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  WHAT READERS ARE SAYING ABOUT GARY YAMBOR AND AN EASY SCORE




  "A gritty tale of drugs, gangs and life on the south side of Chicago, with a streetwise vibe that will keep the reader hooked right up to the end."— Nick Sweet, author of Flowers At Midnight.




  “Yambor's An Easy Score starts out with an innocuous vehicle theft and explodes into a tangled web of men and women striving to get ahead on the hard streets of Chicago. If you are looking for  a tale of struggle, conflict and danger amidst an array of varied, well drawn characters, An Easy Score is definitely worth your time! Yambor is certainly a contender in the hardboiled division.”—Frank Zafiro, author of Waist Deep and Blood on Blood.




  “ . . . heisting a parked car, one with the key in full view . . . sets off a chain of events confirming that there is never an easy score.”—JD Webb, Author of Moon Over Chicago.




  “The story of An Easy Score explores the fallout from a car theft which impacts the lives of some of the shady denizens in the south side of Chicago. This simple but powerful device [using first person for the main character and third person for others] brings greater depth to the story and allows for more than one perspective, giving it the Rashomon effect.”—Dominic Kennedy, Kalkion.com




  "Watch where you park. Yambor’s car thieves and gangbangers will steal your ride, your mind, and the rest of your day. Fierce storytelling with the swagger and style of a jailhouse tattoo."—Marc Lecard, Author of Vinnie's Head and Tiny Little Troubles.
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Prologue





  Bobby




   




  Irony, that’s what it was. Pure irony. That’s the thing that makes this whole story so strange, so tragic, the way it started out as just another easy score.




  In my business, easy scores don’t come around very often. I guess I didn’t have that old adage in my head, you know, the one about if something’s too good to be true. It’s just when I saw that car sitting there, right out in the open, just begging to be taken, I really didn’t use my head.




  I remember now that as a kid, my older brother Pete would tell me, “If you’re gonna be in this game, you gotta learn to keep your head.” Well, I didn’t remember his advice, or maybe just ignored it. If I’d only paid attention to him, none of this would ever have happened.




  




   




   




   




  Chapter One




  Bobby




   




  Cold, grey, dreary days were common in this city in November. As far back as I can remember, as a kid growing up on the south side, it always seemed to me like the sun would disappear the first of November, just like a pretty girl who steps into a magician’s cabinet, and not show itself again until March. This November day was no exception.




  I was walking out of Nate’s Diner on Kedzie Avenue with a paper cup of black coffee in my hand when a red Honda Accord caught my eye. Accords are an easy score. They’re a top selling brand so the market for parts is always good. They also have a way of just blending into the scenery. They’re a practical car, nothing flashy about them, so most people never even give them a second look when they go by.




  Everyone always thinks that the car thief is looking for the Caddy or the Lexis, but those cars call attention to themselves. A teenager out looking to joy ride, looking to impress his buddies or his girl is naturally going to want to pick the sharpest, hottest looking car on the street to pinch. Some sixteen year old punk isn’t gonna get a street rep cruising up and down the boulevard in an ’83 Cordova he lifted from in front of some seventy-nine year old retiree’s place.




  But the pro, and I do consider myself a pro, has to be thinking about the market and the market is not for the car, well at least not the whole car, not the car as it is at the time, but for the car in its many pieces. It’s hard to sell a whole car without a title, but pieces of the car you can sell just fine. It’s not easy to trace a hot car if it’s in pieces. Pieces you can sell to anyone, no questions asked. I was the whole car guy, and that’s where my brother Peter came in. Pete, he was a piece guy, a detail guy and just about one of the best in the city.




  Anyway, it was chilly that morning and on my way in to the shop, I stopped by the diner to get a cup of coffee because Nate sells his coffee hot and he sells it cheap. Nate’s is also just a few blocks away from my apartment and from the shop, so I told myself that walking down there on my way in for a cup in the morning is exercise, of which I don’t get enough. In reality, Nate’s coffee is probably better for keeping your hands warm on a cold morning than it is for drinking.




  So I’d just left Nate’s, cup in hand, when the red Accord passed by in front of me and caught my eye. In my business, I tend to pay attention to cars. It was a late model Accord, and Pete and I had been having a pretty easy time moving the parts for Hondas that fall. What first got my radar up on that morning was the driver more than the car. A really skinny Mexican kid, he pulled in to the curb about a block down, across from the diner and got out. From the looks of him, he couldn’t have been more than seventeen or eighteen. He was dressed in an old Army jacket, the puke green kind, the kind the dope smokers in my high-school always wore regardless of the season or the temperature. Those old Army jackets have lots of pockets, the better to hide their stash in. His hair was black and cut short, buzzed the way all the little Mexican wannabe gangbangers seem to be wearing it nowadays.




  I watched the kid and began to notice that there was something strange about him, something about his body language that struck me as odd. He was acting kinda paranoid, edgy. He kept glancing over his shoulder again and again after getting out of the car. Something about the way he was dressed struck me as funny too. The coat he was wearing was way too big for him, like he was trying to hide out in the thing. I mean, he was swimming in it. It had to be two or three sizes too large for his lanky frame.




  But the thing that really peaked my interest was the car keys in his right hand. Instead of putting them in his pocket like everyone else, he went back to the car, opened the driver’s side door and dropped the keys on the floorboard, then slammed the door shut. That one quick move got me to thinking, and that thinking ended up getting the whole ball rolling.




  The kid looked over his shoulder again, down Kedzie from the direction he came from, then he turned and ran down the block and ducked right into the narrow alley that was on his right, between a four flat and a currency exchange. Boom. Just like that he was gone and out of sight.




  So I started to think, and I figured that this kid must have stolen the car. I supposed that he must have seen a cop, gotten spooked, turned a corner and ditched the thing in the first place he could find that wouldn’t seem too suspicious. Why else would he have been dressed in that tent of a coat he had on? He had to be up to something. Why else would he have closed the door looking this way and that over his shoulder? And why else would he reopen the door and drop the keys on the floor? Because he wasn’t supposed to be driving that car that’s why, and if a cop was on his tail, he sure as hell didn’t want to be caught with a set of keys that just happened to start the hot car he’d just gotten out of.




  So what I did was to play it cool, just like a pro would, I leaned back into the doorway of Nate’s and I bided my time. I hunched up my shoulders, pulled my jacket up around my torso really tight and blew into my coffee cup, like I was just standing around in the cold waiting for a bus or something. Except it wasn’t a bus I was waiting for.




  I was looking for what had spooked this kid. At any minute I expected to see a police cruiser turn the corner and slowly drive down the street looking for a kid in a red Accord. So I decided to wait, and wait and wait.




  For a full ten minutes I stood there waiting to see the cop, who I assumed was not far behind. But nothing. No police cruiser, no unmarked car, nothing; just the normal, everyday mid-morning traffic of a semi-busy Chicago street. A city bus, a couple of cabs and a bunch of suckers driving, hoping to make it to their crummy jobs on time. In my business it pays to be sharp and over the years, I’ve developed an eye for cops. There were no cops on that street, definitely no cops.




  So I started to think that this could be one easy score. It never crossed my mind that this whole thing might be a little too easy. No, not old Bobby boy. So what I did was I walked right across that street and strutted right up to that Accord. I walked right up to the thing, like I owned it, like me walking up to this car was the most natural thing in the world. I didn’t stop to look over my shoulder, and I didn’t check to see who might be watching me. Why would I? All I was doing was walking over to my car, getting in, starting the engine and driving off. I didn’t adjust the seat. I didn’t adjust the mirrors. Why would I? It’s was my car.




  I jumped in, reached right down to the floor, and grabbed the key. I noticed that it wasn’t a set of keys, but just one key, on a fluorescent green key ring, the kind realtors and repair shops give away to their customers. I stuck the key in the ignition slot, and just like a champ, the Accord started right up. It started just like the day it was driven off the assembly line in Nashville or Toronto or wherever the hell the Japs build these cars now. I put my hand on the stick and put that baby in drive and I pulled away from the curb and eased into the morning traffic and I drove. I drove that car like I’d been driving it for years. And why wouldn’t I be driving it that way? It was my car wasn’t it? It belonged to me. Why would anyone pay attention to a guy driving along in his own car on a semi-busy Chicago street a few minutes before nine on a chilly Tuesday morning? After all, I’m a pro at this. Why would anyone be looking at me? I was just a typical guy on a typical morning driving myself to work. I was just another working stiff trying to make a buck.




  




   




   




   




  Chapter Two




  Manny




   




  Manny couldn’t sleep. It was early, only a little after six, and Armondo wasn’t going to be picking him up for another hour. On a typical morning, Manny would sleep well past that. Shit, some days he didn’t roll out of bed until nine or ten. That was always a sore spot with his mom. She worked the night shift cleaning up the messes made by the white assholes in their offices at Mutual Insurance and some days, if the busses weren’t running right or there was snow or rain she didn’t get back to the apartment until eight-thirty or nine. When she would walk in on those days and Manny would still be lying there on the couch that you could turn into a bed by folding it out, well on those days the shit would hit the fan.




  He always knew he was in trouble with his mom when she walked in and slammed the door. There he was, having a perfectly good dream about fucking some chick up against the pool table at El Toro’s or drinking a beer with his homies on the front stoop and BOOM, that world came crumbling down on him. There would be his mother, hands on her fat hips, standing over him in the dimly lit living room, cussing at him in half-Spanish, half- broken English calling him lazy and worthless and a whole shitload of other names he didn’t understand. Then she would walk over and open the shades and the light would come crashing in on him. His head would begin to hurt, a little reminder of all the beer he sucked down the night before.




  When ran into Armondo last night over at El Toro, his cousin told him to make sure he was ready in the morning and not fuck this up. He said he had his rep on the line, doing him this favor, letting him run this little errand in the morning. “So stop with the beer already,” Mondo said. “Make sure you’re out on the street at seven-fifteen sharp. If you oversleep or get too fucked up to work, well that’ll be the last time, I put my ass on the line to help you.”




  Manny knew better then to give Mondo any lip, but he was sick of his cousin strutting around like a big time gangster, when all he really was, was a small time player in a shitty neighborhood gang. Sure the gang had some bigger connections in the city, but Mondo was just a bit player. You would have thought that the “errand” that Mondo had set up for him was some big time gangster shit. Big fucking deal. All he was going to get paid for this gig was 75 bucks. But maybe having some money to slap on the kitchen table the next time his mother started in on him would finally shut her up and get her off his case for a while. Big deal. He would drink as much as he wanted to and maybe later try to get in some hot little senorita’s pants. If Mondo didn’t like it, he could just go fuck himself.




  But shit, he really needed this thing to work out. If he did all right maybe Mondo would give him more work in the future. He really could use the money. Here he was a nineteen-year-old high school dropout and what were his prospects for finding real work? You couldn’t even get a job flipping burgers without a high school diploma or at least a GED these days and that was even before the manager saw that you were a Mexican. Besides, Mondo was only three years older than Manny and hadn’t finished high school. Yet he seemed to have money in his pocket all of the time. Not big money, but at least enough to let him do what he wanted now and then. Maybe if he did a good job on this thing his cousin would get him hooked up with the people he worked for and maybe Manny could have some money in his pocket too. That would finally get his mother off his ass and maybe he really would finally have a real chance to get out on his own. So he did like Mondo said. He went home to bed.




  Now here it was, six-fifteen and he was lying awake daydreaming about how nice it would be to have a little steady scratch coming in, but he was also a little jumpy. He knew that the people that Mondo worked for were a tough crew and he knew that if he had any chance of getting another easy gig like the one today he’d better not fuck it up.




  But what was there to fuck up? He was just going to take a little ride with Armondo, get dropped off and then drive another car back into the city, park it on the street and take off. Big deal. But why did Mondo need him to drive the car, why didn’t he just do it himself and pocket the $75? Maybe Mondo was just trying to help him out or maybe there was more to this deal then he was letting on. That’s the thing that had him so on edge this morning. That’s why when he woke up and saw that it was so early, he had tried rolling over and sleeping, just for another half-hour, but he couldn’t get his mind to shut off. Was the car hot? Was that why Mondo didn’t want to drive it himself? Was Mondo afraid that the cops might be staking it out? Was Mondo doing him a favor giving him a nice easy job that would put a little cash in his pocket or was he looking out for his own ass? Yeah, Mondo was his cousin and he’d watched out for him a little bit when he was younger, when there was trouble in the neighborhood, but Manny still wasn’t sure he could totally trust him on this thing.




  But shit, what could he do? He certainly couldn’t pussy out of this now. If he did, then there was no way in hell Mondo would help him out again in the future. Like it or not, he had to do this for Mondo, and shit, for himself too. He deserved a little easy money. And so what if the car was hot? He’d taken a few joyrides with his homies in stolen cars before, and they’d always gotten away with it. They never had any problems. Just be cool, drive the car where it needed to go and collect the cash. Do this thing right and the next time Mondo had a “little job” to be taken care of Manny would be the first guy he’d call. Then, finally, he would have some cash in his pocket and his mother off his ass and hopefully soon, a girlfriend in his bed.




  Manny knew he wasn’t going to fall back asleep, so he got up, walked over to the kitchen and got himself a cherry Pop Tart and a glass of water. He had to eat the Pop Tart cold. They didn’t have a toaster. Maybe after he had done a few jobs for Mondo and had a few bucks in his pocket, he’d buy his mother a toaster. Maybe he’d be able to afford it by this Christmas. That would surprise her and it would also let her know that he wasn’t a loser, because when he bought one he’d make sure to get her a really fancy model. Maybe the kind that could toast four slices of bread at once. And it wouldn’t be one of those cheap ass brands they sell at the Wal-Mart. Fuck no. If he was going to buy his mother a toaster it was going to be one of those fancy ass kinds like they sell at Macy’s downtown. He decided that after he bought it, he would have the sales clerk put it in a Macy’s box, just so his mom would know where it came from, and then he would take it downstairs at the store and have one of those old white ladies that wrap gifts at fancy ass stores like Macy’s wrap it up for him. Maybe he’d even spring to have a big ass red bow stuck on top.




  Manny took the Pop Tart into the bathroom with him and splashed water on his face at the sink. He decided to show Mondo that he was dependable, so he made up his mind to be waiting for him on the front stoop when he arrived to pick him up. Mondo had told him to dress casually, nothing flashy.




  “Don’t dress like a Mexican gangster,” Mondo said. “You don’t want to draw any attention to yourself.”




  In the hall closet, Manny saw his red Chicago Bulls jacket. Too damn red. To the right was Jose’s old army jacket. When Jose got himself shot up trying to hold-up that mini-mart a couple of years ago, Manny’s mother freaked out. If only Jose had known that old chink had a gun hidden behind the counter, he would have taken care of that old fucker. Instead, Jose ended up dead, shot three times in the back and that old slant eyed motherfucker got the hero’s treatment in the papers. After the funeral, she got rid of all of Jose’s stuff, all his clothes, his CDs, even the double bed that he and Manny shared in the back room. Now, here he was sleeping on a couch bed, his mother having thrown out a perfectly good bed, just to get what happened to Jose out of her head.




  About the only thing of Jose’s that she didn’t throw out or give away was that army coat. Jose bought it at a surplus store and wore it when he was a teenager. Manny never knew why, of all of his things, she spared that coat, but there it hung, right in front of his face. And Mondo told him to dress to blend in. What would blend in better than an old army coat? Fucking soldiers wore them in war and the army wouldn’t have designed them so that a soldier would stand out. Sure the thing was a bit big; his brother had been a little fat, but so what? It felt good on him, felt right. Maybe some of his brother was still left in that jacket and maybe having Jose close to him today would be a good thing. Maybe Jose’s angel or ghost would be watching over him.




  




   




   




   




  Chapter Three




  Armondo




   




  As Mondo pulled in at the front of the building, he was relieved to see Manny standing there waiting, just like he was supposed to be. Sure, he looked like a fool in that oversized green jacket, but that didn’t matter. He was on time and ready to work, that’s what counted.




  Mondo was a little nervous about getting Manny involved in this thing, but he felt sorry for the kid. Manny didn’t have the balls or the drive of his brother. Jose was a player, always looking for a way to prove himself. Jose was going to make it big someday, but then he ran into some bad shit and got himself killed. Mondo always felt a little guilty about how things had gone down that day. The original plan was for him to be with Jose at that mini-mart, but he got picked up with a couple bags of weed earlier in the week and was sitting in a cell on the night Jose had decided to make the score. He always felt that if he’d been there things might have turned out differently. Of course, he might have ended up just as dead as his cousin.




  Mondo felt like he had an obligation to look out for his younger cousin after that. Manny was only 16 at the time his brother got blown away. His mother stalking around that apartment like a crazy lady every day, for weeks, weeping and wailing must have had some kind of bad effect on the kid. That was probably why Manny didn’t seem to have the fire in his belly like his brother. He certainly didn’t have his street smarts either. Mondo didn’t trust him the way he’d trusted Jose. But this was an easy thing he lined up for Manny, a nice simple little job. If Manny could just do this thing right, maybe the guys would let Mondo set him up with some other things. Maybe then Manny would have some direction in his life.




  Manny climbed in the car and Mondo drove off down 31st Street. They would be in the car for about a half hour, so he used the time to go over the plan again with his cousin. It was all very simple. When they get to Hammond, they find a car parked in the JC Penny’s lot. The key would be stuck up the tail pipe. Mondo would point out the right car to Manny and then drop him off about fifty yards away. All Manny had to do was grab the key, drive the car back to the city, park it over on Kedzie Avenue as close to the currency exchange as he could , leave the key under the driver’s side mat and walk away. Then he could catch the bus over on Roosevelt and go home.




  Simple, yeah, but still there was something about Manny that made him uneasy in the gut, so Mondo went over it all again. Drive the speed limit, make complete stops at all the stop signs, use the turn signals at every corner. Don’t give the police any excuse to pull you over for any reason. Then later tonight they would meet over at El Toro for a beer and Mondo would pay him. That was it. Seventy five quick and easy bucks.




  Why wouldn’t Manny listen to him? He just kept saying, “I know Mondo, I know, you’ve told me ten times.”




  So Mondo told him, for about the hundredth time, that the people behind this, the people who set this thing up, were not people who like their plans to get fucked up. These were people who could help him in the future, but they were also people who would not tolerate stupid.




  




   




   




   




  Chapter Four




  Manny




   




  Why did Mondo have to keep going on, treating him like he was a retard? He knew how to drive a car. Why did he have to go over and over this thing so damn many times? Christ, it was such a relief when they finally got to the mall. Finally, he could get away from Mondo and get this show on the road. He’d told his cousin that he could handle this, that he could be cool and everything would be just fine. Then when they met later tonight maybe Mondo would show him a little respect, realize that he could do things.




  The car was a red Honda. A few years old and in halfway decent shape, but it didn’t look like it was worth all of this trouble just to move a stolen Accord into the city. Shit, there were half a dozen better looking Honda’s on his block alone if all they wanted to do was steal cars. But who was he to judge? What did he know about hot cars? Mondo and his buddies always seemed to have plenty of money so they must know what they’re doing.




  Manny was glad the way Mondo took off as soon as he was out of the car. Now he was on his own and he would get this job done right, collect his money, prove to Mondo that he could trust him with other things and wait for the next job to come along. All he had to do was deliver this car to the city. Mondo and his friends would know that he was dependable, and they would call on him for other things in the future. Before he knew it he might even be driving his own car and getting his own place, a place where his mother wouldn’t be riding his ass all of the time.




  The key was right where it was supposed to be. Manny used it to open the door lock. The car fired right up as soon as he turned the key in the ignition and off he went. He looked in the mirrors a couple of times exiting the parking lot just to be sure he wasn’t being followed. Nobody seemed to be behind him. He drove a few blocks west, got on the Ryan Expressway towards the city and drove. And day dreamed. Now he felt it for the first time, felt like he was finally finding his place in the world. Give it a few months and he would be just like Mondo, money in his pockets, a place of his own, gold chains, girls, respect.




  Traffic was light moving into the city and the driving was easy. Everything felt right to Manny. He reached down to turn on the radio. He hunted around and found a station he liked. Loud, a lot of bass. He turned it up, so loud he could see the rearview mirror vibrate. The car engine was warmed up now so he turned the heat up a bit. He slid down in the seat. Everything felt right. The car fit him like a glove. He was driving straight into his future and there was no turning back now. Nothing could stop him. He was in total control.




  He got off the Ryan at the exit like Mondo told him and started to weave through the backstreets towards Kedzie. Traffic was a little busier on the city streets, but it was still moving pretty well for the morning rush hour. He wished Jose was around to see him now. Working a little job Mondo had gotten him, taking care of business. His brother would be proud of him. Someday soon Manny wasn’t going to be known as Jose’s little brother, he was going to be his own man, a respected man in the neighborhood. He was finally growing up now, his life was about to go places.




  He was only about five blocks east of Kedzie now. This thing was almost done. He had proven himself. Mondo wouldn’t have to worry about giving him other things to do in the future, he would trust him now. He was cruising and the music was thumping. Almost home. Almost there. The song on the radio ended and the station went to commercial. He looked down at the radio’s display panel and moved his right hand over the knob in order to change the station, to find some tunes to cruise past the finish line with. He glanced down for just a second, no more than two, but didn’t notice that the brake lights on the car in front of him flashed on. Though he was not going fast, the impact still startled him. His head jerked forward as the car came to an abrupt stop and he could hear a crunching noise. Then he panicked. Thank God the engine hadn’t stalled out. Throwing the car in reverse Manny couldn’t miss the scraping sound as the Accord lurched backward. Then he threw the Honda in drive and sped around the car he’d hit.




  Looking in his rearview mirror, Manny saw a grey Toyota sitting in the middle of the street, not moving. He couldn’t see the features of the driver behind the wheel. Couldn’t tell if it was a man or a woman, black or white. Just a blur. He increased his speed and checked the mirror again. The Toyota had not moved. He drove another block and turned right and the Toyota was out of sight.




  Fuck, fuck, fuck. His heart was racing. How could this have happened? How could he have been so stupid? Fuck. He looked in the rearview mirror again, but he was alone on this street. There wasn’t another car driving anywhere on this street and there sure as hell wasn’t a grey Toyota following him. The Accord was riding just fine and the car was steering just like it had been all along. He had to get hold of himself, right fucking now. He had to get his cool back. Deep breaths. Calm down. It didn’t appear that anyone was following him. A few more quick turns and even if the driver of the Toyota was trying to look for him there would be no sign of Manny. The Toyota driver would have lost his scent. Now just be cool and get this job done.




  A left and a right and he was on Kedzie. Three more blocks and there was the currency exchange on his right. About half a block down he saw a place to park. There was space enough for two or three cars to park there so he didn’t have to parallel park it, just pull in. He put the car in park and glanced one more time in the mirrors. There was traffic on Kedzie, but no sign of the grey Toyota. He opened the door and jumped out of the car. Now stay cool. Close the door. Now a glance over the shoulder. Now . . . fuck, the key, the key was still in his hand. Glance over the shoulder. Nothing there to worry about. Open the door, drop the key on the floor. Close the door. Glance. Nothing. Now get the hell out of here. To the alley. One more glance. For the first time he was able to assess the damage on the front end of the Honda. The driver’s side headlight was busted out. Some grey paint on the bumper just under the busted out light, but all in all, the car didn’t look bad. Down the alley. Gone.




  




   




   




   




  Chapter Five




  Bobby




   




  Quality Auto Body was only seven blocks away, so it was a quick drive over to the shop. Our old man, Peter Sr., started the business when he got out of the army back in 1968 and it was passed down to Pete and me when he’d gone and died of a stroke three years ago.




  I pulled the Honda in through the alley to the big overhead door in the back of the shop. The door was closed this morning to keep the cold out and the heat in but also to hide what was sitting inside the shop. Hell, when you’re in our business you have to keep those doors closed even on the hottest summer days. You never know when a snoopy neighbor, or worse, a curious cop might be passing by. I hit the horn a couple of times and about thirty seconds later the steel, sectional door started to roll up. The shop is big enough so that we can fit about four cars inside at once, with enough space left to work on them, but this morning Pete only had one other vehicle in the garage, a steel blue Chevy S150, so I was able to pull the Accord forward and park her right beside the truck. Pete was still standing to the side of the overhead door with his finger on the button waiting for the big door to complete its journey back down the tracks to the ground. I left the key in the ignition, got out of the Accord and slammed the door shut.




  




   




   




   




  Chapter Six




  Pete




   




  Bobby was late again. He was supposed to be in by eight and here it was, already after nine and no sign of him. He knew this goddamn Chevy truck needed to get stripped down by the end of the day and his help was needed to get it done on time. It was just like Bobby to leave his brother in the lurch when they were under the gun. Pete had just arranged this new deal to unload parts to a couple of Mexicans, real pros, who would move ‘em out to Indiana and Michigan and where was Bobby when he needed him?




  Probably went out and got drunk with Celine last night and overslept again. That bitch was starting to get on his nerves. Bobby’s past girl fiends never really got in the way of his work, at least not like this Celine slut. With his other girls it was manageable. Bobby just used ‘em for a while, had a good time, but he hadn’t let them get in his head, effect his work. He’d play around with them until he’d gotten bored and then move on. This Celine, well she was turning out to be another story. This thing with her didn’t seem to be coming to an end. It had been going on for almost four months now, and for Bobby and women, four months was almost a lifetime.




  Everyone knew that Bobby had an affinity for the booze, but with his other girlfriends he at least tried to lay off the sauce when they were around, trying to make a good impression. But Celine was different, she was too much like Bobby, and she had a taste for the liquor like he did. They spent too many evenings, stayin‘ late down at the corner tavern. And with this new deal, all set up for ‘em and wrapped in a little bow, he really needed Bobby to be sharp and on top of his game. This could be steady business for the both of ‘em.




  He’d been hearing some stories about this Celine from some guys he knew down in Cal City, about how this broad had gotten around, hung with some real losers in the past. Bobby told him once that she had worked in a strip club a while back, but said that she quit that job and wanted to leave that kind of life behind. Maybe go to secretarial college or something, find a nice respectable job and settle down.




  From the looks of her Pete didn’t think that Celine seemed like the type of girl that would ever settle down. She sure as hell wasn’t dressed like a secretary the couple a times he’d seen her, with her tight shirts cut low to show off her tits. Maybe that was why he figured she still had a pretty big wild streak left in her. Even though Bobby told him that she was really trying to get her life straight, Pete worried that her old habits would show themselves again. And Christ, she was just a kid, probably 10 or 12 years younger than Bobby. What was Bobby going to do? Throw his life away on this young tramp? He hoped that this thing with Celine was only going to be another passing fad in Bobby’s life, like all of the other women. Bobby had some relationships with some “interesting” women in the past but they normally only lasted about a month, month and a half at the most, and then he was moving on. Sure a couple of these women had called the shop in the past, crying their eyes out looking for Bobby, but Bobby usually had a way of getting rid of ‘em with minimal drama. He could tell though that for Bobby this Celine thing was different. Celine might be here to stay and that might not be good for Bobby or for business.




  Of all of the days for him to be late. Bobby knew how important this new deal with the Mexicans was gonna be for them. These guys were gonna be able to move the goods twice as fast as he and Bobby could do it on their own. And they were gonna be getting rid of it out of state, which would ultimately make it harder to trace back to them should any heat come down in the future. His connection, a guy named Luis, called him yesterday and told Pete that they were ready to move the Chevy truck parts and they would be by at seven o’clock tonight to load up and get ‘em out of town. This was the deal and it was going to be a very good one for Pete and for Bobby. This was the set up that Pete had been looking for ever since he’d started running the show, back when his father had died and left the shop to him. Why the fuck did Bobby have to pick this day to pull this shit and not get in here when he was supposed to?




  With these thoughts running through his head and his anger near boiling over, Pete heard three honks of a car horn coming from the alley at the back of the shop. He walked over to the side door in the rear of the shop and pulled back the greasy rag that he had nailed over the small window on the door. A red Honda Accord was pulled up by the overhead door, and there sat Bobby behind the wheel, a big fucking grin on his face.




  Where the hell had this car come from? They hadn’t talked about lifting a Honda. But a Honda was good, easy to move. They still had the truck to strip down, but they would get that work done if they put their minds to it and didn’t break for lunch. Then when Luis and his guys came over for the truck parts, he’d let them know that they’d have some Honda parts to move in a couple of days. This thing was going to work out okay. Luis would know that Pete would be getting him goods on a steady basis, and he’d be getting himself out of the middleman game. He and Bobby could just worry about supplying the parts and Luis could deal with all of the bullshit that went with getting rid of them. Sure it would cost them some of their profit, but with all of the free time he’d have not having to arrange the deals to get rid of the goods himself, Pete figured that this little set up would be money in the bank.




  




   




   




   




  Chapter Seven




  Celine




   




  Was there some potential with Bobby? Celine liked him, liked him a lot, and had started to feel that it might lead to something. Four months ago, she moved into the neighborhood, to a small studio apartment on the third floor, above a Chinese takeout place. She came here to get away from her life in Calumet City. Too many people knew too much about her there, and that was starting to get under her skin. That and a few of the people that she hung out with, other dancers mostly, had been getting themselves, and at times, her, into too much trouble. So one day she walked into the Velvet Pillow Lounge and told Frank that she was done, quitting, and he could just give the few bucks that she was owed to her friend Candy on Friday and Candy would make sure that she got it.
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