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	Introduction

	By Eric Campbell

	 

	Damn, it’s hard to believe that Down & Out Books has published fifty-nine books thus far. And I’m far from done. 

	For those who don’t know, I started D&OB over three years ago after investing and working with Ben LeRoy and Alison Dasho at Tyrus Books. After we sold Tyrus, a burning need to contribute in some small way to the crime fiction genre I so enjoy burned strongly. I blame Jon and Ruth Jordan for fanning the flame by allowing me to publish the ebook edition of Crimespree Magazine.

	People often ask how I’m able to juggle a demanding day job, a family and still find time to chase my passion. I tell you this: if it weren’t for the support and strength of my family—thank you Christy, Anthony and Trevor—I would not have jumped into D&OB with both feet. They are the best!

	This collection came about while speaking with a few of the folks I have published. They encouraged me to put together this collection as a way to say thanks to the reading community for three wonderful years.

	In closing, thank you, Constant Reader. Thanks to Sandi Loper for her assistance. Thanks to J.T. Lindroos for providing a great supply of wonderful covers. And thank you to the Authors who placed their faith in D&OB and me. 

	I am humbled and forever grateful.

	 

	Back to TOC

	 

	



	

 

	 

	Tourettes

	By Les Edgerton

	 

	(Excerpt from Les’ newest novel, THE GENUINE, IMITATION, PLASTIC KIDNAPPING.)

	 

	Claude’s was the best place we could go, if we were gonna go out in public, Tommy explained, on the way over. “No honkies go in there hardly ever. Anybody recognizes us from the TV ain’t gonna give us up. They got that black code. Plus, we all look alike to the brothers.”

	I wasn’t too sure about any black code, but what the hell.

	When we went in, sure enough—there’s about twenty-five black brothers and the noise level went down appreciably the second we walked in. Tommy fetched us a couple of brewskies from the bartender while I used the coin phone in the back to call Cat and tell her where we were and invite her to join us, which she said she might, and we went on back to a booth. After a couple of minutes and some looks from the brothers I wasn’t crazy about, things seemed to go back to normal. Somebody played the juke box and B.B. King began to sing.

	“Tommy,” I said. “I guess I’m with you on this deal—way I see it, I got no choice. But, I have to wonder if you’ve covered all the bases here. If you’ve told me everything, for instance.”

	“What else would there be?” he said. “Have I ever held anything out on you in our partnership, Pete?”

	“Well,” I said. “I wasn’t aware we had a partnership, but yeah, you have held stuff out on me before.” I leaned forward until my face was a foot from his. “Why the fuck didn’t you tell me ol’ Fred ran a Mafia laundering operation?”

	“You think I knew that? I look stupid?”

	I leaned back, turned my head like I was talking to the imaginary person sitting to my right. “This is too easy,” I said. “I’ll leave this one for an amateur.”

	Tommy looked contrite. “Look,” he said. “I know I fucked up. But now I got the solution. Deneuvé.”

	I was having second thoughts about that. No, make that third and fourth thoughts.

	“Oh, that’s swell, Tommy. Now my mind is at ease. For a minute there, I thought I was a dead man.”

	He flashed me a smile. “Only one thing is gonna get us out of this alive. My plan.”

	“Yeah,” I said. “Or the Second Coming.”

	We had us a second beer each—Tommy had to go up to the bar as it looked like the waitress was on break—and he laid out some of the other details. He was just finishing up with all that and the door opened and in sashayed Cat, hips swinging.

	That got a reaction from the crowd. There was a hitch in the noise level and I could see the brothers stare and the sisters dig elbows into their dates. Looked like we were really on the radar now.

	“Hey, Cat,” Tommy said.

	“Hey, Tommy. Hey, Pete.” She slid in beside Tommy. So that’s the way it was going to be.

	“What’s your pleasure, Miss?” It was the bartender. Come to wait on us.

	She shined him all of her teeth. “You wouldn’t have Parfait Amore, would you, sugar?” she said. The only thing left off of her Scarlett O’Hara impression was batting her eyelashes. Pulling down her top a couple extra inches to show off her twins probably made up for that.

	“Ah,” the barkeep said. “The Drink of Love. I’m sorry, no.”

	“That’s all right,” Cat said. “I’ll have Black and White, neat, water back.”

	“From my bottle to your glass,” said the bartender and whirled around like a matador and quickstepped back to behind the bar and began pouring.

	I looked down at mine and Pete’s beers, both empty.

	The bartender returned with Cat’s two glasses.

	Tommy looked up at him and tried to match Cat’s smile. “Uh,” he said. “You suppose my friend and I could get a refill?”

	The best way I could describe how the bartender looked at him was “frosty.” “I’m a bartender, not a waiter, Slick,” he said, and stalked away.

	Tommy shot me a “fuck me” look and shook it off. “Look,” he said to me. “I’ve got some more stuff to do before tonight”—here he narrowed his eyes and furrowed his brow at me like I was supposed to pay special attention to what he was saying—”and I’ll see you back at ‘the place’ at six, Pete. Six. O’clock. Got it?”

	He stood there waiting until I repeated his instructions.

	“Yeah, Tommy. Six o’clock. I’ll set my alarm.”

	He nodded, gave Cat a little salute, and walked to the door and out.

	Cat smiled. “When Tommy told me about you, he said you used to play baseball, Pete. Did you ever meet Mickey Mantle or Babe Ruth?”

	I guess this was her version of chit-chat and socializing.

	I leaned forward, put my head in my hands. “Mantle and Ruth? Oh, yeah. We was all teammates. Back when baseball was fun.” With Tommy gone, I was starting to have buyer’s remorse about this kidnap plan. “Right now,” I went on, more to me than to her, “I’m in a rundown between third and home. You got any idea what Tommy’s brilliant scheme is that we’re supposed to do?”

	She gave me a coy little smile and stirred her drink. “I think so,” she said. “He’s grabbed some rich dude. Tommy’s a smart guy. We’re all gonna be rich.”

	We? Tommy had neglected to fill me in on the part where Cat was involved in his plan. I was just about to quiz her on that, in a particularly witty and cutting way, when the front door of the bar opened, letting in a shaft of brilliant New Orleans’ afternoon sun.

	And Sam Capelli.

	At first, I didn’t realize it was him, not paying strict attention like I shoulda been. He was halfway back before it dawned on me who it was. I flopped down below the table, like I had dropped my change, going down quicker’n vanilla ice cream off a sugar cone in August.

	“What?” said Cat, and I yanked on her Capris, and whispered, “It’s Sam. Capelli. You know him, you said. He sees me, the only thing left to do is make the funeral arrangements. What the hell’s he doin’ here? They don’t serve no pasta here. God! Let me know what he does.”

	What he does is plunk his large ass in the booth right next to ours. Cat don’t hafta tell me. When he plopped his butt on the seat, he did it with such force the edge of my seat smacked me on the head so hard I saw stars. I almost yelped, but kept it in by biting my lip in half. I sat there with blood running down my chin and tears in my eyes from the pain.

	Now I was in it but good. I’m sitting on the floor under the table in a booth in a black bar with a hooker the only thing between me and Doctor Death. There was other places I would rather be at, just then. I couldn’t stay down there for the rest of my life; somebody was sure to take note of the honky on the floor, that is, if Cat didn’t blow the whistle first, to save her own ass.

	Just then, she leaned over with an evil leer and whisper, “I shouldn’t do this, asswipe, but I feel sorry for you. I’ll get you out of here.”

	“How?” I whispered back. If she had an idea could spring me out of this jam, I’d go pick out the ring tomorrow, order the tux.

	“I’ll create a diversion. When I do, you slip out the back, get my car and park up the block. I’ll be along presently.” She reached into her purse and took something out and handed it to me. Car keys. “It’s the red Buick convertible.”

	What was she going to do? I wondered. Take her clothes off? I couldn’t think of much else she could do to not only get Sam but the other twenty-five black guys not to notice me go out the back.

	What she did do, I wouldn’t have guessed in a thousand years.

	She didn’t take her clothes off.

	She stood up and she threw a fit.

	I mean, she threw a fit.

	She starts yelling and screeching and wandering around the bar, and screaming out all kinds of derogatory things about our black brethren. Like, she said the N word. A bunch of times. “Cocksucker!” she yelled. “Mufucker! N-nigger! F-Fuck. Mutha, mutha, mutha... fuck! Nigger! Whoop!”

	You coulda drove a fork lift into my mouth, it was that far open.

	“Pussy, pussy, pussy! Whoop! Whoop, whoop, whoop! N-nigger! Shit! Fuck!”

	She was in high gear now. All I could see from the floor was black guys moving toward her from all corners.

	She kind of staggers up toward the front door, giving out with the insults, and it ain’t two seconds before she’s drawn a major crowd around her. From under the booth I see a dozen or more black dudes, most of whom have things flashing in their hands, like razors and knives and other sharp and dangerous objects. It appears as if we’re about to have a honky woman massacre. The booth shoots back again as Sam gets up and catches me up alongside the head again, and I chomp half my tongue off this time, but keep the sound effects down, just barely. It probably don’t matter; there is so much noise and babble up at the front of the bar by now nobody woulda heard me anyway, everybody present with the same fierce desire to be the first to smack Cat, separate her from her gizzard.

	Then, I caught on, almost too late. This was the diversion she was talking about, giving me a chance to slip away out the back door. I couldn’t figure out how she planned to walk away from this, being as how she was using every racial epithet any cracker had ever thought up. I hoped she knew what she was doing, but it sure looked like a suicide mission from where I was. Might as well one of us get out alive, I thought, and crawled out fast. Nobody paid me any attention, they was all up front, trying t’get at Cat and rip her apart, I figured, and I silently wished her luck and made for the back door. As I was going out, I heard her voice above the murmur of the men, and she was screeching, “Tourette’s; I got Tourette’s. It’s a disease.” I shoulda split, soon as I was clear of that door, but I hung around a minute and listened.

	“Man, I hearda that,” a man’s voice said. “It was on TV,” said another. “Oprah, I think.” “Yeah, poor bitch can’t help herself,” said still another, and another voice, I could swear it was Sam, said, “My brother-in-law has that, always yelling cusswords and stuff when he gets an attack,” and then I was gone, whipping out through the back parking lot, knocking over a couple of garbage cans I didn’t stay around to pick up. I ran the whole way till I got to the car, grabbed the keys out of my pocket, jumped in, and started it up.

	I did like she said, pulled past the bar and parked about half a block up.

	The door of Claude’s burst open and a wave of black humanity poured out. Black except for the white hooker and Sam The Bam, who were way in the back taking up the rear of the mob.

	Then, the damnedest thing happened. Three or four black dudes were around Cat, and it looked like they were slapping her on the back and hugging her. No, they must be stabbing her. No; by golly, they were patting her on the back and hugging her! I put the car in reverse and rolled toward her. When I got close, I leaned over and opened her door and pushed it out, trying to keep the car in the middle of the street, and just as I came abreast of her, I honked the horn and yelled, “Hit it, Cat! Jump in!”

	She waved at me and took a bottle of beer a smiling brother handed her and just sauntered over to me. She climbed in the car and just as she gets in, I hear a voice I don’t wanna never hear again in my life, yelling. It was Sam. He was trying to knock guys down and they were turning when he elbowed them but then got polite and got out of his way when they saw his gun.

	“Better kick it, slick,” Cat said.

	I was half a beat ahead of her, the car already leaving rubber and fishtailing as I floored it.

	Bam! Bam! Bam!

	I look in the rearview mirror and see Sam standing in the street, a two-handed grip on his piece just like Dirty Harry.

	A slug hit the rear window and it shattered just before I turned the corner on two wheels. I flew through a stop sign and we almost got broadsided by a huge, oncoming garbage truck, but I drove around him and got clear.

	“How... how the hell...” I couldn’t get the words together.

	Cat was laughing so hard she started to choke. She wiped tears from her eyes. “I always wanted to try that!” she said.

	“Try what?” I said. “What in holy hell was all that back there?”

	I went up Terpsichore, went under the Ponchartrain Express and turned left on Thalia, taking that on up to Magazine. I turned left onto the Street of Dreams.

	I looked over at Cat, trying to spot bruises, contusions, slash marks, but she’s clean as a newborn, not a scratch on her.

	“What happened, Cat?” I said, and she starts laughing so hard I thought she’d bust her bra.

	“I saw Digger O’Henry do that one time in a bar over on Camp Street,” she said. “He bet a bunch of other hillbillies he could go into this black bar and call ‘em all niggers and they’d end up buying him a drink. He done just what I did; went in this joint and starts yelling out all kinda names that black folks don’t normally go for, and then goes into this ‘Tourette’s’ thing. I’ll be damned if don’t everybody believe him and they end up buying him drinks and wanting to know where they can send money for the Tourette’s fund.”

	“I’ll be damned,” I said. “They went for that lame shit?”

	“Well... not really,” she said. “I think they was just playing along with a good-looking woman. I figure they just played along ‘cause I showed some balls.”

	“Fuck me,” I said. “Just, fuck me. I am a dead man no matter what I do.”

	“You’re the ‘glass is half-empty’ type, aren’t you?” she said, her smile fading. “Your song is already getting old. Turn left here.”

	 

	Back to TOC

	 

	



	

 

	 

	Pink Moon

	By Trey R. Barker

	 

	Theirs is the love I’ve always wanted. 

	Never found it but, hey, hope springs eternal.

	Sweet and romantic and tough and realistic and wildly ambitious. Sometimes, late at night, off-duty and alone in my empty house, what those two have leaves me breathless. Believe that? A big tough cop like me? Damned dogs looking up at me and wondering what the fuck was banging around in my head.

	Between them it burns with the blinding white of magnesium on fire. They are as deeply connected as you can possibly imagine. Soul to soul with nothing between them except the rest of time.

	Well... except that one other thing.

	Her goddamned husband.

	 

	 

	“He ain’t coming,” I say. 

	“Your mama bash you with a frying pan? That why you’re so dumb?” Stone-faced, Craig held up a finger. “Beats on her when dinner is late.” A second finger. “Humiliates her with friends, commenting on her body and how good she is in bed.” A third finger. “Shoves his hands down her pants to make sure she doesn’t smell like another man.” Craig’s jaw grinds. “Control freak like that?” Craig’s laugh is half-croak, half-fear. “He’ll be here.” 

	Craig’s fiery nerves scare me. Three nights ago he talked about a talking-to. Two nights ago it was a simple tune-up like what Hubby has peppered her with. Last night it was hard bop on Hubby’s head. I may be dumb old beat cop, but I can see the escalation. 

	And now, as the minutes slip past, my gut tightens. 

	Craig doesn’t put his hand on his gun or crack his knuckles, but the growing tension chokes me. Yanks out his cell, speed dials, says, “Not single. Never gonna be single,” hangs up.

	To me, says, “Billy-A said Hubby was meth-freak-twitchy when he told Hubby she had a lover.”

	Billy-A... bowling alley clerk. Knew which lanes we loved, knew which lanes we hated. Always gassed us with at least first game. Bowled a two-ninety and knew everyone downtown, bankers to burglars. We’d snatched up our share of bad boys based on Billy-A knowing or hearing.

	Craig clenches hands to fists, eyes hard on her loft. It’s above an abandoned warehouse just down the street from where we stand. He rented the space and they fixed it up together. It’s where they go. To be with each other when they can, to sniff the air of each other when they can’t.

	A light is on. Like a cheap movie, a shadow moves behind flimsy sheer curtains.

	Confusion bangs my head. She’s not supposed to be here.

	“Shit,” I say.

	Something squeezes my heart.

	And balls. 

	 

	 

	“It’s not on the rocks.” Craig into his phone again. “Not a disaster. It’s perfect. Edenic, even. Strong as steel.” A pause. “Yeah? Well... that was a lie.”

	Snaps it shut, carries it tight in a fist.

	Three years partners. Since Jello—my former partner—chased a two-bit purse snatcher down a blind alley, bought a .45 through the right eye. Craig came next and we been glued since. 

	We’re night shift. Big, faceless metropolis. Get all the dregs the streetscape can toss at us. Drunks and junkies, suicides hanged, suicides shotgunned. Pimps and pederasts and punks. Just so much unwashed bullshit rolling down the gutter before emptying into the bay.

	First night out, three years ago, I splashed in that gutter. “Shit gets on my boots.” Not so much as ten words between us from beginning of shift. Trying to shake Craig up, get him to say something.

	Stared at me. Finally, “Stay outta the gutter, then, you stupid fuck.”

	Eyeballed him. Older guy. Got into copping late in life but had been up and down the pipe five or six times already. 

	“What?” Stared at me. “Step in shit then surprised you stink?”

	Laughed so hard I squeezed a couple’a drops out. Friends ever since. 

	Already four years gone with her when I got him. So tonight, as the moon blasts a brilliant white between the buildings, he’s got seven years invested with her. Seven years to a married woman... a woman who, by definition, will never have enough time for him, will never be able to give him what they both want. 

	But who never stops trying. 

	She works downtown, accounts payable for a freight firm. Tells Hubby she brown-bags it and instead goes to their loft. Craig had lived in an apartment in the ‘burbs. Rented the loft when he was trying to push her to move out, to get a quick D from Hubby and invade Craig’s life permanently. Got this loft because it was near where she worked. 

	He cooks every damn day. Works midnight shift, off at six in the blessed a.m., and is up and cooking for her by eleven. Lunch M - F for four years. And sometimes? When he gets off in the morning, he’ll make a surprise visit. No quickies, nothing like that—at least as far as he tells me—but fifteen or twenty minutes together just talking. Or holding hands and watching the early morning, the moon still hanging while the sun creeps up.

	Pink moon, colored by a rising sun.

	Told me once they fell in love under a pink moon. She’d been a victim of an early morning mugging. She called the cops from her job. Craig and his FTO had handled the call; took the report, handed the case off to the overnight detectives. But he had been smitten. Going back to her, asking how he could help, asking if she remembered anything else, asking anything he could think of while trying to stay inside the professional lines and yet let her know he wanted to go far, far outside those lines. Four or five weeks later, Craig and his FTO stumble across a junkie passed out in the middle of the damned road. They rouse him and lo and behold! Said junkie is wearing her rings, watch, and sleeping on her umbrella. 

	Craig makes the bust, photog’s the evidence, takes everything back to her, and plays the hero’s role.

	She kissed his cheek and, awkwardly I’m sure, they stood around and talked for a while. On the loading dock of her job, nobody around, the moon hanging full and pink above them. Her face purple with the bruises Hubby had put down the night before. Told me he’d realized at that moment it wasn’t love yet but it was marching down that road. 

	“We found each other that morning,” he’d told me. “I’m not even really sure we knew we were missing anything. And then, boom, everything was fine.”

	Tonight? Maybe not so fine.

	Tonight, maybe they were too deep into each other’s heads and hearts.

	Cell rings. Snaps it open. “Yeah? No, I’m sorry, baby. I wish you were. There are lots.”

	Craig is my partner and she is his. If he—we—need to step in the shit to save her from a hubby who refuses to divorce her, who’s tied up everything of hers in his own name, who isolates her... I’m good with that. Hubby is an abuser, a malcontent, never happy, wants more but wants it handed to him. Spends money like it’s fucking going outta style. Talks about getting his own promotions but forced her to quit a previous job when she started doing well and got a promotion or two.

	Yeah, I’m good with putting a foot in the stink.

	But I’m afraid Craig is going to jump headfirst into the stink.

	What if Craig is lying to me? Or she’s lying to him? What if home life is hunky dory and she just wants different sheets beneath her ass? Could be Hubby was a perfectly righteous guy who simply had a wife who wants out.

	Except I’d seen the bruises... 

	... the bloody bandages. 

	I’d driven Craig to the hospital and both back to their loft.

	So... Hubby deserves a tune up.

	 

	 

	“Tired of waiting,” he says.

	I swallow. Waiting is what cops do. Most of the time, ninety-eight percent, we’re waiting on something to happen. The rest of the time it does happen and we’re swirling around in a mess. “A little tune up,” I say. “Word to the wise. ‘Asshole, quite beating on her.’ That’ll get it.”

	Craig ignores me, stares at the loft, at the dark street. Licks his lips. “Been waiting a while.”

	Tonight, I wanna ask. Or generally? 

	Cell rings again, a tiny smirk on Craig’s face. Answers, says, “Everywhere, Lola. City’s got two million people.” Pauses. “Yes, ma’am.” Pauses. “No, ma’am... I’m sorry.”

	Three years partners and I know what he’s gonna say before he thinks the words, what he’s gonna do before he thinks the actions. Except tonight... except in this situation. I have no idea what his plan is.

	“That’ll get it,” I say. “Maybe break a finger.”

	Closes phone and stares at her loft. “Maybe.” Flat affect. 

	Two hours ago Craig passed word, Billy-A as conduit, to Hubby. Hubby was knocking back pins and brews. 

	“... gots a lover.”

	“... gots a loft.”

	“... gots lunches and walks early in the morning.”

	“... gots lots’a sex. Wheeeww, baby, lots’a sex.”

	Billy-A’s tinny voice over his shitty track phone said Hubby lost his mind. Smashed his beer bottle against the floor, hurled a bowling ball down the gutter, howled until his voice was ragged. 

	Craig keys our squad car mic. “Dispatch... 312 out on foot patrol.”

	“312... 10-4.”

	Slip outta the cruiser, head toward the warehouse, toward their loft. Near midnight, clouds hanging heavy over everything. Rumble of heavy trucks in and out of downtown, drive/park, deliver to warehouses, smaller trucks outta those warehouses and all over town with product for the buying masses.

	We’re just two cops, foot beat, rattling doors, checking windows, doing our duty.

	The set up? She’s in the loft, a night with the unnamed lover. Hubby can nail both in whatever manner he chooses. Truth? She’s miles from here, stashed in a hotel under a fake name, waiting to see what’s what.
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