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Introduction

 

Back in January of 2024, White City Press published its second book ever titled (I Just) Died In Your Arms: Crime Fiction Inspired by One Hit Wonders. It’s hard to believe that the two-year celebration of that title is just around the corner.

At the time, White City Press was in startup mode and we were hoping for the best. We didn’t have much scheduled yet for the year, but we had a handful of authors that were willing to let us share their talents with the rest of the world. We held an open submission call for the One Hit Wonder anthology, and we received a slew of terrific submissions. People were excited about the idea of writing crime fiction based around those songs where we remember every lyric but couldn’t possibly remember the name of the artist who sang it. Even if you put a gun to our heads. Which, ironically, happened in some of those stories.

To say that OHW (as it’s affectionately referred to) was a success is an understatement. It went on to be an international bestseller, was nominated for several awards both as an anthology and for some of the individual stories contained within its pages, and launched our entire “Inspired By” series that includes crime anthologies about music of the 1980s, songs from artists such as Aerosmith and Barry Manilow, and will have even more to come.

Without a doubt, the question I get asked the most is “when is there another volume of OHW going to be released?” We had originally planned on the second volume being released for National One Hit Wonder Day in September of 2024, but it just didn’t come together in time. So, we tabled it until National One Hit Wonder Day 2025, which happens on September 25th.

In the end, I’m glad it didn’t happen by the original date. Over the last year and a half I’ve had the opportunity to work with new-to-me authors as well as folks from my publishing past. I’ve had so much fun working with these folks, that I decided to create my own invitation list of people to include in OHW2. All the contributors to this anthology were handpicked by me and my love for what they’ve written for WCP in the past. 

I’d like to thank Michael Bracken for re-introducing me to Adam Meyer, Sandra Murphy for bringing me Vicki Erwin and our resident Canadian Karen Keeley, and Teresa Inge for showing me the talents of Mary Dutta. It was in their anthologies they edited for White City Press that these terrific writing voices came to my attention and are how they came to be included in the pages within. 

And, of course, thanks to all of you who read our works and continue to support our authors and independent publishing. Without all of you we wouldn’t be celebrating two years of White City Press in November of 2025, we wouldn’t have nearly 50 titles published, and there wouldn’t be this volume of OHW2 in your hands.

I guess I’ll have to keep all of you happy and come back with OHW3. You know, since you twisted my arm.

J. Alan Hartman

Editor-in-Chief, White City Press

September 2025
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Say That You’ll Be True

Steve Liskow

The summer after my senior year, I mowed lawns and trimmed shrubbery for most of our neighborhood. I had fifteen customers, so I did three lawns a day one week and hedges the next, which left my weekends free. By the end of the second week, I’d figured out when people would be home so I could get paid on the spot instead of having to come back another time. 

The last Wednesday in June, I finished the Harrisons’ yard about eleven, and Mrs. Harrison handed me an envelope with my money.

“Going to be a hot one today, Dale.” She was kind of pudgy and loved to bake, and the cake and pie smells coming from her kitchen made my mouth water.

“Yes, ma’am.” My shirt was already plastered to my back. “That’s why I’m trying to get through early.”

“Good idea.” She wiped her hands on her apron and I heard a fan behind her, moving the sticky air around her kitchen. 

I crossed the street and saw a plumber’s truck in the driveway. When Mrs. Quinn opened the door, my eyes almost popped out of my face. She was wearing a slip, so sheer I saw two dark circles under it. She looked like one of those girls my buddies and I admired in magazines down at Keller’s Drug store.

“Oh. Dale.” Her chest moved when she breathed. “I guess you’re here to trim my bush, aren’t you?”

“Uh, it’s your lawn this week, ma’am.” I heard Elvis behind her. Mr. Quinn owned Broadcast City, so the Quinns had a record player that fitted into the cabinet with the radio. They had a 21-inch TV, too. I made do with my transistor radio. 

“Oh, that’s right.” Mrs. Quinn crossed her arms and I caught myself staring at her chest. “Um, could you take special care with the back yard today? We’re having a few friends over for the weekend and we might play croquet or something.”

“Um, sure thing.”

She closed the door and I guided the mower to the big back yard. They had four chairs and a picnic table, with a hammock swinging between two large maple trees. I moved all the furniture, but I still had to duck under that hammock every time I made a pass between the trees. I replaced everything and was about to move the side yard when the kitchen door opened and a guy with a tool box walked out. Ed Thome, who graduated the year before me. He had a bouncy walk and seemed to be humming until he saw me. 

“Hey, Dale.”

“How’s tricks, Ed?” I cut the mower’s engine and looked at his hands. Clean as a whistle. “You do this for your job now, plumbing?”

“Yeah. Trade school. Good money, and even better hours. You doing this for a company, or on your own?”

“Just me,” I said. “I’m saving up for J.C. in the fall.”

“That so?” 

“Yeah. My mom wants me to join the Army, but I want to try college.” Over Ed’s shoulder, I saw Mrs. Quinn standing in the doorway in that slip. Ed saw my eyes move and looked back.

“Uh, I better get going. Got other calls to make. See you around, Dale.”

“You bet.”

His truck eased down the driveway. When I finished mowing, Mrs. Quinn gave me my money. By then, she wore madras Bermuda shorts and a white sleeveless top. The radio drifted out the door behind her again, a song I didn’t recognize, but I liked the guitar in it.

“New song,” she said. “I just heard it for the first time yesterday.”

“What’s it called?” I asked. 

“‘Susie-Q,” she said. “Like me.”

“Oh, is your first name Susie?”

“Susannah. But Susie’s my nickname.”

I mowed the Holcombs’ lawn, too, got my envelope from Mrs. Holcomb, and reached home before the hottest part of the day. I took a shower and stretched out on my bed with my transistor. That new song came on again, and the rhythm made me close my eyes and imagine Mrs. Quinn standing in the doorway with that slip dripping off her. 

* * *

I listened to a few more songs, then walked to the bank and deposited my money. I did that every day so I didn’t start spending it on stupid stuff. I didn’t have a girlfriend, and that made it easier. 

“Hi, Dale.”

Fran, from my trig class, smiled across the counter. She wore a bright orange headband and had glasses with little black frames that made her brown eyes look huge. The glasses and her white blouse made her look much older, but we graduated together only a few weeks earlier.

“Uh, hi. Are you working here now?” Sometimes, I’m so brilliant I can’t stand it. 

“Yep. Started two weeks ago.” 

I gave her my deposit slip and wondered what else I could say. She typed the amount and smiled again.

“Oh, I’ve always dreamed of having a rich husband.”

My throat dried up. I was outside before I could breathe again, and then I kicked myself for not trying to chat with her some more. I only went on a few dates in high school, and never had a steady girlfriend. I told myself it would be different in college. 

On the way home, I turned left and walked past the Quinns’ house again. They lived on the far side of the block across the street from us, so it wasn’t that far out of my way. My mom was a secretary at an insurance company, and she wouldn’t be home for another couple of hours. I went into our back yard and read a chemistry book from the library to get ready for the fall. I had my transistor radio, and that song came on again. 

I imagined myself dancing with a girl to that song. I don’t dance much, but the music had a beat that made me want to move. I wondered if Fran like to dance. Then I wondered about Mrs. Quinn. Susie-Q. I imagined her walking away from me in that slip again and forgot all about chemistry.

Two weeks later, it rained on Tuesday, so I cut four lawns on Wednesday instead of three. I wanted to do five, but the grass was still wet and kept clogging up my mower. When I walked up the Quinns’ steps to ring the bell, I saw a truck in the driveway again. A carpenter, this time. When Mrs. Quinn answered, she was wearing a dress but her hair looked kind of mussed up.

‘I wasn’t sure you’d come today, Dale. That rain yesterday and all. But you always come on time, don’t you?”

Her eyes told me she was saying something else, too. I cleared my throat and nodded. With her hair all mussed like that, she looked even prettier, like she’d been tossing her head around and dancing to that song.

“Well, I’ll just put your envelope under the mat here, all right?” She pointed to the welcome mat beneath my sneakers. “That way you won’t have to knock again when you finish.”

“Good idea.”

I put the furniture back after mowing the back yard before the back door opened and a man with another toolbox strode down the steps to his truck. He was a lot taller than me and had big muscles. He roared down the driveway like he didn’t even see me.

When I finished mowing, I walked down the side of the house and around the corner to get my money from under the mat. Through an open window, I heard Mrs. Quinn singing “Susie-Q,” the shower running in the background. By the time I got home I was tired from all the work, but the idea of Mrs. Quinn taking a shower woke me right up.

By the end of July, I had almost $300 in the bank. That same carpenter truck was in the driveway when I trimmed Mrs. Quinn’s shrubbery again, and I wondered what they were remodeling. Their house looked like most of the others in my neighborhood, a two-story frame, white, with green woodwork. The porch spread across the entire front of the house, and Mrs. Quinn had two plants hanging from hooks above the railing, where they got lots of sun. That porch and the yard were a little bigger than some of the neighbors’, but that was the only difference I could see. 

Fran took my deposit again.

“You come in here every day, don’t you, Dale?” She wore a tan blouse that made her hair the rich brown of a Hershey bar. 

“I don’t want to keep my money home,” I said. “I’d spend it, but I’m trying to save up for J.C. this fall.”

“You’re going to college?” Her eyes got round. “Wow.”

“Well,” I hedged, “I’m going to try it. My mom wants me to join the Army, but I want to try college first. Maybe join up if I flunk out.”

She looked older, almost like a teacher, and shook her head. “I don’t think you’ll flunk out. You’re really smart.”

“You think so?”

“I know so.” She looked at my deposit slip and the money. “You’re saving lots of money and working hard. How do you relax?”

There was nobody behind me, so I took time to think about that.

“Well, there’s movies and stuff. And some of the guys still go over to the vacant lot and toss a ball around.”

“Sure,” Fran said. “And you’ve got enough money to buy your girlfriend nice things.”

I shook my head. “I don’t have a girlfriend.” 

For the first time, I wondered why. My father died three years before. Mom didn’t go out for a year after that, but now she went on a date once in a while, usually out to dinner and dancing. She didn’t have a steady man, either. Maybe it ran in the family. 

“You don’t?” Fran looked amazed. She stamped my deposit slip and handed it back. “A good-looking guy like you?”

I wasn’t used to hearing that. Especially not from a girl. I thought about it the rest of the day, even when I was listening to my transistor radio. The next Monday, I made sure I was in Fran’s line to deposit my money and when I got to her window, I asked her for a date.

“Really?” She blinked and I felt like a stupid little kid. “Okay. When?”

“How about this Saturday?” If I stopped to think about it too long, I’d run out of the bank as fast as my legs could carry me. “We can go to a movie. You can pick it.”

“I’ll look at the paper tonight. Thank you, Dale.”

Mom was amazed when I asked to use the car, but she didn’t give me much of a lecture about driving safely.

Fran and I saw April Love with Pat Boone and Shirley Jones. We shared a box of popcorn and listened to the songs, and I realized I’d heard “April Love” on my transistor a few times.

We drove back to her place and sat in the car for a few minutes while I struggled to keep the conversation going. Fran was really pretty and I liked being with her, but I felt like I was one stupid word away from ruining the evening. Finally, I walked her to her door and she stood looking at me. I knew I had to say something.

“Um, this was lots of fun, Fran.”

“It was, Dale. Thanks for asking me out.”

“W-would you like to do something again next week? Maybe another movie, or…”

“Yes.”

I tried to look cool. Then she leaned over and kissed me on the cheek and disappeared into the house. I floated back to the car and didn’t even remember driving home. I undressed for bed and tucked my earpiece into my ear. “April Love” played once before I fell asleep. So did “Susie-Q.”

The next week, Fran suggested that we go to a drive-in. I don’t remember what we saw, or at least paid to see, because before the newsreel even finished, she slid over and put her head on my shoulder. A few minutes later, we were holding hands. Her hair smelled like flowers, and she was soft and warm against me.

When the first movie started, she turned her head and her lips brushed against mine. I’d never kissed a girl before, but she had definitely kissed a boy, and she spent the rest of the night helping me catch up on what I’d missed. By the time I took her home, my lips felt raw and my jeans felt so tight I could hardly walk.

“Let’s do this again next week,” she whispered. 

The following Wednesday, I rang Mrs. Quinn’s doorbell and she opened the door so quickly I wondered if she’d been watching for me. She frowned at the clouds gathering behind me.

“It’s awfully hot out, Dale. Are you sure you want to cut the lawn on a day like this?”

“You’re my last one for the day, ma’am.” She wore Bermuda shorts and a sleeveless top with white and pink vertical stripes. When she moved, that top moved with her, and I was pretty sure she wasn’t wearing anything under it.

“Well, that’s lucky, isn’t it?” She looked at the mower on the front walk. “When you’re done, why don’t you come in for a nice cool drink along your money. Sort of a bonus. What do you say?”

“Uh, sure. Thank you.”

Over the next hour, the clouds stacked up above me and I worried that I’d get caught in the rain. I cut the outside edges of the yard and swung the mower around in tight curves, going as fast as I could without missing anything. The wind picked up and the leaves on the maples holding the hammock rattled and turned over so I knew rain was on the way. By the time I was finished, sweat rolled down my rib cage and my shirt stuck to my back. 

Mrs. Quinn opened the door and her eyes moved up and down my body.

“Oh, my, Dale. You’re all sweaty. Come on in my kitchen.”

“Thank you, ma’am, but I’d better get going.”

“Oh, nonsense. You need to cool off for a few minutes. Let me get you a drink.” She turned away, and her shorts were so tight I wondered how she could walk in them. She smiled over her shoulder.

“What would you like, Lemonade, Kool-Aid, water…”

She turned around to face me again, and she’d undone two buttons of her top so I saw two pink mounds peeking through the gap.

“Or maybe you’d like something a little stronger?”

She looked even sexier than the ladies in the magazines down at the drug store, and she was right in front of me. I could smell my own sweat, but there was a soft delicate scent wafting off her, too.

“Did you tell me before that you don’t have a girlfriend?”

“Um, yeah—yes—but I do now.”

“Really?” She raised her eyebrows and widened her eyes. “How long has that been going on?”

“Uh, a couple of weeks, but—”

“I’ll bet she doesn’t have the slightest idea what a big strong man like you really needs. Not like I do.”

I remembered the drive-in, me and Fran kissing through most of the double feature, even the coming attractions. Mrs. Quinn reached out and ran a fingernail over my cheek, so softly I hardly felt it, but goosebumps popped out all over my body.

“Um, ma’am, I’d better get home. It looks like it’s going to rain, and I don’t want my stuff to get all wet.”

“Oh, I’d love to get your stuff all wet, honey. All work and no play, if you know what I mean…”

“Um, Mrs. Q-Quinn, you’re married.”

“Oh, Susie-Q, I love you, my Susie-Q.” She swayed her hips and looked into my eyes like she was trying to hypnotize me.

“Do you like the way I walk, Dale? Do you like the way I talk?”

Fran’s face hovered before me. I felt cold and a little sick. I looked toward the dining room table, where a white envelope lay on a place mat. 

“I really have to go, Mrs. Quinn.” I reached for the envelope. “Is this my money? OK, thank you. ‘Bye.”

I scurried out the door and pushed my mower down the driveway. A carpenter’s truck turned the corner and headed my way, but I didn’t even watch to see if it pulled into the driveway. I hustled the mower the two blocks back home in about three minutes, and the first clap of thunder sounded as I stowed it in the garage. I dashed into the house and took a shower, and by the time I finished, rain was coming down so hard I could barely see the street out my bedroom window.

I lay down on my bed and flicked the volume switch on my radio. I heard a click, but nothing else. I fiddled with the tuner and couldn’t get a station anywhere along the dial. I went down to the kitchen and looked in the drawer where we kept batteries. We had some size “D” spares for the two flashlights, but none that would fit my transistor. 

The rain was so hard I decided to deposit my money the next day. I’d stop at Broadcast City and get more batteries, too.

The next day was sunny and the lawns were dry enough so I could mow them easily. I filled out my deposit ticket and waited in line to see Fran again. She looked happy without being scary like Mrs. Quinn. I asked her out again and got her phone number so we could talk about what to do. I didn’t want to get into a rut with movies all the time, but I wasn’t sure what else she might like.

Then I walked another four blocks to Broadcast City. Big television sets and cabinets with radios and record players filled the place, knotty pine on the walls, and soft carpeting like somebody’s rec room. I wandered around and admired all the fancy TV sets. RCA, Philco, Zenith. The cheap ones would cost everything I’d saved for the last two months.

“Can I help you?”

Mr. Quinn was several inches taller than me, with a crew cut and broad shoulders. I remembered that he was a soldier in Korea. When he limped, I remembered that he’d been wounded, too. 

“Uh, no,” I said. “I’m just looking at all the TV sets.”

“Got some beauties here.” He nodded at an RCA, 21 inches with a wooden cabinet. “This baby is the best you can get. VHF and UHF. We don’t even charge extra for installing the antenna. And the rabbit ears make the reception even better.”

“Sounds great,” I said, “but I don’t have enough money. I’m just here for a couple of ‘A’ batteries for my transistor.”

“Oh, we’ve got those back here.” I followed him as he limped back to the cash register.

“You’re Mr. Quinn, aren’t you?” I dug in my pocket for a dollar bill. “I’m Dale, I cut your grass.”

“Oh, right.” He put two batteries on the counter. “You live on the next block, don’t you?”

“That’s right. What are you doing with your house now?”

He frowned. “What do you mean?”

“Well, the carpenter. His truck’s been there whenever I’m there, so I figured you’re doing some remodeling or something.”

He tapped the batteries on the counter a few times. “When was the last time you saw him?”

“Two days ago. I mow your lawn on Wednesday, and he was there then.”

“Oh, you do our lawn every Wednesday?”

“Well, every other week. I trim hedges the week in between.”

“That’s interesting.” He put my batteries in a little paper bag and gave me my change. “Wednesday.”

“Unless it’s raining,” I said. “Then I do more lawns the next day.”

“That’s a good idea.”

I felt his eyes on my back when I walked out of the store. 

When I talked to Fran on the phone that night, she wanted to go to a dance at the Armory. A local rock ‘n’ roll band was playing, and we could dance and talk with our friends.

“I don’t know how to dance very well,” I told her.

“I can teach you,” she said. She’d taught me to kiss, so I figured this would be a good lesson, too. 

Saturday, the Cavaliers played most of the hits from the radio. Elvis, Jerry Lee Lewis, Little Richard. They wore madras sports jackets and black slacks and bow ties, and they were so loud the echoes filled the room like pillars. Fran took off her saddle shoes and I took off my penny loafers and we moved out on the floor.

“Feel the drumbeat in your stomach and move to it,” she said. “Just watch what I do.” 

That turned out to be the best idea she’d had yet. When the Cavaliers played their version of “Susie-Q,” she took my hand and I forgot everyone else in the room. That girl in glasses looked even sexier than Mrs. Quinn, and I knew the evening was going to get even better before it was over. 

That night, we spent a long time saying good night in the car. By the time I walked her up her porch steps, we were both panting, and she put her arms around me when we had a final kiss. She pressed against me and I held her close. 

When I got behind the wheel of Mom’s car again, I knew what Mrs. Quinn thought I was missing. 

The next time I pushed my mower up the Quinn’s driveway, there were only two weeks left before college registration. Sure enough, that carpenter’s truck stood next to the garage door. When I knocked, Mrs. Quinn came to the door in a bathrobe. Her hair was all messed up, too, not like the neat movie star look I usually saw.

“Oh, Dale.” She brushed her hair off her face. “I forgot all about you. I’ll put the envelope here on the mat so you don’t even have to knock again when you’re done, all right?”

“Sure. Thank you.”

I started up the mower and moved toward the back yard. I was half finished when another car pulled into the driveway and parked about twenty feet behind the carpenter truck. Mr. Quinn got out and limped toward the back door. He didn’t even look at me, and he had his hand in the pocket of his sports jacket. He went inside and closed the door behind him.

My mower was so loud I couldn’t hear anything else, but a few minutes later, the carpenter came out the back door and hustled over to his truck. His face was pale and his clothes were all mussed up. He saw Mr. Quinn’s car, and when he got into his truck, he pulled over onto the grass and backed down
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Susie Q is a rockabilly song co-written and performed by
American musician Dale Hawkins, released in 1957. The
song was a commercial success and became a classic of the
early rock and roll era, being recorded by many other
performers in subsequent years.
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Manilow also created a legendary musical crime in his song Copacabana, telling
the story of feather-wearing dancer Lola who is caught between bartender Tony
and patron Rico as the two men vie for her affections...and ultimately meet
untimely ends.

Now, 13 crime author fans of Barry (affectionately known as “Fanilows”) take on
other songs from his collection of hits to tell all new stories of love, life,
relationships and other situations gone horribly wrong. All the hits are here, as well
as a few lesser-known tracks.

As Manilow sings, “there was blood and a single gunshot. But just who shot who?”

This collection features all new stories from Karen Keeley, Linda Kay Hardie, Adam
Gorgoni, Maya St. Clair, Matt McGee, Laurie Stevens, Caleb Weinhardt, Kurtis
Rupé, Recita Clemons, J. M. Taylor, John M. Floyd, T. Fox Dunham, Christine
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Hitting the charts only once isn't just unfortunate...it's a crime.

Over the decades, tons of musical artists and groups have had a hit song that has lived on
long after the tune topped the charts and is often looked upon fondly for decades to come.
For some musicians, this may be the only the song they're ever known for and they fade
into obscurity soon thereafter. These are affectionately known as "one-hit wonders," and
are much celebrated by fans and music publications, particularly on September 25th each
year on One-Hit Wonder Day

12 of today's best short story authors have taken their favorite one-hit wonders and
reimagined them as the influence for some pretty heinous crimes. (I Just) Died in Your
Arms features a decades-spanning collection of immediately recognizable hit songs
turned into stories from the amazing talents of Vinnie Hansen, Jeanne DuBois, Josh
Pachter, .M. Taylor, Christine Verstraete, Sandra Murphy, Joseph S. Walker, Wendy
Harrison, Bev Vincent, Leone Ciporin, Adam Gorgoni and Barb Goffman.

Paperback ISBN: 9781963479027 eBook ISBN 9781963479010





