It was a damn hot day. Private Detective Dick Ramsey pulled the window open, for all the good it did. The sweltering air from the street pooled into the office, and ruffled the papers on his desk. The groans of traffic drifted in and the sounds of Manhattan, of people shouting and fighting and living, came up from the streets. 

There was a knock at the door. “Come in” he growled “it’s open!”

A mail boy popped his head in the door, eyes wide with excitement. “Letter for you, Mister Ramsey!” He held out an elegant white envelope in a shaking hand. Ramsey snatched the delivery and tore it open. He began to scan the lines of typed text when he noticed the kid was still standing there, and threw him a nickel.

“Thank you Mister Ramsey! It’s an honor to meet you, Sir! Just last week the papers printed how you and the Brooklyn Busboys bust up the Order of Magentine Swallows over in Queens, and…” Ramsey rolled his eyes to heaven and cut him off.

“Get away from, kid, you bother me” he snarled, and slammed the door. It was hard enough keeping the streets of Manhattan clean, without these damn kids thinking he was some kind of hero.

Ramsey read the letter. Then he read it again: 

Dear Mr. Ramsey,


It is only under the greatest protest that I write to you. You may not be aware, but a murderer is at loose in the city of Berlin fear. The coward has been poisoning those youths of our city who attend these American-style Jazz clubs that have sprung up – particularly the Blue Cat. It is my belief that soon the killer will be apprehended. However, against my wishes, I have been ordered to ask for your assistance. I am certain it is not needed, but I am required to offer you a generous daily paycheck and expenses if you accept. I sincerely hope you do not. I do not believe that the grand city of Berlin requires the brash presence of the “great investigator” that your American papers brag of so proudly.

Ernst Geffler

Polizeihauptkommissar Ernst Geffler,

Kriminalpolizei,

Berlin

This was a big job. Something he couldn’t do on his own. Maybe even too big for him and the Busboys. He’d have to call in some favours. The Doc was good for it – he owed Ramsey big time and he was always happy to help. And though he hated to admit it, Ramsey would have to call in on Lilly LeLay. Yeah… it was time to get the whole team together. Time for:

OPERATION RAMROD!

in

      “Punch Drunk in Paradise”

a Dick Ramsey and the Brooklyn Busboys adventure
Letitia “Lilly” LeLay – femme fatale and brothel madame

[image: image1.jpg]


Life isn’t easy for a working girl in New York City. So why work? Early in life you realized you get a lot from guys by looking good and being easy. A little later on, you learned you could anything you want from guys by looking great and being hard-to-get. 

You always knew you were smarter and better looking than the other girls in your neighborhood. It didn’t take you long to realize you were more ruthless either. A lot of the street-girls were really badly treated by their handlers, and you reckoned you could do a better job

Pretty soon, you had the best looking girls in the city working for you, and you had opened a small and discrete brothel. You treated them better then anywhere else in the city… and because you have the best girls, you attract the right clientele. You can call on favours from enough people in this city that no one has tried to muscle in on you for a while. And the last few that did… they discovered the hard way that Lilly LeLay can handle herself.

The other members of Operation Ramrod:

Dick Ramsey: Dick Ramsey is your one great weakness. You’d never let him know, but the “Great Investigator” is one of the few men with a place in your heart. He’s one of the few truly honest and noble you’ve ever met… even if he is mean son of a bitch. You two have had an alliance for a long time now. You slip information his way from your contacts in the underworld, and he occasionally helps you out if someone needs roughing up. Word on the street is there used to be something between you two… but you ain’t saying nothing.

The Brooklyn Busboys: The Busboys are old cronies of Ramseys from back in his Brooklyn days. The little one, an Irishman called Mickey Hannigan, is a frequent visitor to your girls. He’s a nasty piece of work whose handy with a knife. The tall Mexican, Manny Calavera, is a different story. He’s a tall, cool customer who’s smooth with the ladies. You know he gets up to more dodgy dealings than Ramsey knows about, but that’s between them.

Professor Herbert “Doc” Thaqueray: This old fart is some kind of British Professor. Ramsey must have done him some big favour once, because he always helps out whenever Dick comes calling. You get the feeling it’s more because he likes the excitement of getting out of the University and joining you on your adventures.
Name: Letitia “Lilly” LeLay
Player: 

Attributes:

Agility
d8

Smarts
d8

Spirit

d6

Strength
d4

Vigor

d6
Derived Stats:

Pace

6 (+d6 if running)

Parry

2

Toughness
5

Charisma
+2
Skills:

Gambling
d6

Guts

d6

Persuasion
d8

Shooting
d8

Streetwise
d6

Taunt

d8

Stealth
d8

Hindrances:

Stubborn – even when it’s painfully obvious that you’re wrong, you just refuse to admit it

Vengeful – if someone wrongs you, no matter how slight, you’ll seek retribution. Not to the point of murdering anyone… you’re not psychotic.

Edges:

Attractive – you’re a swell looking Dame. You get +2 to Charisma, a bonus that is added to all social rolls

Strong willed – +2 to Intimidate and Taunt rolls, as well as Spirit and Smarts rolls when resisting Tests of Will attacks. 

Inventory:

Lady sized Derringer pistol (2d6, 2 shots before reload, Armor Piercing 1)

Killer heels (Str+d4)

Make-up case

Wounds:

-1

-2

-3

INCAPACITATED!

Fatigue:

-1

-2

