work.


Now I was sitting in an armchair directly across from, if it was true, the Fallen Angel himself.  Having a single-malt Scotch.  While Thelma rubbed my back and neck.


If I had ever had reason to believe I was losing my mind, that particular scene would have cinched it.


So, with nothing to lose, I asked the first question that came to mind…about Baker’s wallet.


“Yes, the wallet.  Sam…I hope you don’t mind if I call you Sam?…I did indeed have a deal with Artie regarding this artifact.  And, anticipating your next question, it does involve claiming his soul at some point in the near future.”


“How soon?”


“Oh, about 20 years, give or take a month.”


“Why so long?”


“Because he still has to pay his penance for breaking our contract.”


I mulled that over in my head.  First, Artie was going to pay for 20 years.  Then, the Devil was going to take his soul.  Talk about your penalties for early termination!


“So what’s the deal with this place?  Why set yourself up as a second-rate hypno-magician-whatever in a dead-end saloon at the edge of nowhere?”


Surprisingly, “Dr. Mesmer” sighed when Sam asked that question.  “Life isn’t like the movies, Sam.  I don’t have some infinite power to monitor every person on the planet.  But I can and do have the ability to attract people that really want to make a deal with me to a specific place, at a specific time.  Such as this place.  Such as tonight.”


As I said before, there are two kinds of detectives, the quick and the dead.  And I ain’t dead, yet.  “So I’m here because….”


“Because you want to make a deal with me, Sam.  As do all those out in the bar tonight.”


“Now close your mouth and start thinking about why it is you came here tonight.”


I realized that my mouth was hanging open a bit, as the realization hit me that I hadn’t just followed the trail of a missing wallet…I’d been sucked into some mythic-cosmic-theologic-wish fulfillment nightmare.  Starring Yours Truly as the King of Bad Luck, two hot babes, and a man who may or may not be Lucifer himself.  Gee, and I left my camera at home!


Shaking my head slowly from side-to-side, I tried to puzzle out exactly when my sanity train had left its tracks.  That’s when I noticed that Thelma was on the floor near the door, licking the floor.  At the spot where I pissed my pants.


“Why is she doing that?” I asked, pointing at Thelma.


The Devil just grinned, baring his fangs.  “You’re here on a very special night for Thelma.  She gets to leave my service tonight, after serving drinks to those needing my services for nearly 200 years.  You see, she too broke a deal with me, but she was a smart girl - she had an option written into her contract, thanks in part to a smart New England lawyer.”  Sam heard The Devil mutter something about “that damned interfering Daniel Webster.”

“At any rate, it specified that, should the deal be broken, she would spend 200 years in service to me, and, on the night of the 200th year, she could leave to live out the rest of her natural life.”  The Devil paused and smiled again.

“But, while she doesn’t lose her soul, she also doesn’t quite break free of our agreement.  You see, there was one special clause that Thelma failed to read, way back in the back of the contract.  ‘Should the party of the first part, in this case Thelma, decided to leave the service of the party of the second part, that would be me, then the party of the second part reserves the right to assign a ‘control supervisor’ to assure that she would be cared for in whatever way he or she saw fit.’  In other words, my boy…I’m giving Thelma to you.”

“B…b…but….”

“Come, come, Sam…you’re alone in life, you don’t even have a secretary, and Thelma hasn’t left this place in 200 years.  She needs someone to keep her in check while she’s learning all the ropes.”  Lucifer lowered his voice conspiratorily.  “And besides…she gives great head.”  He turned to Thelma.  “Show him!”

At that, Thelma brought her head from the floor and looked at me like a hungry cat who just spotted cream.  She undulated across the floor on her knees, wiggling her ass in an attempt to make her crawling even more sexy.  In no time, she was between my legs, pulling down the zipper on my pants with her teeth.  As she slowly drew my cock out of my shorts and began running her long red nails over its length, she whispered, “We’re going to have such fun, you and I.  I’ll do anything you want, anything at all.”

Lucifer walked over and sat on the couch beside me.  “I had her lick up your piss because it bonded her to you.  Now, she’ll always be at your beck and call, ready and willing, for the rest of your natural life.  And that’s just my special gift to you.  You still haven’t told me what you want…what I can give you.”

At this point, I was barely aware of his own name.  As Thelma’s lips slid up and down on my cock, she was using her hands, her nails, her tongue in ways that I never even knew existed.  In short order, she had me right on the edge of cumming, and held me there, not letting me go.

“It’s the moment of truth, Sam.  Time to make your deal with the Devil.  What can I do in return for you soul?”

As I trembled in ecstacy and agony, Thelma looked up sweetly from between my legs and whispered, “I’m so looking forward to servicing the best private dick in the world.”

Words tumbled from my mouth in no order, but something in what I said apparently interested Lucifer greatly.  He wrote it down, and asked me twice if I was sure that was what I wanted.  I nodded, bobbing my head furiously.  “Yes, yes, ANYTHING, just let me cum!”

“So be it.”  And with that, my balls released and I flooded Thelma’s mouth with my cum.

It would be the last time that happened for quite a while.

This is where you came in….

“Ohhhhhh yesssss…right there Sam!  Oh yeah, baby!  Keep doing it just like that!”

Just like any business deal, it always seems the Devil is in the details.  And its not what you mean, its what you say.

“Ohhhh Godddddd….the things you do with that tongue…aaaaaahhhhhhhh!!!!!!!”

When Thelma looked up at me and said “the best private dick in the world,” it stuck in my mind, and I thought, that’s what I want to be…that’s what I want from the devil.

“Keep it up, baby, just a little more…I’m soooo close….”

But what came out of my mouth was “Thelma’s…private…dick….”

“Oooooooooooooooooooooooooooo  shhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhitt!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!”

Oh, I’ll give it to the Devil, he tried to give me an out, to realize what I was saying.

“Pleasssssssssssse……ppppplllllleeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeesssssssseee!!!!!”

But needing to cum so badly, I just nodded my head, willing to go with whatever I had said just to able to release.

“Cccccccuuuuuummmmmmminnnnnnggggggggggg!!!!”

If it’s any consolation, it was the best cum of my life.

So, now, on most days, you’ll find me between Thelma’s legs, fucking or sucking to her endless content.

And, in between, I’m fulfilling my contract, as I continue to be Thelma’s private dick, and a very dedicated one at that.  She rents me out to interested parties…women and men…for $250 an hour, plus expenses.  But hey, it beats shadowing cheating husbands and chasing down skip traces, like I used to do.  And it pays a lot better, too.  At least, I think so, since Thelma now has a very nice house and a limo.

And, if I’m really, really good, once in a while, Mistress will let me cum…in my hand…after jerking myself off.

Am I imagining things, or is that the Devil smiling up at me?

FINIS

