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      Begin your Moonlight journey today with a FREE copy of MOONLIGHT FALLS, the first novel in the Thriller and Shamus Award winning series.

      

      Or visit WWW.VINZANDRI.COM to nab all of Vin’s pulse-pounding thrillers and mysteries.

      

      "Vincent Zandri is one of the most acclaimed thriller writers working today!"

      --Publishers Weekly

      

      “Zandri (is) a veteran wordsmith who executes quality and quantity at superlative levels.”

      --Book Reporter

      

      "The story of Vincent Zandri is the story of our times."

      --Business Insider

      

      "Vincent Zandri hails from the future."

      --The New York Times

      

      “Sensational . . . masterful . . . brilliant.”

      --New York Post

      

      "...big time author..."

      --Digital Journal

      

      “. . . Oh, what a story it is . . . Riveting . . . A terrific old-school thriller.”

      —Booklist “Starred Review”

      

      “Zandri does a fantastic job with this story. Not only does he scare the reader, but the horror

      show he presents also scares the man who is the definition of the word “tough.”

      —Suspense Magazine

      

      “(The Innocent) is a thriller that has depth and substance, wickedness and compassion.”

      —The Times-Union (Albany)

      

      "The action never wanes."

      —Fort Lauderdale Sun-Sentinel

      

      "Gritty, fast-paced, lyrical and haunting."

      —Harlan Coben, New York Times bestselling author of Six Years

      

      "Tough, stylish, heartbreaking."

      —Don Winslow, New York Times bestselling author of Savages and Cartel.

      

      “A tightly crafted, smart, disturbing, elegantly crafted complex thriller . . . I dare you to start it and not keep reading.”

      —MJ Rose, New York Times bestselling author of Halo Effect and Closure

      

      “A classic slice of raw pulp noir . . .”

      —William Landay, New York Times bestselling author of Defending Jacob
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      " Death doesn't exist. It never did, it never will. But we've drawn so many pictures of it, so many years, trying to pin it down, comprehend it, we've got to thinking of it as an entity, strangely alive and greedy. All it is, however, is a stopped watch, a loss, an end, a darkness. Nothing.”

      

      --Ray Bradbury
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      I love garage sales, but not for the reasons you might think. I’m not into owning anyone else’s germ-stained junk, nor am I a cheap man who insists on purchasing hand-me-downs just to save a nickel here or a buck there. But…and this is a big BUT…there’s money to be made in garage sales. Allow me to explain.

      First off, I’m a writer by trade. Sometimes I’m flush with cash, either from a good month of sales or a lucrative advance, or both. On occasion, I’ll sell movie rights to one of my stories. On other occasions, I’ll sell the foreign rights. That’s the good news.

      But here’s the bad news about being a full-time fiction writer: the money isn’t steady. Let’s face it, writing is a hobby. It’s not a real job in the 9-5, secure, 401K, mega health benefits sense of a real job. There’s nothing secure about it. It’s feast or famine, if you’ll excuse the tired cliché. But hey, sometimes clichés work. What I’m getting at is that it pays to find another means of income. A guaranteed means of income. That’s why every Saturday and Sunday you’ll find me rummaging around garage sales.

      Here’s how it works: I pick up some no-longer-needed crap, like an old record player, or a stationary bike, or even a drum set, and then I resell them online for five or six times what I paid for them. Easy peasy lemon squeazy like dear old Mom used to say (May she rest in peace).

      It’s exactly what I’m doing this morning. Rummaging around not a garage sale necessarily, but an estate sale, which is sort of like a garage sale, only for rich people. The driveway is full of the usual racks of old clothing, boxes of CDs, video games, and even books. When I discover one that I wrote, “The Pushers” by Nick Angelo, I pick it up and gaze at the dust jacket. The black and white photo on the back is of a younger, handsomer me. More hair, and clean-shaven as opposed to my current cropped hair and perpetual razor stubble.

      Finding the book brings back a lot of memories. I was married to Marie back when I wrote it. She was the love of my life and when she passed away, I thought my whole world was about to crumble beneath my feet. It nearly did. If not for my writing, I might have gone insane. But you can’t dwell on the past. I put the book back and move on.

      My eyes see it then. Something that immediately makes the fine hairs on the back of my neck stand at attention. It’s a television. The exact kind of black-and-white set my Mom and Dad owned back when I was just a kid.
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      I know what you’re thinking. Who the hell is going to buy a fifty-year-old television that likely doesn’t even work? How the hell am I going to resell it online? But you’d be surprised at the number of freaky people who love to live the retro lifestyle. And if this TV actually works…if all the old tubes are still functioning…all the better. I’ll bet I can fetch five hundred for it if the right buyer comes along.

      I pay the estate representative the ten bucks he’s asking for it and carry it to my car. But before I exit the garage sale, he looks into my eyes and makes a funny smirk.

      “Don’t I know you from somewhere?” he says.

      The old copy of “The Pushers” he’s got for sale in the box of books he’s selling for a quarter apiece comes to mind.

      “Not sure how that’s possible,” I say. “I’m not from around here.”

      His smirk turns into a grin. 

      “Oh, I see,” he says. “You’re a garage sale junkie. I’ve been getting a lot of those today.”

      “You could say that,” I say.

      Turning I make my way to the car and store the TV in the passenger seat where my wife used to sit. For a brief beat, I pause and stare at the seat. I see her smiling, pretty face, and the long dark hair that veiled it. I feel a pit in my stomach. It’s been years and yet it still feels like she died only moments ago. I feel the accident in my lower back every day now.

      Sometimes I dream about it, and wake up in a pool of sweat, my breathing labored and my heart pounding. I automatically place my hand in the place where Marie slept in our bed. It used to be that just her touch…her very presence…was enough to calm me down after a bad dream. But that place is empty now, and my back seems to be getting worse and worse with each passing day. 

      They say time heals all wounds. But that’s absolute bullshit, if you’ll pardon my French.
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      Bad back or no bad back, when I get home, I carry the surprisingly heavy TV into the house and set it on top of an old wooden barstool I’ve been meaning to unload online but haven’t quite gotten around to yet. I plug it in and twist the knob that turns it on. I stare at the screen and wait. When the familiar little white circle appears and expands to full screen, I feel a wave of happiness fill my veins. It’s almost like I’ve resurrected a dead person.

      I turn the channels, one at a time, and get mostly fuzzy black and white lines and snow. Not surprising considering there are only cable stations in the modern world. The sound of static fills the living room. But I keep hunting anyway. When I turn to channel ten, I get the surprise of my life.

      An old western is being broadcast over the airwaves. How in the world is that possible? Maybe it’s a public television airwave. I remember the TV show from when I was a boy. The Rifleman. I used to watch the reruns on the black and white portable set in my bedroom. Chuck Conners played the badass, Lucas McCain.

      “Holy crap, how long has it been, Lucas?” I say out loud, my eyes fixated on the sawed-off rifle he used as an equalizer in the big bad Old West. Who doesn’t like a good Western?

      For such an old TV from a different century, the picture is perfectly clear and the sound is even better. I have to admit, it’s going to be tough for me to part with it now that I know how well it works. I can bet the previous owner hardly ever used it.

      I decide to celebrate with a cold beer now that it’s nearing Happy Hour. Beer, it’s the only thing that really works on my bad back.

      I head out of the living room and into the dining room that’s attached to the old kitchen. Opening the fridge, I reach for a cold can of beer. Pop the tab. Take a deep satisfying drink while listening to Chuck Conners’s deep, raspy, almost comforting voice. But what’s not comforting is my lower back. Hefting that old TV around was probably not the smartest idea in the world.

      I go to the counter where I keep my bottle of Ibuprofen. Uncapping the bottle, I pour four pills into the palm of my hand and swallow them with a swig of beer. 

      Then, while I’m staring out the kitchen window onto the backyard and the many pine and oak trees that form a barrier between my neighborhood and the one directly to the east, I hear a TV commercial that brings back so many memories from my childhood.

      “My husband, some hotshot,” the young Chinese laundry woman says. “Here his ancient Chinese secret. Calgon.”

      Holy crap, I must have really stumbled upon some sort of cool retro station. Something I might have watched incessantly as a kid. And then I hear a woman say the name Nick.

      “Nick, are you there?”

      My body freezes. I feel like the earth has shifted on its axis and all semblance of balance has escaped me.

      “Nick, please, are you there?” pleads the voice.

      The voice belongs to my dead wife, Marie.
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