Rona Gets the Creeps 
by Rebecca Benston

Chapter One
I answered the call, not knowing what I was getting myself into and really not caring.  On the other end of the line I heard a squeaky, childlike voice.  
"Ms. Shively?" the voice asked.
I screwed up my face as I listened, hoping that whatever it was would straighten itself out before the next sentence was spoken.  "Yes, can I help you?"
"I'm calling to ask if you might be able to help me find my Booshka," the voice said, still squeaking and unfortunately, still quite annoying.
"Pardon?" I said.
"My Booshka," the voice said, I still had no idea whether or not the caller was male or female. "He's lost and I need help finding him."
"Excuse me," I said, "I'm not sure I can actually locate Booshkas.  What exactly would I be looking for?"
"He's my pet iguana," the voice said, "he's escaped from his cage and I cannot find him anywhere.  I'm afraid someone has taken him.  He's never left my apartment before..."
This is the stupidest call I have ever gotten, I thought to myself.  "Ma'am?" I ventured, cutting the caller off before they could say more. 
"My name is Herman, I'm not a ma'am," he said with a huff.  
"Okay, sorry about that, Sir," I said, "I don't think this is the kind of case I am prepared to handle."
"You don't do animals?" Herman asked.
"Well, no, not really," I said.
"I'm prepared to pay you $1,000 to find my Booshka," he said, "I'll give you the cash up front."
"My fee is $85 per hour," I said, "What if it takes longer than a couple of days to locate your...Booshka?" I really hated having to say that word out loud.  It sounded somehow perverse and a little suggestive.
"I'm sure he's around here somewhere," Herman said, "I'm just having difficulty finding him by myself.  I just need an extra set of eyes."
I let out a sigh as I thought about this.  Could I take a couple of days to look for a stupid iguana?  If this guy looked anything like he sounded, I was in for a treat.  I hated to deal with creeps this close to Halloween.  
"Okay," I said finally, "Give me your address and I'll come by this afternoon.  We can start looking this evening."
In case we haven't met, my name is Rona Shively.  I'm 39 years old and I'm a private detective.  I live in a small town outside Las Vegas called Crystal Ridge.  I've been doing the private eye thing for years, but it's never really been something I enjoyed to the point of calling it a career.  Generally, I only work with humans, but occasionally, I get a call from an old lady who has lost her yappy dog or something stupid like that.  This guy was probably a big dork, but I figured it wouldn't hurt me to help him out if he really was going to pay me up front.  
I got up from my desk and walked over to the one small window in my office.  I closed the blinds and then went into my tiny bathroom to make sure the light was off before I left for the day.  It was about eleven in the morning, but once I left for lunch today, I wasn't coming back.  Really, there was no need.  I had no active cases other than the one I was getting ready to pick up.  Business had been a little slow lately and the cash would definitely help.  
I grabbed my handbag and backed out the door of the office, making sure the door locked when I pulled it shut.  The building was deserted as usual.  There were only about five tenants housed in all four floors.  This left about ten offices vacant.  The landlord didn't seem to be worried about the unused space.  He hadn't raised the rent in about two years and he almost never showed up to bug me unless I was running behind.
The elevator was broken, as usual, so I took the stairs.  When I reached my Jeep, I got inside quickly and started it up to get the air conditioner going.  It was about eighty degrees, a hot day for October in Nevada.  I rolled the windows down to let some of the heat out so that the car could cool down.  As I sat there, I looked in my side mirror and saw a man approaching my Jeep.  I rolled the windows up quickly and locked the doors just in case this was some thug that was after me from one of my previous cases.  It's always possible that one will catch up with me.
The man knocked on my window with his pinky ring.  I opened the window a crack and said, "What?"
"You the private detective that works in that building over there?" he asked.  He pointed to my building. 
"Why?" I asked.
"I just went up to see the private detective who works up there," he said, "and she wasn't in."
"When?" I asked.  That covered three of the big questions.
He was starting to get annoyed with me.  I could tell by the way his pasty face had started to turn bright red.  
"Listen, I need a private detective and I'm looking for her," he said, "are you her?"
"Am I she?" I asked back.  I really am an asshole.  It's a wonder he didn't reach through that crack in the window and slap me.
"Are you her?" he asked impatiently.
"Well, yes," I said, "I'm her.  What do you need?"
"I need help," he said, "Are you going to get out of the car or am I going to stand here talking to this crack in the window?"
I started to make a witty comment about talking to cracks, but thought better of it.  Chicken shit that I am, I decided I'd just roll the window down a little more while keeping the door locked.  "How's this?" I asked.
He shook his head, "Jeez, lady, you're real professional you know that?"
"I try," I said.  I really should have gone to that Customer Service for P.I.'s workshop last month.
"Okay, here's the deal," he said, standing with one hand on the door of my Jeep and the other gripping his neck as though he were holding his head in place.  "My wife has this friend.  He's kind of creepy, a big lump of a guy.  Anyway, I think I saw something the other night when I went over by his house that I shouldn't have seen."
"Like what?" I asked.  I admit, I was intrigued at this point.
"Like, I'm not sure what the hell it was, but it wasn't right," he said.  "All I know is that I don't want my Margaret hanging around with this guy anymore and I can't convince her to stay away from him without some pictures or something."
"This guy wasn't doing sacrifices or anything like that was he?" I asked.
"Well, no, not exactly," he said, "It really is complicated.  You'd have to go with me so I could show you myself."  
I pondered this for a moment.  Two creepy guys in one day.  What were the odds?  I really didn't have anything else to do, but I really wasn't much for dealing with crazies either.  Low-lifes, yes, but crazies...not so much.
"I can't do it tonight," I said, "but I might be able to tomorrow night.  You should know that I charge $85 an hour and I need at least $250 up front."  
He reached into his pocket and pulled out three $100 dollar bills.  He handed them to me and said, "Tomorrow night, I'll meet you here and we'll go over there together."
I took the money and looked at him for a moment, "Well, okay," I said.  "I'll see you tomorrow night.  By the way, what's your name?"
"Larry," he said, "Larry Karpalski."
“See you tomorrow night, Mr. Karpalski,” I said.  With that, he left and I headed out to find some lunch.  
When I got to the IHOP, I went inside and let the waitress seat me.  She brought coffee and I got out my notebook so that I could write down some of what had just happened at the office.  Larry Karpalski and hi s wife, Margaret were in some sort of domestic disagreement over a friend of hers.  I was going with Mr. Karpalski to spy on this guy tomorrow night and had already been paid $300 on account.  I also wrote down Herman’s name and that I was to meet him this afternoon to help him find his pet iguana, Booshka.  He was going to pay $1,000 up front for my assistance.  Not a bad day’s work.  
I ordered some pancakes and eggs for lunch, ate quickly and then got back in the Jeep and drove to the address that Herman had given me earlier.  When I got there, I was not surprised by what I saw.  The house was dark; it looked like something out of a horror film complete with iron gates and two big statues of gargoyles on either side of the front door.   I parked and got out, approaching the house slowly as I felt my handbag for the outline of my gun.  It was in there, so I breathed a sigh of relief as I stepped up on the porch and knocked on the door.  
After a few moments, the door creaked open and a very small man appeared.  I looked down at him and fought back the urge to chuckle.  I’m only 5’2” and the fact that I had to look down at this man somehow struck me funny.  
“Ms. Shively?” he asked.
I nodded, “Herman?” I asked him. 
He nodded and then stepped back to let me in the door.  He had virtually no hair and his face was pale and wrinkled.  He reminded me of Yoda, except for the big ears.  His ears were kind of normal.  He shuffled along holding onto the walls and furniture as he made his way through the house.  It was dark and I wondered why in the hell he didn’t just turn on a light.  
“So, conserving energy or something?” I asked, “Why’s it so dark in here?”
“Oh, I didn’t tell you on the phone, dear,” he said in that icky voice of his, “I’m blind as a bat.  I can’t see two seconds in front of my face.  That’s why I needed your help.”
“Oh, really,” I said, “Well, that makes sense, then.  No wonder you can’t find your iguana.”  
“Right, right,” he said, “I almost never lose him, but he’s gotten away from me this time.”
I looked around for a light switch.  When I found one, I reached out and flipped it on.  The light helped immensely because the first thing I saw was the giant aquarium that the iguana had recently inhabited.  The top cover was pushed aside, but everything else was intact.  I didn’t think an iguana would be strong enough to push the cover off of the aquarium, but then, I didn’t like to think of slimy, slithery animals as strong.  I preferred to think of them as small and non-threatening. 
“Has anyone been in your home in the past few days?” I asked Herman.
“Well, no, nobody that would try to harm my Booshka,” he said.
Again with the Booshka, I thought.  “Okay, who was here, then?” I asked.
“My cleaning lady,” he said and he didn’t even snicker when he said it, so I assumed it was true.  Although from the looks of the place, he was getting screwed on this deal.  
“My cousin, Willie and his friend Josh were here yesterday,” he said.  “They said that Booshka was fine when they were here.”
“What time was that?” I asked.
“Around noon,” he said, “They came over for lunch.”
I walked around the living room and took a look at the place.  There were taco wrappers and soft drink cans still lying on the coffee table.  “Tacos?” I asked.
“Yes, how did you know?” he asked.
“Lucky guess,” I said, figuring I might as well make him think I was at least somewhat intuitive.
I stepped into the hallway and looked across to the kitchen which was directly in front of me.  It was messy, but not as bad as I had expected it to be.  A few dirty dishes and some trash overflowing, but nothing too nasty.  
“You really should tell that cleaning lady to do a better job,” I said.  “It looks like she hasn’t emptied the trash in a few days.”
“Well, she hasn’t been here yet today,” he said, “She’s usually here by now and I haven’t heard from her.”
“Hmm,” I said as I walked down the hallway and opened the bathroom door.  The smell hit me like a ton of bricks.  I looked down and saw a woman lying on the floor of the bathroom, her head near the toilet bowl and perched on her chest, a rather large, rather lazy iguana.
“I’ve got good news and bad news, Herman,” I said.  “Where’s your phone?”


Chapter Two
The police arrived just twenty minutes later and before I knew it, they had removed the body of the cleaning lady and Booshka was resting safely in his aquarium.  Herman was sitting on the couch with his head in his hands.  The police were asking him questions about the last time he had talked to the cleaning lady.  I had told Herman that he didn’t need to pay me $1,000, but he had insisted that I take the money.  I had, after all, found his Booshka.  Now he just needed to find out what had happened to his maid.  I offered to look into things for him, but he said he would rather just leave it to the police.  So, after I was given the okay to leave, I got in the Jeep and headed back to my apartment.  
The whole way home, something was nagging at me.  The woman in that bathroom had been there for at least 24 hours.  Surely Herman had gone to the bathroom today.  It wasn’t likely that he hadn’t known she was there.  Maybe he had been attempting to use me as some sort of alibi by having me come over and take a look around for the iguana.  I had a sneaking suspicion that he had let Booshka out of his cage.  Something wasn’t right, but he hadn’t seemed that sinister and I hadn’t gotten a weird, murderer vibe from him.  He could have been some other kind of depraved lunatic, but not a murderer.  What about his cousin Willie and his friend, Josh?  Wouldn’t they have seen her in the bathroom when they came over for lunch?  This didn’t make any sense.    
I went into my apartment and put my bag on the hook by the door.  I threw some fish flakes into my aquarium for Opie and Aunt Bea, my pet guppies.  I looked at them for a moment, feeling somehow closer to them after having successfully found a “lost” pet iguana.  That’s when it came to me.  Herman must have known who killed his cleaning lady, but he was afraid to call the police.  He must have been afraid of Willie and/or Josh and that’s why he called in a neutral third party like me.   Since I was a female, if they saw me going into his house, they might not have thought anything of it.  For all they knew, I was some kind of hooker.  Though I hoped I really didn’t look like the type of woman who might visit a four foot tall man at his house in the middle of the day for a quickie.  
I picked up my phone and called Herman’s number.  I got the machine.  When it beeped, I left my name and number and told Herman to give me a call as soon as possible.  After that, I ordered a pizza from Pesci’s and settled onto the couch for a break from all of the day’s mayhem.  Nothing was on television, so I hauled out my laptop and started to make some notes about the events I had witnessed.  By the time the pizza arrived, I had written several pages of hypothetical scenarios about the iguana and the dead cleaning lady.   As I ate my dinner, I continued to ponder what might have happened over there.  I came to the conclusion that I needed to go to sleep and forget about the little man and his lizard for the night.
When I awoke the next morning, I went to my refrigerator and took out the pizza from the night before.  I didn’t bother to heat it up, it was better cold.  For breakfast, I had two slices of cold pizza and a Coke.  After that, I showered and dressed.  After that, I went to work.  At work, I sat there for a while and then I decided it was time to go to lunch.  It was an exciting day.  I left the office long enough to get a sandwich and then I came back to finish some paperwork on the iguana case.  I checked my machine in hopes that Herman had called back, but he hadn’t.   The hours passed slowly, but finally, it was six-thirty.  I packed up and headed for my Jeep.  
I got downstairs in record time and that’s when I remembered that I was supposed to meet Larry Karpalski tonight to go and spy on someone.  “Shit!” I said.  I didn’t feel like going all the way upstairs again, so I just waited in my Jeep.  At about seven-fifteen, Larry showed up.  He walked up to the window and knocked as he had the day before.  I rolled it down and told him to get in.
He walked around to the passenger side and got in.  As he put on his seatbelt, he said, “We’re going about three blocks down and past the cemetery.”
I drove and when we got to the cemetery, I slowed.  He told me to pull to the curb and that we would be able to see everything in just a few minutes.  It was now about eight o’clock and just starting to get dark outside.  I pulled over and we sat there looking out past the tombstones at a small house that was situated across the street from the cemetery.  I tapped my fingers on the steering wheel and looked over at Larry.  He was staring out at the house and not paying much attention to anything else.  I cleared my throat and said, “What exactly are we watching for?”
“You’ll see,” he said, “he does this crazy shit every night right about now.”
I waited and nothing was happening.  I thought about just leaving, but then remembered that I had already been paid to sit here for at least a couple of hours.  I started to say something else, but that’s when I saw it.  A very large man, dressed in some kind of costume came running out of the front door and hopped over the cemetery fence.  He ran through the graveyard weaving in and out of the tombstones and even jumping up to perch on top of a couple of them along the way.  This guy moved with the quickness of a cat, but I was guessing he was weighing in at around three hundred pounds.  It was extremely unnerving.  Suddenly, he turned and before I knew what was happening, he had bounced back over the fence and run back into the house.  I did see what I assumed was meant to be a large, black tail flopping behind him as he ran back to his house.  
“What the hell was that?” I asked, “Was he dressed up as a big, black cat?”
“Yep,” Larry said, “You see? You see why I don’t want my Margaret around him?”
“Well, obviously,” I said, “I wish I’d had my camera with me.  Why didn’t you warn me?”
“I wanted to see if he would do it again.  He’s done it for the past three nights and I was just hoping that I’d have a witness this time,” he said, “We can take pictures tomorrow night.”
“Tomorrow night, “I said, “of course.”  I had hoped I would never have to see such a thing again, but I had already accepted the money.  I was stuck.
We drove back to my office and I agreed to meet Larry tomorrow night with my camera to go back and watch the very, large man in a cat suit run through the cemetery again.  What a way to spend my Friday night.


Chapter Three
When I got home, I had a message from Herman.  I immediately called him back to see what had happened after the cops left yesterday.  
“I’m sorry I didn’t answer your call last night, “ he said, “I was exhausted after the police left and I just wanted to get some rest.”
“No problem, “I said, “I figured it was something like that.  Listen, I was thinking that all of this was a little strange.  The iguana being out of its cage, the cleaning lady, your cousin Willie.”
“How so?” he asked.
“Are you asking me to believe that you didn’t go to the bathroom at all yesterday, Herman?” I asked.  No reason to sugarcoat things at this point.  He had to know that I’d be curious about things.  I’m a P.I. for God’s sake.
“Well, I…uh…of course, but I…” he tried to say, “I have a bathroom in the master bedroom that I use.”  
“What about your cousin and his friend?” I asked, still skeptical, “They didn’t go to the bathroom while they were at your house?”
“Well, I don’t know, “he said, “What are you getting at?”
“I’m getting at the fact that someone knows something about how that lady ended up dead in your bathroom and I think you are that someone,” I said.
“I have to go now,” he said, “Thank you for helping me find Booshka.”
After that, I heard a click and then the dial tone.  He had hung up on me.  Not in a rude way, but he had clearly hung up on me.  I wasn’t sure if I should call the police or just let it go.  This was just strange.  I decided that I would just try and let it go.  If the police wanted to talk to me about it, they knew where to find me.  After all, I wasn’t getting paid to figure this one out.  I had a large man in a cat suit to worry about and I was truly afraid to go to sleep for fear that my dreams would be riddled with the absurd images from the cemetery earlier tonight. 


Chapter Four  
The next night, I sat with Larry in the Jeep and at around eight-fifteen; the big, black cat appeared once more.  I made sure to get some good pictures, zooming in on the face of the man which was visible under some dark makeup he had applied for effect no doubt.  He jumped up on a large tombstone and looked around and then turned and ran back into the house.  
I looked at Larry, Larry looked at me and we both shook our heads.  We drove back to the office in silence and when we arrived there, I told him I would develop the pictures and get them to him asap.  
“Out of curiosity, who is that guy?” I asked.
“His name is Willie Sutton,” Larry said, “He’s a bodyguard at one of the clubs downtown.”
“Willie Sutton,” I said, “How long has your wife known him?”
“She’s known him for years,” he said, “they used to work at Marshall’s cleaning service together.”
“What does your wife do for a living?” I asked.
“She’s a maid,” he said.
I felt a chill run up my spine.  “Does your wife know you’re doing this?” I asked.
“No, no way,” he said, “She’s out of town right now, visiting her mother in Albuquerque.”
I swallowed hard, “How long has she been gone?” 
“Three days or so, “he said, “She’s due back tomorrow night.”
I had a very bad feeling, so I just went ahead and asked him, “What does she look like?”


Chapter Five
Larry gave me a brief description of his wife, but didn’t seem concerned about why I had asked about her.  I decided not to mention anything to him until I checked things out for myself.  When I got home, I called the Crystal Ridge Police Department and asked for one of the two detectives who were working the case at the iguana house.  When he picked up, I told him who I was and then asked him if they had been able to identify the cleaning lady yet.  He said that they had and that he couldn’t tell me who she was because it was clearly none of my business.   I was really hoping that he would be a little more gracious than he was, but that’s what I get for hoping.  
I hung up, feeling a little deflated.  There really wasn’t anything I could do, other than maybe call Herman back.  If he told me his cousin’s name was Willie Sutton, I was sure that the dead maid’s name would in fact, be Margaret Karpalski.  I called Herman and when he answered, I didn’t bother to say hello, I just said, “What is your cousin’s last name?”
“Hello,” he said, “who is this?”
“It’s Rona Shively, what is your cousin’s last name?” I asked.
“It’s Sutton, just like mine,” he said. “Why do you ask?”
“Okay, what was your maid’s name?” I asked, not answering his question.
“My maid, I don’t know,” he said, “she was new.”
“Okay, thanks,” I said.  With that, I hung up on him.  No need to be nice at this point.  His cousin had killed that maid and then he had gone home to frolic about the cemetery in a large cat suit.  What kind of crazy shit was that?
I called the police and left and anonymous tip about a large man running through the cemetery naked.  I figured the naked part would get them there faster than if I had told them he was wearing a cat suit.  They like to ignore crazies, too.  They said that they would send a car over and asked me to leave my name.  I hung up on them, too.  They didn’t need to know who I was.  They never told me anything when I asked, so why should I be more cooperative at this point?
I fixed myself some dinner and after a couple of hours, I went to bed.  When I got up the next morning, I turned on the news to see what was happening.  Sure enough, the giant cat had been captured and they were calling him the Kitty-Kat Killer.  Nice, I thought.  How creative.  I received a call from Mr. Karpalski later that evening asking me if I had anything to do with the police capturing Willie Sutton.  I told him I had no idea what he was talking about.  He told me not to bother with the pictures and I told him I was sorry to hear of his loss.  
I somehow heard later that Sutton had been trying to talk Margaret into leaving Larry for the last six months and when she told him that she only thought of him as a friend, he had cried until she agreed to think about his offer.  Margaret had told Larry she was visiting her mother so that she could take some time to think about things.    As it turned out, she had gone to Herman’s house to meet with Willie.  She told him that she had thought about it and that she wasn’t interested in leaving Larry.  Willie had gotten upset with her and she had locked herself in the bathroom.  He pleaded with her and tried to convince her to come out.  He was mad and when he got mad, he tended to do very mean things to people.  When she had finally opened the door, he had thrown Booshka on her and she’d had a heart attack which had in fact, killed her.  He felt so bad, he flipped out.  Hence the cat suit and the grave dancing.    
From now on, I’m not taking any cases that have anything to do with animals.  So don’t ask.
Happy Halloween!!!!


