
Red September

The Spring Castle Legacy, Book 3



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      RED SEPTEMBER

    

    
      First edition. September 23, 2024.

      Copyright © 2024 Michel R Vaillancourt.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8227757012

    

    
    
      Written by Michel R Vaillancourt.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Standard USW Content Labels and Guidelines | Please Read Before Purchase

The Cast | the Afterliving | Spring Castle

Glitter City

the Stones of the Moon | Spring Castle Pack

Storm King Mountain Pack

the Children of the Stars | Denver Observatory

Grand Alliance

Spring Castle Observatory (Heretical)

the Pillars of the Obsidian Bridge | Covenant of Spring Castle

Covenant of New Orleans

the Fäé | Unseelie | La Cour Des Orages (the Court of Storms)

Part 1 - Fourteen Weeks Later | Ch 1 - Nothing To See, Hear | 15h03, Tuesday, 23rd September, 1997

16h08, Tuesday, 23rd September, 1997

19h42, Tuesday, 23rd September, 1997

19h53, Tuesday, 23rd September, 1997

21h10, Tuesday, 23rd September, 1997

Ch 2 - Deja Voodoo | 07h08, Wednesday, 24th September, 1997

08h19, Wednesday, 24th September, 1997

08h44, Wednesday, 24th September, 1997

21h26, Wednesday, 24th September, 1997

21h31, Wednesday, 24th September, 1997

Ch 3 - Gilded Gifts | 06h28, Thursday, 25th September, 1997

06h57, Thursday, 25th September, 1997

07h55, Thursday, 25th September, 1997

08h59, Thursday, 25th September, 1997

09h14, Thursday, 25th September, 1997

Ch 4 - Distant Barking | 18h31, Thursday, 25th September, 1997

21h52, Thursday, 25th September, 1997

06h48, Friday, 26th September, 1997

10h07, Friday, 26th September, 1997

Part 2 - Dogs of War | Ch 5 - Future Falls | 12h33 Friday, 26th September, 1997

13h04, Friday, 26th September, 1997

20h02, Friday, 26th September, 1997

20h12, Friday, 26th September, 1997

20h21, Friday, 26th September, 1997

22h07, Friday, 26th September, 1997

23h09, Friday, 26th September, 1997

23h31, Friday, 26th September, 1997

23h36, Friday, 26th September, 1997

Ch 6 - Un-Comfortably Numb | 05h37, Saturday, 27th September, 1997

05h50, Saturday, 27th September, 1997

06h13, Saturday, 27th September, 1997

07h33, Saturday, 27th September, 1997

08h54, Saturday, 27th September, 1997

10h49, Saturday, 27th September, 1997

Ch 7 - Brilliant Shadows | 11h30, Saturday, 27th September, 1997

11h35, Saturday, 27th September, 1997

11h41, Saturday, 27th September, 1997

12h23, Saturday, 27th September, 1997

21h14, Saturday, 27th September, 1997

21h50, Saturday, 27th September, 1997

21h52, Saturday, 27th September, 1997

22h52, Saturday, 27th September, 1997

Part 3 - Fated Swords | Ch 8 - Piano Wire and Paper Cuts | 08h02, Sunday, 28th September, 1997

10h22, Sunday, 28th September, 1997

11h37, Sunday, 28th September, 1997

12h46, Sunday, 28th September, 1997

13h30, Sunday, 28th September, 1997

14h40, Sunday, 28th September, 1997

16h04, Sunday, 28th September, 1997

Ch 9 - Inhuman Toll | 19h26, Sunday, 28th September, 1997

20h33, Sunday, 28th September, 1997

21h50, Sunday, 28th September, 1997

21h55, Sunday, 28th September, 1997

Some Time Later, in the Charmlands

Early Afternoon, Next Day, in the Charmlands

Ch 10 - Finishing Lines | 20h00, Monday, 29th September, 1997

20h01, Monday, 29th September, 1997

20h02, Monday, 29th September, 1997

Early Evening, in the Charmlands

20h04, Monday, 29th September, 1997

Ch 11 - Untested Destinies | 20h13, Monday, 29th September, 1997

Part 4 - Closing Statements | Ch 12 - Afterlife Goes On | 21h07, Tuesday, 30th September, 1997

21h13, Tuesday, 30th September, 1997

00h03, Wednesday, 1st October, 1997

07h04, Wednesday, 1st October, 1997

08h04, Wednesday, 1st October, 1997

18h11, Wednesday, 1st October, 1997

Sign up for Michel R Vaillancourt's Mailing List

Further Reading: Afterliving for Artists

Also By Michel R Vaillancourt

About the Author



  	
  	
			Dedication

			
		
    Well. Look at that. "Red September" in your hands. Crazy, huh?
It certainly feels crazy to me, that's for sure. I'm still pretty gobsmacked at how long my interest in this setting and its characters has lasted.
If you're a long-time fan of the first series, "Glitter City Knights", you'll likely feel right at home here. If you started with "the Spring Castle Legacy", then this one might feel like a bit of a departure.
It is, but it's back to where I came from, because I felt it was the best narrative solution for the story that wanted to be told. I'll be surprised if the next novel isn't in the same multi-character perspective as the first two of the series.
Either way, thanks for being here. Without readers, stories are just trees falling in forests, unheard and unmissed.
As I've said before, and will say again and again, thanks and gratitude go to my sweetheart and partner, Christine Chapman for listening to re-reads, putting up with unwashed dishes because "*scceeeeene*!", and helping with the editing.
Likewise, thanks and gratitude go to my two muses, Karen J. Kraglund and Tracey L. Ernst, who are always willing to talk about the art and science of writing, and be direct about the places my works need work. As they often do.
— Michel R Vaillancourt, Author
2nd August, 2024.
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Standard USW Content Labels and Guidelines

Please Read Before Purchase

[image: ]



• This is a work of fiction.  Any similarity to persons or situations past or present is entirely accidental.

• This is a semi-period piece. The attitudes, views and social mores reflect the time in some cases in a way that is out of line with today. There is no attempt to hide that the good-old-days weren't always as good as we remember.

• This is a work of quasi-horror / suspense, as well as complex adult physical and emotional relationships.

• This story includes scenes / descriptions of racism, intense violence, blood and gore, sexual content, strong language, implicit / explicit use of drugs, alcohol and smoking.

• It also includes references to criminal activity, religion, slavery, suicide, forced pregnancy, domestic abuse, and emotional trauma.

• Scenes of adult and sexual relationships may contain references to, or examples of, heterosexuality, homosexuality, asexuality, pansexuality, bondage/dominance/submissive behaviours, polyamory and monogamy.



If these concepts / themes / subject-matters are upsetting or unpleasant, this is unlikely to be a good reading experience for you.

Consider and purchase accordingly.
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The Cast

the Afterliving

Spring Castle
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• Duchess Imani of Atlanta (Politico, Diplomat, Speaker)

◦ (r) Reggie James (MdM)

◦ (r) Kevin Sharpes

◦ (r) Kiefer Donaldson

• Vizier Belinda of Somerset (Warrior, Philosopher, Politico)

◦ (r) Carlos Segura (MdM)

◦ (r) Ludwig van Dorrn

• Keeper Tiffany of Inland Empire (Artist, Diplomat, Politico)

• Reaper Sharlene of Poulton (Warrior)

◦ (r) Emerret Moore 

• Lady Kirsten of Denver (Artist)

• Lady Kaarina of Trushnikovskaya (Artist, Fixer)

◦ (c) Yola Cantata 

◦ (c) Anatolio Smaldota 

• Lady Olivia of New York (Industrialist)

• Lady Evita of Montgomery-Powys (Artist)

• Lady Miriam of Regina (Accountant)

• Lady Iris of Huston (Warrior, Philosopher)

• Lady Jennifer of Philadelphia (Scientist)

• Lady Valentina of Mexico City (Thief)

• Lady Maeve of Los Angeles (Financialist)

• Samuel Andrew Wayne (Male, Thief)

• Jaime Delacerda (Male, Thief)

◦ (c) Bess Boyarsky 

• Anoki Kuwari (Male, Artist)

◦ (r) Isobelle Delesanges (MdM)

• Noah St-James (Male, Warrior)

• Andy Lee Shin (Male, Artist, Pilot)

• Edward Pierce (Male, Academic / Scientist (Ag))
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Glitter City
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• Duchess Elizabeth de Chauntrelle (Politico, Diplomat, Speaker)

• Keeper Larisa of Rivne (Politico & Financialist)

◦ (r) Claude Du Montagne

• Reaper Gabriel Lafleche, Fist of the Velvet Glove of the Lawbound, Scales of Glitter City (Male, Warrior)

◦ (r) Jeanie Lynne Collins

• Lady Molly of Cardiff (Industrialist & Financialist)

• (Set) Jean-Pierre de Grimaud (Male, Warrior & Financialist)

◦ (r) Bertrand Leperdue (MdM)

◦ (r) Jon Makula (Driver)

◦ (r) Susan Carlisle (Logistics & Planning)

◦ (r) Irina Smirnova (Pilot)

◦ (r) Marie Cunliffe (Quarter Master)

◦ (r) Rashad Slope (CQC)

◦ (r) Amber Washer (VIP Escort & Safety)

◦ (r) Úrsula Liebenau (Sniper)
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the Stones of the Moon

Spring Castle Pack
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• Gerald “Can-Can” O’Brien (Warrior, Leader)

• Charlotte “Lottie” O’Brien (Steward)

• Ricky “Graver” Foxall (Warrior)

• Fawn “Tic-Tac” Foxall (Brewer)

• Glenn “Ginster” Forrest (Techie)

• Evangeline “Vangie / Evie” Forrest (Warrior, Leader, Ambassador to the Court of Eden)

• Louis “Sparky” Edison (Techie)

• Sandra “Easystreet” Edison (Crone)

• Spencer “Sherman” Stennard (Warrior)

• Rosalind “Rosie” Stennard (Medic, Herbalist)

• Burton “Torchbrakes” Bornholtz (Techie)

• Amanda “Lulu” Bornholtz (Crone)

• Bart “Beretta” Crammer (Nightguard)

• Kerry “Dead Nickel” Crammer (Crone)

• Aaron “Linedrive” Dawe (Warrior)

• Denice “Chainlink” Dawe (Crone)

• Jadiel “Saxman” Jackson (Warrior, Artist)

• Jackie “Longdrink” Neztsosie (Warrior)

• Peirce “Archer” Madegka (Nightguard)

• Takoda “Tomahawk” Nakai (Nightguard)
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Storm King Mountain Pack
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• Lynn “Longtoss” Lockie (Crone)

• Earl-James “Stillshack” Stillerson (Brewer)

• Rita “Ritzy” Rowalcha (Steward)

• Grainger “Bunker” Garrison (Warrior)

• Tynan “Sleeper” Trankowski (Nightguard)
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the Children of the Stars

Denver Observatory
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• Senior Legedamarin of Denver, Snowden Croome
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Grand Alliance
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• Blied Daanser Daydalon (Blade-Dancer of-Clouds) Trishana Charu Thakker
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Spring Castle Observatory (Heretical)
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• Sayidat Muraqib Alsama (Watcher-of-the-Skies), Sorceress to the Court of Eden, Constance de Villerary

◦ Sir Iliphar Beizeiros, Knight of the Wisps (Bodyguard)

• Sayid Muraqib Alnujum (Gazer-of-the-Stars), Spectral Advisor to the Court of Eden, Ryan Montifer, Dieus Malgris

◦ Mei Lei Pan, Major Domo
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the Pillars of the Obsidian Bridge

Covenant of Spring Castle
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• First Pillar Allcock (Jessica)
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Covenant of New Orleans
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• Second Pillar Wrightly (Benjamin James)
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the Fäé

Unseelie

La Cour Des Orages (the Court of Storms)
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• Song-Lord Edfÿndar Fäéneiros
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Part 1 - Fourteen Weeks Later

Ch 1 - Nothing To See, Hear

15h03, Tuesday, 23rd September, 1997
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Spring Castle Sheriff’s Deputy Emerret Andrew Moore listened to the ring of the Nokia eighty-one-ten he held. “Come on, woman, answer the phone,” he sighed. He was sitting in his cruiser, watching the flow of traffic on the highway leading to Hauler House and then the community of Spring Castle.

He had the windows down, allowing the chill afternoon breeze to curl through the car. The late day sun was completely hidden from view by a mixture of fog and heavy mist that swirled about with each passing vehicle.

“Yeah, what?” The voice on the other end of the call was sharp with impatience.

“Jay, it’s Em.”

“Yeah, I know; I can read Caller ID. What’s up?”

“Good to talk to you, friend,” Emerret rolled his eyes.

“Yeah, yeah. You’re not calling for social reasons, Em, so get to business.”

He shook his head, and gave up yet again. “Sharley wanted me to pass the message to be expecting one of our Court down to visit about two hours before sunrise tonight.”

“Andy Lee doing another run?” Jeanie questioned.

“‘Parently so. With the foundations bein’ poured for JP’s new shack, Andy’s been all over the place for the past couple months,” Emerret answered.

“Yeah, I think this is the third weekend in five he’ll be down here in Glitter City. Alright. I’ll let Gabe know, and call Claude once we’re done talking so that the Keeper knows as well.”

“Great, Jay, I ’ppreciate that.”

“Doing the job, Em. How are you holding up on your side of things?” Jeanie asked.

Emerret glanced at the cellular phone in surprise. Jeanie rarely bothered with small talk, for any reason, either in person or on the phone.

“Well, it’s still all weirder than Hell, but, I’m gettin’ used to it,” he replied. “Walked off a tyre-iron to the ribs the other night, like it weren’t nothin’ interesting.”

“How’d the other guy take that?” Jeanie laughed.

“Oh, he done pissed himself and went white as a sheet when I asked him to kindly cut that out before I added resistin’ arrest to the charges,” Emerret chuckled.

Jeanie howled on her end of the call. “Alright, damn, that’s a good one. I like your sense of humour, Em. I could dry my laundry with it most of the time, but it’s funny as shit.”

“Glad you ‘ppreciate it, Jay. Are you and the Boss headin’ up this way any time soon?”

“Pretty sure no. I mean, it’s hard to be one-hundred-percent about anything with Gabe, but he hasn’t mentioned anything either from the Duchess or the Glove. Anything going on?” Jeanie inquired.

“Oh, naw, nothin’ really. A few of the fellas from the bar front of the Rialto were askin’ about you.”

“You’re kidding, right?”

“Naw. Mike Mulcare, the pipe fitter, and Willie Juda, the fella setting up the pool hall over towards Hauler House, if I’m recallin’ rightly.”

There was a groan followed by a sigh of annoyance. “William’s not so bad, but Mike was such a jerk. Do me a favour and don’t let either of them know what’s up with me, okay?”

“Oh, naw, I wouldn’t do that without you telling me that was what you wanted first. A lady’s privacy is everything in this day and age.”

“Well, yeah, even more so for women like me and Susan.” There was a pause, and he could hear her transfer her phone to the other ear. “Are you sure you weren’t one of the fellas from the bar front of the Rialto?” Jeanie asked in a teasing voice.

“Well, I didn’t want you to feel like I was bein’ a creep,” he answered carefully.

“We talked about it over breakfast, Em. It was mutual, it was fun, no regrets, and you’ve always got a spot on my dance card when I’m in the Mile High City. Both of us are in weird situations because of Gabe and Sharley; it’s good to have a drinking, dancing, bitching and screwing buddy in the business.”

“Alright. I just don’t want you thinking it’s just the last part of the list that has all of my interest.”

“Nah, you’re fine, Em. That’s one of the things I like about you; you’re a genuinely good enough person that I know you’d be more upset about you treating me that way than I would be for you doing it,” she chuckled. “How are you and Her Nibbs getting along?”

“Oh, I’m as confused and mixed-up as ever, mostly ’cause she can’t figure out what she wants,” Emerret sighed.

“Ugh. That’s trash, Em. I mean, I know she and Andy are officially an open relationship, and that she’s got a soft spot for you but ... Jeeze. Piss or get off the pot, bitch,” Jeanie sighed, her voice full of sympathy.

“Yeah, well, I ain’t so easy to spend time with, neither. A Cop is never really off duty, you know?”

Jeanie snorted. “No, Em, you are never really off duty. Most of the Blue Wall I know go home and forget about it until they get up in the morning. It’s just a job.”

“Well, it ain’t just a job for me, Jay. I’m trying to do right by people.”

“I know, Em. It’s adorable, like I’ve said, but I like I told you before, I think you’re just making your own nails. I appreciate what you’re trying to do, but I just don’t think the world works that way all that much.”

Emerret shook his head and glanced away from the phone for a moment. “Well, either way, between the sunrise, my shift work, Andy’s flight schedule, her duties around here ... I might see her once a week at Eden, and we get to hang out elsewhere maybe once every second or third week.”

“That’s not a relationship, Em. That’s service calls. If she’s not going to make time for you, then get your heart out of it. It’s not just up to you to put all the work in.” There was another pause and she sighed. “Ah, fuck. I just saw the time. I should likely get off the horn here and get the last of this stuff on my list done before Gabe gets up.”

“Alrighty then, Jay. Good chattin’ with you. I’ll tell Sharley that the message was passed and handled. Don’t be a stranger, friend,” Emerret offered.

“Thanks, Em. I won’t be. It’s good to have someone else wearing similar shoes to talk to. Same thing with you; give me a call in a couple of days, just to check in. Stay safe out there, alright?” Jeanie said.

“I do try, Jay. The good news is that it’s outside of Denver, instead of New York or L.A. That makes things a whole lot less stressful right away.”

The pair finished fairwells and hung up. He slid the phone closed and frowned. “Gawdammit, Jay, why do you have to make things so complicated?” he questioned with a sigh.
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16h08, Tuesday, 23rd September, 1997
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“Is that number five?” Spencer asked, gesturing at the cement truck backing into position to unload. Work was steady at the “country estate” of Jean-Pierre.

Susan nodded, glancing at her clipboard. “Yeah. Three more today, and then the same number again tomorrow. Then we wait a week and bring in five more.”

Spencer shook his head. “That’s one helluva hard hole in the ground,” he chuckled.

She nodded and grinned. “Yeah. Bertrand tells me that the basement will take a hit with a thousand-pound crater-maker and shrug most of it off. I mean, everything above ground will get shaved off to the floor, of course, but the two basement zones will be fine.”

“That’s crazy. Is ‘The Colonel’ really worried about that ever happening?”

Susan looked up at her lover and nodded. “Yeah. He’s had a lot of time to stew on the stunt with the water bomber and the Storm Kings. I don’t think it’s lost on anyone who knows about it that it’s a pretty polite way to get rid of a lot of someones you don’t much like.”

“Is that why the ‘ground floor’ is almost your height above ground, and it’s the top of the concrete box for the basements?”

“Un-huh. No windows, and no doors within six feet of the ground. Now, once the landscaping is done, it’ll be more like four feet, but still.”

“Are you folx still getting static from the County about the runway and helicopter pad?” Spencer questioned.

“Yeah, of course. Come on,” she said as she started walking.

“Lead on, Beautiful. Just so it’s said, even in a hard hat, cover-alls and work boots, you are hot as hell,” Spencer grinned.

“Glad to hear you haven’t gotten tired of the view yet,” Susan replied with a smile.

“I am pretty sure that’s something that won’t ever happen. So you’re in town until next Thursday?”

She shook her head. “No, I’m here for two weeks this time, so Thursday after next. There is just too much going on here for me to be away three weeks out of four now. So it’s two up and two down until the place is ready.”

“I know JP will have you put up in business class at the motel, but ...”

“You’re damn rights I’ll be spending most of my nights out at the Camp,” she interrupted. “Unless there is something big going on in Eden here, or JP needs me handling something while he’s up and about, I’m six to six here, then it’s in the Mazda and out to the Camp with you.”

“Don’t forget your girl, now,” Spencer admonished.

“Oh, trust me, I won’t. She’s busy running the Club and handling her chair at the Granite Table. So, Friday night through to Monday morning, I’ll be with her. Is that okay with you?”

“Oh, heck, Sue, of course it is. I’m not going to be mad at you needing to balance everything out. I’m just happy as hell I get to see you a bunch while you’re here on business.”

“I’m glad, Spencer. I keep thinking you’re going to change your mind about all this. The girl from the other side of the tracks with a girl from the other side of the tracks, and all.”

Spencer shook his head. “I’d be a crazy fool to throw away something this good, Sue. My momma didn’t raise me to be a fool. A little bit crazy, yeah, sure, it comes with the paws, but not a fool.”

Susan reached up, grabbed him by his collar and forcibly pulled him down so their lips met for a long moment. “I’m gonna want more of that and more than that after the bonfire tonight,” she stated.

“Well then, let’s just call me a lottery winner,” Spencer laughed.

“Clean sheets, man. Don’t make me have to make the bed when I get there this time, okay?”

Spencer laughed again. “Once! It was once!”

“And that was quite enough, thank-you. So, about the County and the runway,” she said, gesturing to the area ahead of them. “We want the approach to be either one-eight or three-six. That gives us the best path if we have to get something grumpy like an L-One-Thirty out of here.”

“A HERC? What the Moon Shadows ...?”

“JP doesn’t even own one,” Susan said with a shake of her head. “But that’s not the point. The point is that he wants the option. So that means a North-South runway. Except that six minutes that-a-way at a hundred and thirty miles an hour is the local County airstrip.”

“Huh. That sounds a bit close,” Spencer said thoughtfully.

“It is. This whole area is under air control from Denver International. They really don’t want to be worrying about private traffic from here fouling the usual commuter and delivery runs out of the County port,” Susan explained.

“This can’t be a new problem. There are small ranch strips all over the midwest,” Spencer stated, looking puzzled.

“You got it, big boy. It’s lame BS. Which means something else is the real problem. Likely related to the Unseen World, since none of the red tape is making sense. So, it’s going to be a lot of time on the phone and probably a few in person meetings to figure out what the real issue is and what it’ll cost to get it cleared.”

“This smells funny, Sue. You call me before you go off to any meetings, alright? I’m happy to be your driver; no solo stuff. Okay?”

“Thanks, sweetheart. I will absolutely take you up on that.”

“Thank-you, Sue. I know you’re tough stuff, with all the training you’ve gotten and such, but ... one person is a lot easier to cause problems for than two.”

“Oh yeah. Gabe taught me that. Back up is everything,” she nodded. “Any word on that Hunter?”

Spencer shook his head. “Nope. After we ran down the trail to whatever that torched-out building out in the woods was, nothing. The whole area had been burned and then sprayed over with sulphur and Butyric acid. That was the end of that. Lady Red Mane and Sir Spooksalot came up empty too; someone knew how to wipe psychic signatures from an area. Completely blank slate.”

“And not a word nor hint of him since peace was declared,” Susan said with a thoughtful frown. “The local Observatory swears they have no clue what happened to him, according to Kaarina; apparently they’re a bit embarrassed about that, in fact.”

“This is starting to sound like a bad rework of that new Travolta movie, Broken Arrow,” Spencer growled in aggravation. “So they’ve got an armed weapon lost somewhere and nobody who is supposed to be handling it can figure out why it’s gone missing?”

Susan laughed and nodded. “When you sum it up that way, yeah, pretty much. Slater is such a pretty boy in that movie.”

Spencer rolled his eyes. “Un-huh.”

“You are so fun to tease, Spencer,” she grinned at him. “And before you go objecting, I’ll remind you who it was that dropped their beer bottle on their own foot when the Reaper strolled by in one of Tiffany’s high-fashion French-Tahiti style swimsuits one evening. Hint for you, lover-boy; it wasn’t the bi-chick.”

“Fifth,” he replied hastily. “You heard that Evie had her twins, yeah? A boy and a girl?” Spencer questioned, swiftly changing the topic.

She opted to let him get away with it; she had zero reason to doubt Spencer in any aspect of their relationship, even if there were days where her insecurities prompted her to.

She nodded and grinned. “Yeah, I’d heard. Samuel is alternating between Proud Uncle and Terrified Foster Dad; it’s wildly cute to listen to.”

“Um, I normally don’t gossip, but did I hear right that he and Kaarina hook up for a night or two every couple of weeks?”

Susan nodded. “Yep. Vangie’s idea, and I’m fine with it. They’re mostly cuddle-friends who go the extra few inches once in a while. If it keeps the two of them from missing me and Vangie, respectively, and everyone is honest about it and where their feelings are in the whole thing, it’s all good. I mean, I’m a Stripper at a men’s club in the dockyard district of Glitter City who shacks up as often as I can with a hunky Vülf. I can hardly claim any kind of moral high ground,” she laughed.

Spencer threw his head back and laughed. “Well, I suppose when you put it like that, it’s kinda case closed, isn’t it?”

“Yup.”
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19h42, Tuesday, 23rd September, 1997
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Emerret walked through the doors of Hauler House at the worst possible moment for the bad guys. One of the three thugs was cursing at Peggy Copeland and slapped her across the face.

The second hurled a ketchup bottle with surprising force into the dessert case, splattering everything a mixture of red and glass shards.

The third jumped onto a table, kicked the meals of the terrified patrons onto the floor and struck a pose. “I got something to say!” the tall, muscular and balding man shouted. “It’s better to burn out, than to fade away.”

“’Scuse me, y’all,” Emerret said loudly. “Is there a problem here?” At first, he’d been concerned he’d walked in on the opening phase of Jukebox Rugby. Sharley had explained that one to him, and made sure he understood not to get involved. Vülf stuff was Vülf stuff, and Afterliving Retainers might get accidented by the non-locals. However, none of the Boys he knew were here. He certainly didn’t recognize any of these three.

Everyone in the place, including the three thugs, turned and looked at him in surprise. He was off-duty, and wearing his usual work boots, jeans and denim shirt.

“Are you okay, Peggy?” Emerret questioned as he walked in slowly, keeping his eyes on the trio.

She rubbed the side of her face. “I’ve been hit harder by better looking,” she replied.

“You boys seem to be making a scene. I’m not so sure that’s so smart of you,” Emerret stated.

“Fuck you, asshole,” the one standing on the table snarled. Emerret couldn’t help but notice the extensive body-art he wore, including what looked like an “iron cross” on his right cheek. “Go home to your momma before you get hurt, boy,” the thug growled.

Emerret chuckled. “Let’s try this again, before I decide to set you three straight. You there, Sinatra, get off the table; you over there, Rocky, you ever lay a hand on anyone again, I’ll step on your fingers; and you over there, Quisenberry, you put two hundred by the cash register on the way out the door, or it’s coming out of your hide.”

The three of them laughed at him and all began moving towards him, with malice in their eyes.

“Before you three do anything I’m going to have fun with, I should mention a detail,” Emerret stated, and pulled out his wallet. He flipped it open, displaying his badge.

The trio stopped. “Fucking cop, huh? Going to hide behind that after your big talk?” ‘Sinatra’ glowered. “Cops have accidents, you know that, yeah?”

“You know, I’d say you were a pretty dumb cunt for threatening an officer in front of a room full of witnesses, but it’s pretty obvious you don’t have the depth or the warmth. I’d call you a stupid asshole, but I don’t think you provide any functions nearly that vital, and I don’t think y’all are that bright.”

The three all took a few steps towards him. “You want to be careful there, Cop. You have no clue who you’re dealing with.”

Emerret raised an eyebrow. “Well now, how’s about we go find out. I’ll leave my badge here at the counter, and we all go outside and see who you three fools are.”

“Excuse me, is there a problem here?” Macy Bridges, a brick wall of a man, and the night mechanic, walked in from out back with a ten-pound pipe-wrench in one hand, and the other one wrapped past his wrist in rags.

The trio looked back at Macy, and then towards Emerret.

One of the truck drivers stood up, a steak knife in his hand. “Excuse me, is there a problem here?” the burly driver questioned, making his way to stand beside Emerret.

Adeline, one of the cooks, came out from the kitchen with a meat cleaver in her hand and stood beside Peggy. “Excuse me, is there a problem here?” Adeline repeated.

A few more people got up from their chairs armed with whatever was at hand.

“I think it’s time for you fellas to leave,” Emerret stated. “I’d hate to see three upstanding citizens like yourselves get lynched due to, you know, an unfortunate misunderstanding. Now, y’all don’t forget to be leaving a hundred or so each behind you to cover your tabs ... because, you know, I might not see what happens if you don’t.”
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A short while later, Emerret and Sheriff Jimmy Russell were having coffee and pie at Hauler House. “So you came in here and walked face-first into a ten-fifteen as ten-thirty-one?”

Emerret nodded at his boss and had a mouthful of coffee. “S’right. It looked to me like they were fixin’ to wreck the place.”

“And you flashed the Shield, and they ran?” There was a thin note of skepticism in the question. The older man was twice Emerret’s age, ten times his experience as a lawman, and about twice his weight. Russell was deceptively heavy-set; Emerret had seen him move an engine block by himself once. He was also a pragmatic lawman, one that was more interested in maintaining peace and order as opposed to enforcing every written law.

Emerret had heard allegations of corruption, but nothing that had ever become a court case. He found it hard to believe that his boss would be on the take, beyond the obvious free coffee at Hauler House and the free drinks and extra attention at Mahaybees. He always had some pretty thing sitting in his lap with her arms around his neck.

“Yeah, that’s pretty much it. A few private citizens were saddling up, and when the Perps realized I was an Officer, they bugged out. Motorcycles; sounded like Harley’s to me.”

“You got statements from witnesses?” The question was more business-like; apparently Sheriff Russell was willing to allow Emerret’s version of events to stand unchallenged
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