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  Nuts Deep!




  A Max Load Novel




  To: Old New Orleans




  Chapter 1




  They kicked me loose from lockup at six that morning. I got my belongings and hit the bricks. I had scuffed knuckles, an aching skull, and no memory of the night before. No charges, but I would have traded a trip before the judge for a few more hours of sleep.




  I made the block to Rampart and stopped at the curb. I lit a smoke. I took a drag. Kagan’s pub was two blocks down, but I saw something I needed worse: a small-titted young kitten with a Mohawk who crossed Rampart in the opposite direction. My cock shifted toward her like a meat compass that pointed to crotch. Instincts told me she was finishing off her night instead of starting her day.




  I gave her a tip of the hat and she wiggled her ass in my direction. We met in a narrow alley and discussed price. She was a strung out teen with vacant green eyes and a bored expression. I unzipped my trousers. She blinked.




  “Jesus, Mister,” she said. “I couldn’t get that up me on a bet.”




  “Then put it in your mouth, sweetheart,” I said.




  I slipped her a twenty. She dropped to her knees and opened wide.




  I leaned back against the bricks and felt her slick lips slide over my lemon-sized head. She sucked it hard with tongue-wiggling slurps and double-pumped my shaft with both hands. I jammed my cock deep into her eager mouth until my spine tingled and my hairy figs rose for a launch. She sensed it and pulled off at the last second, leaned back with her eyes closed and took spurt after spurt across her pretty young face.




  She put it back in her mouth to choke down the last few gobs. I tossed my stub and lit another smoke. The gal stood on wobbly legs and wiped her face with a crusty handkerchief. I tapped a second cig from the pack and lit it with my own. She took a shaky drag and smiled at me through semen-laced lips. She made her way back across Rampart, her narrow ass a vision of trashy teen beauty as she slunk off in the morning fog. It was time to get that drink.




  I’d just stuffed my spit-slick cock back in my trousers when a long black Mercedes pulled to the curb. The driver-side door swung open and a tall, broad shouldered cat stepped from behind the wheel. He had a three-day growth of beard, a crooked nose, and the heavy brow of a guy who’d spent some time in the ring. The smirk on his face told me he’d watched the action in the alley from afar. He stood in the slump-shouldered manner of a Euro and had a gap between his two front teeth. I pegged him for Kraut. Or maybe Swede.




  “Herr Load?” he said, in a thick German accent. “The detective?”




  “Who’s asking, friend?” I said. He was Kraut alright. To the Nth.




  “My employer,” he said. “If you are Max Load I have come to take you to him.”




  “I’m Load alright, but if your employer wants to see me he can come to Kagan’s in an hour. On Dumaine. That’s when I'll be in the mood to talk.”




  I straightened my tie and moved for the street. The gap-tooth Kraut rounded the Merc and stepped in front of me. I had a few inches on him and maybe a couple dozen pounds, but he did not look concerned.




  “My employer, Herr Load, has men come to him.”




  “Not today, friend.”




  He grinned and cracked his knuckles. I put my fist in his teeth. It snapped his head back like a half-sprint clothesline. His lips splattered like blood worms under a boot. He stumbled against the brick wall but came back swinging. I dodged one and took another in the shoulder and caught him with a gut-hook that bent him in half. I drove my knee into his face and knocked his nose even more crooked than it already was. He moaned and brought one mitt to his bloody mug and stuck the other beneath his suit jacket. That was when I saw the gun.




  It was a blue-black Ruger in a nylon holster just under his arm. His fingers had just touched the handgrip when I grabbed his wrist and twisted. Twisted hard. Tendons crackled under my grip. I yanked the piece from him with my free hand. I swept his legs and drove him to the cement. He tried to scrabble up but I put a size nineteen brogue in his backside. It knocked him head-first into the Merc’s fender. It left a hell of a dent. He fell to his face moaning and I kicked him over on his back. I jammed the gun barrel in his ruined gob until the tip cracked molars. He choked back a scream.




  “Who you working for, Klaus?” I growled.




  He gagged on the rod. Blood oozed from his face like red lava from a volcano.




  “Bitte, Herr Load,” he choked. “Please...”




  “A name, friend,” I said. “Spill now or I put one down your throat.”




  “Velsig,” he croaked. “Herr Velsig.”




  “Never heard of him.”




  “We are newly arrived,” he said. “He instructs I will bring you, that I must. Bitte, Herr Load, you are a drinker, no? There is a bar. In back of Das Auto.”




  I kept the piece on him. I reached over and opened the door. True to the Kraut’s word there was indeed a bar in back of Das Auto. And a silver ice pail packed with sweating green bottles of German beer. I looked from the beer to the driver. Then back to the beer.




  “Free booze?” I said. “Why didn’t you say so, friend?”




  I pulled the piece from his mouth and stood. I extended a helping hand.




  “You...you are coming?” he said. He stayed on his back and gave my mitt a wary gaze.




  “Sometimes the carrot is mightier than the stick,” I said.




  Based on the look he gave me, the expression was lost in translation. Still, he took my hand and I helped him to his feet. I noticed Little Miss Mohawk had dropped her spurt rag and I tossed it to the Kraut to wipe his bloody face. He rounded the front of the Merc and got behind the wheel, and I eased myself into the backseat with the Ruger rested on my thigh. The brew was top notch but I had other reasons for getting in the ride besides the free drinks. For one, I needed the scratch. This guy, or at least his boss, looked to have plenty. But more than that I was curious. Curious to see how this Velsig character knew so much about me. And why he thought I was so damned important I needed to be brought in by an armed chauffer at six in the morning.




  Chapter 2




  I popped the top on a sweating green bottle and turned it up. The cold bubbling lager flowed into my sour-liquor gut and calmed me. It was nothing like a suck job from a gal that knew her business, but I’d needed it just the same. I put the empty on the floorboard and reached for another as the Kraut backed the sled from the alley. He headed up Rampart and crossed Canal with the rising sun.




  There was a chance I was being led into a trap. I came down ten to one against. If the Germ had had the inclination to plug me, he would have done it when I was getting a spit-shine on my pole. Or maybe just after. He sure as hell wouldn’t have bothered with conversation and beer. As things stood I was leaning strongly toward legitimate business. From a well-off mug used to getting things his way. Though in my line of work, legitimate came with quotations.




  We rolled through the CBD into the warehouse district. We made our way down a block of hulking red brick buildings left a half-century ago for dead. We slowed as we rolled past a boarded-up Cotton Exchange. Just past the exchange, Klaus parked us in a crumbling, banana-tree overgrown lot.




  Klaus got out and opened my door like a gentleman, or at least like he was pretending I was. We entered the exchange by way of a loading dock. We stepped into an open-shaft elevator and clanged four floors up to the top. We exited into a darkened, bare-brick loft with fifteen-foot ceilings. The far wall was all tall windows with a view of the river. The sunrise was an odd molten orange. I realized the glass was smoked to keep direct sunlight out of the room.




  The big loft itself was like a VIP space at some after-hours Goth club. It was littered with knocked over cocktail glasses, half full booze bottles, and a dozen or so hep-cat Euros in various stages of consciousness and undress. Techno music thumped from unseen speakers and an ice cream-scoop of coke held court a low-slung coffee table. Two gals were flopped back from it like glass-eyed coma victims on the throw pillows. On the couch adjacent lay a threesome of young blonde men who looked like they’d short-circuited on one too many snoots full themselves. One of them was being serviced by a young blonde chick in a tight black tank top and nothing else. Her smooth pale ass pumped the air like she wanted a cock in it. Unfortunately for her, he barely noticed the affection.




  Klaus called my attention to the only Euro in the room who looked capable of standing. He was a stocky cat with a long blonde ponytail who gazed through the smoked glass at the rising sun. Klaus cleared his throat and the guy turned. His ponytail swung around to be replaced by a puffy pirate oxford unbuttoned to the waist. It was tucked into perfectly faded designer dungarees over black loafers. No socks. He had the outward appearance of an aging Eurotrash playboy strung out on designer drugs—and the hardened, ice-blue gaze of a man who had done some very bad things.




  He took note of his roughed-up driver and dismissed him with a flick of the eyes. He crossed the room and stuck out his hand. Strong. Calloused. He was just over six feet but near as wide as me.




  “Max Load,” he said. “Herr Velsig. Hans, please. Join me in mein office for a drink.”




  It wasn’t a question. It was a command. He turned with a swing of the ponytail and led me to an office in the corner of the loft. It was dead silent in there with the door closed. The contrast with the rest of the loft was like night and day: Baroque instead of minimalist modern. Spotless instead of trashed. The walls were trimmed with ornate oak, and leather-bound books were stacked impressively on floor to ceiling shelves. Framed parchment maps hung from dark-paneled walls, and Black and white Military photos hung beside them. Most looked to date back to World War II. Velsig eyeballed me intently as I gave his office the once over. He had no gap between his front teeth, like the driver. But he did have a sharp set of canines. Vamp? It was hard to say.




  “Ice wine?” he asked. “Something more perhaps?”




  Again, delivered like an order. I didn't like orders. He motioned to a little mirror on his desk that held a small mound of white powder. A short silver straw was on the glass beside it.




  I rolled my neck until it cracked. I took a long breath. I removed the driver’s Ruger from the back of my trousers and put it on the desk.




  “Keep your nose candy, friend,” I said. “Same goes for the pleasantries. I need bar time and shut-eye like yesterday, so how about we get down to business?”




  His face was chiseled marble. His eyes were ice blue rocks. With his gaze locked on me he poured a glass of Scotch from a bottle on the desk and I took it. He poured one for himself and watched me knock mine back. He took a small sip of his own.




  “I can’t help you with sleep, Herr Load,” he said as he refilled my glass, but I can make this after hours visit worth your while.” He pushed an envelope across the desk, next to the Ruger. “Five thousand American,” he said. “The same upon completion of your task.”




  Atop the envelope was a photograph. I gave it a close examination. It was a pic of a sleazy mug in a cheap sport coat and thin mustache. He was outside a neon-lit Jazz club with a cig in his mouth on a cell phone. Maybe the Quarter. Maybe Uptown. He was in his mid-thirties and had that down on his luck look of a cat who has crapped out on too many scams, a mug who is thinking about either hanging it up or going deeper and darker into crime. Seeing as how I was looking at his pic atop a stack of Franklins, I assumed he’d chosen the latter.




  “Who is he?” I asked.




  “A man who has something that belongs to me,” said Velsig. “His name, possibly an alias, is on the back of the photograph.”




  I picked up the photo and I turned it over: Marc E. DeSade. I swallowed a laugh with the Scotch. Velsig refilled it yet again. “Why not go to the law?” I asked.




  “An impossibility, Mein Herr. The item belongs to my family. But not all would agree.”




  “That’s going to need some explaining.”




  “The War,” he said. “In Deutschland. My family lost many things, but none as valuable as this.”




  “And you want no customs involved?”




  “You are a perceptive man.”




  “I’ve been called worse.”




  I knocked back the third Scotch. This one chased the rattling ghosts from my skull. “What did he steal?”




  Velsig slid a second pic across the desk: a dark-stained wooden lock box, shaped like a case for specs only a bit longer and twice as wide. There was a German eagle engraved across the chest’s face, and a squared ruler had been set against the box for scale. Nine inches by six. The Krauts, always precise.




  “Ten grand for a wooden box?” I said.




  “It’s what’s inside.”




  “Which is?”




  “Which is none of your concern. The box is not to be opened.”




  “And if DeSade has opened it himself?”




  “He does not dare.”




  I let that lie. I took a long look at Velsig’s pointy choppers and it came to me. This was either Vamp business, if you believed in such things, or the business of those who pretended they were. Either way, they played by their own rules. If Velsig was funding this little venture I would take him at his word. “Why me?” I asked, finally.




  “What you did to my driver is answer enough. A feared cage fighter in Deutschland, before he came to work for me.”




  “You’re a long way from Germany, friend.”




  “Indeed, we have come many miles. Too many. After recovery of the lockbox, a final solution for Mr. DeSade will double your pay.”




  “Final Solution? I don’t plant mugs for dough.”




  “Then do so for pleasure,” he said with a flash of sharp teeth, “and accept your pay just the same. Either way, you will be here tomorrow morning at ten. You will possess the box and you will surrender it to me.”




  “That’s a tall order,” I said.




  “I hire you with the understanding it is an order you will fill. Do we have a bargain?”




  He drained his scotch with a look like he already knew the answer. “Consider me hired.”




  “Ja,” he said. “Good.”




  He pressed a button on his cell. The meeting was done. An instant later the crop-top blondie who’d had the cock in her mouth up front entered the office. She was wiggling into her pants. She trembled slightly beneath Velsig’s straight-razor gaze and he pushed a set of keys toward her across the desk. “Mein Ava. You will deliver Herr Load to his destination. With safety. Vehstehen?”




  “Ja, mein Herr,” she purred.




  “You will also see to any other needs of his that might require…tending?”




  Velsig shot me a wink. I shrugged. The Kraut gal smiled with the same tooth gap as the driver’s and a twinkle of baby blues. Five minutes later, and my hairy figs slapped hard against her ass cheeks in the back of the Merc.




  Chapter 3




  A light mist fell past the streetlamp like gently swirling snow. An odd image, as it was over 90 degrees and sticky as a steam bath. I climbed from the Olds and stepped into the street. It was near midnight and my pins needed stretching. I also had my eye on a corner bar called the Black Moon. It was an open air joint just across the street from a run-down Victorian—peaked roof, deep verandah—which had maybe been a fine home a century prior. Now it was chopped up into more than a dozen apartments, one of them belonging to the Marquis himself: DeSade.




  Or at least that’s what I was still calling him. His real name was Salmon Lezjack. No wonder he’d changed it. His name and address had come courtesy of my intern Boop, a real computer whiz who did her Interweb magic while I put my heels on my desk and caught forty winks. Her real name was Eileen something or other but I called her Boop because she had shapely young ass and dressed like a kinky flapper girl.




  “Good work, sweetheart,” I’d said after I’d put my brogues on the floor. I poured us tumblers of Bushmills neat.




  “What’s in store for him, Mr. Load?” she’d said.




  “That’s his call,” I said, my cock stretching my trousers with post nap-time wood.




  Boop took notice. She batted her eyelashes and said, “Is that for me?"




  What had happened next played out like a wet dream in my melon as I approached the corner drinking establishment—the way her ass jiggled when I bent her over my office desk and pounded her, the way she'd moaned—the next thing I knew, I'd banged my leg against a table in the Black Moon and nearly knocked it over. It caught the attentions of the mug behind the bar, an old Mick alkie with tobacco-stained fingers who looked like he wore every drink he’d ever taken on his face—and didn’t regret a single one. He lit a smoke with the stub of the one he’d just finished and had a Guinness and a shot of Bushmills in front of me before I’d even sat down.




  I looked at the drinks. At him.




  “You psychic, friend?”




  “You’ve been here before.”




  “I don’t recall.”




  “You wouldn’t.”




  I shrugged. I knocked back the shot and took half the cool creamy Guinness in one gulp. An Imperial pint in a heavy glass. It warmed me like mother’s milk.




  The old Mick nodded in a knowing fashion. After he'd set me up with another round, he filled a skinny glass with cold bubbling pilsner and took a long drink himself. His craggy face bloomed like carnations in springtime. His green eyes glowed like a leprechaun counting gold. He ran a sour towel along the bar top and I took out the pic of the mug I was after. Not the one Velsig had given me, but the one Boop had pulled up on her computer that afternoon. “You seen this cat?” I asked.
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