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      When you need a little murder, a little mayhem and maybe a little romance in your life, you need Do Wah Diddy Delete. And there’s a baby. A totally safe baby. But everyone else has a lot of trouble in these three short stories.

      DO WAH DIDDY DEAD

      If Miss Weena can put off dying to solve Miss Gracie's murder, then Luci can't play the pregnancy card to get out of playing side-kick. It's not like it will be dangerous. Miss Gracie has been dead for decades…

      DO WAH DIDDY DIE ALREADY

      Luci Seymour is out of the murder business and in the mom/wife/B&B business. Until the morning she sees a body in the new freezer. But when she goes to call in her homicide detective husband, she sees the dead guy walk in the front door. Not dead. Not even chilly…

      DELETING DENNIS

      Capri Hinkenlooper thought her name—and Monday mornings—were the worst things in her life, but then her fellow editor and all around slimy guy gets deleted with her letter opener. On the upside, the two homicide detectives investigating the murder are seriously cute…

      

      All three of these short stories were written for anthologies that are now out of print. Technically, of course, they are still out of print, since these are digital, but they are available once more for those who want more Mickey, Luci and her aunts. Deleting Dennis is a stand alone short, written for my daughter who was once an editor in crazy town.
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      Sometime in the 1990’s, after I’d finished The Spy Who Kissed Me, my then agent told me I needed a mystery series if I wanted to catch the attention of a New York publisher. Spy, in her opinion, wasn’t suited to the series format. I agreed with her and bent my brain to the problem of creating a series character. I lived in New Orleans at the time and readers seem to like the location. After much mulling, the story of Luci and Mickey began to take shape.

      Before I could even begin to think of submitting the first book, Do Wah Diddy Die, to a publisher, that agent and I had parted ways, and I’d discovered digital publishing. I’d also ventured a toe into script writing. Luci and Mickey’s story got adapted for screen, got optioned and accepted for publication all around the same time. Sadly, the Hollywood part of the adventure didn’t happen, and Desilu slammed the door on my original title (I Love Luci - When I Don’t Want to Kill Her), but the renamed Do Wah Diddy Die was published. It has changed publishers several times since then, but when L&L Dreamspell closed their doors in July, 2013, I decided to self publish.

      Despite my big plans, Luci and Mickey did not become a series, but at the request of readers, I did add two installments to their adventures, Do Wah Diddy Dead and Do Wah Diddy Die Already—two of the short stories included in this mini collection. If you haven’t read the novel, Do Wah Diddy Die, be warned that there are minor spoilers.

      The tale behind Deleting Dennis, the last story in this collection, began when one of my daughters got a job at a small publishing house. She shared with me some of the funny (read: crazy) happenings of a small press. That stirred my juices, and the tale of Capri Hinkenlooper and Socrates Musings began to take shape. It was also planned to be a series that got lost in other projects. Was also supposed to be a novel, but didn’t quite make it (unusual for me, because usually my books end up being too long, not too short!) and instead became a long short story. I know, it’s kind of a contradiction in terms, but it’s just that kind of story.

      Deleting Dennis was originally set in New Orleans, but Katrina happened before I got it finished. When L&L Dreamspell put out a submission call for The Mystery of the Green Mist anthology, I remembered the story and pulled it out. Retooled the location because the New Orleans that I knew, the New Orleans of the story, had vanished under the waves. So, Socrates Musings—like so many in New Orleans—moved their business to Houston, Texas. It is my hope that it retained that quirky factor that makes New Orleans so fun to write about. For me, it is like a time capsule to my past. I read it and I remember New Orleans and our own move to Houston ten years ago.

      None of the people in the story have any resemblance to any of the people my daughter worked with, nor to anyone I know, though many of my author friends have said it is a cathartic read for them, having the murder victim be a nasty editor who enjoyed sending out cruel rejection letters.

      I hope you enjoy reading this small collection of mystery stories!
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      Three years after the events in Do Wah Diddy Die.

      

      Mickey Ross looked morosely at his surroundings. Nobody should have to do anything when it was this hot, except maybe sit under an a/c vent with a long, cool drink. What he shouldn’t be doing is prepping for a take down in the airless hallway of this noxious New Orleans dive. August outside meant it was only a few degrees short of soul killing inside. And just in case the heat weren’t enough of a drain, there was also the stench of old, bad food and fifty varieties of urine.

      It wasn’t as if Auggie Kronkmeyer and his freaking, stupid sidekick, Pringle, couldn’t afford something better and cooler. They were too cheap. What, Mickey wondered, was the point of a life of crime if a perp didn’t know what to do with the fruit of that illegal vine? It was not only sad to realize that prison was a step up for the parsimonious pair, it meant that prison wasn’t much of a deterrent.

      The word on the street was, they were armed to the teeth, so the judge had signed off on a “no-knock” warrant and the captain had approved a tactical entry—and he’d done it without the usual whining about his budget. Heat must be getting to him, too. His recent marriage to long-time love, Lila Seymour, had mellowed him some, but not that much.

      Warrant in hand, the team did their risk assessment with brisk efficiency, then they’d all moved into positions covering any possible exit points. While one member of the team monitored A/V, a breacher and two guys were stacked by the front door, careful to keep their distance from the wall—which was paper-thin.

      The other two guys were on the fire escape. To avoid cross-fire with the entry team, they’d port—break the window—and cover the first team’s entrance into the microscopic apartment. After breaching, a flash bang would be “inserted,” the official term for tossing. Flash bangs tended to result in involuntary flight or bowel evacuation or both. Either was almost as good a distraction as the bang and flash. Even the most hardened of criminals didn’t like crapping their pants.

      No matter how the two perps reacted to the flash bang, two minutes from now, they’d both be facing down some AR-15 rifles in the steady hands of the steely-eyed strike force.

      Or they’d be dead.

      When these boys assessed risk, they made sure they came out on the continued existence side. Mickey had to like their style, even if they did make him feel old and tired. Of course, it was possible he really was old and tired.

      A draft of cool air preceded Delaney’s arrival at Mickey’s side, pushing back the muggy heat and rank smell of cabbage.

      “Give ’em the go, Ross, before they pass out from the heat.”

      The team commander looked at Mickey without impatience, which was remarkable, considering how hot he must be in all that gear. Mickey gave him the nod and through the headset he heard the signal go out to the rest of the team.

      With the brisk efficiency of long practice, their breacher placed the serviceable end of his twelve gauge between the knob and the jam and pulled the trigger. The slug took out the latch and he kicked open the door. Before it quit swinging, the flash bang went in. They all plugged one ear, turned their heads away from the flash and opened their mouths to accommodate the pressure impact from the bang. Entry followed before the echo had died in the hallway, and then Mickey heard the all clear signal.

      “Sweet,” Luci said into the headset. “I didn’t know you could jump that high from a sitting position.”

      “Luci?” She’d better be monitoring from home, and not the tactical van because, as she liked to point out, she was fifty months pregnant and on maternity leave.

      “Whoops.”

      Great. And who was Captain Pryce going to blame for his daughter cozying up the A/V tech? Not Luci. No, it was Mickey’s butt that would get chewed on—even though Pryce couldn’t control his daughter any better than her husband could.

      Inside the apartment, Auggie and Pringle were on their bellies in flex cuffs, their eyes still spinning in the sockets from the flash bang. Two guys who’d never learn. Based on the smell the two had chosen flight and evacuation. Through watering eyes, Mickey read them their rights and then some uniforms lifted them upright and started them on the first leg of their journey back to prison. Pringle shared a juicy fart as he passed Mickey. Thankfully his bare bum was angled away. Mickey arched a brow.

      “He was on the throne when we breached,” one of the team told him with a shrug. “You think it stinks in here…”

      After that, Mickey was more than happy to relinquish control to the crime scene boys and girls—who weren’t that happy to get it. Outside in the hall, the smell was an improvement, particularly when Delaney materialized next to him again.

      “Days like this, I’m real glad I can’t smell.” His grin was familiar, if a bit more pale than before he became ectoplasm. His body faded until only his grin was left hanging in mid-air between them. Then it vanished, too.

      Ghosts. Mickey sighed but didn’t say anything. Detectives who talk to themselves are referred to the department psychiatrist. He made his way downstairs and found Luci waiting for him in the tac van, looking like a really cute beached whale.

      His wife of three years.

      Dang.

      They, who ever “they” were, were right. Time did fly when you were having fun. And it had been fun, he admitted, but only to himself. It helped that he had low expectations. When a guy takes a leap into the heart of a bunch of seriously loony Seymours—breaking their long-standing, females-don’t-marry tradition in the process—it was good to have low expectations and be grateful for anything that went well, no matter how small.

      “Don’t look so pleased,” she told him. “I’m still here because I couldn’t get up by myself.”

      “You’re supposed to be on maternity leave.” Mickey felt bound to point this out, even if it was a waste of breath.

      “I’m just watching the fun from a cool place.”

      She could have hung with Gracie, Delaney’s significant and ghostly other, if she wanted a cool down in the un-air-conditioned Seymour house. Luci was getting restless and he didn’t blame her. The baby was overdue, and making a small human didn’t appear to require much in the mental effort department. Luci liked being a cop and she had a good brain, even if she was half Seymour.

      One of the tac boys passed her, pausing to pat her round stomach.

      “You look about to pop, girl,” he said.

      Luci smiled wanly at him, her usual high wattage smile missing in baby action. When he’d moved on she sighed as much as she could with the baby pressing against her insides.

      “I feel like Exhibit A. And Miss Weena…”

      She stopped for a couple more tac guys, both of whom felt compelled to pat her and comment.

      “What’s she done now?” Mickey asked, besides not dying, he could have added, but didn’t.

      “She wants to know the sex of the baby before she dies.”

      “The doctor could tell her the results of the sonogram…”

      They’d elected not to know.

      “It’s technology and you know how she feels about that.”

      Oh yeah, he knew. The old ladies kept burying his cell phone under the phlox every time he forgot and left it lying out. At least now he could identify a phlox.

      Gracie and Delaney were the easy roomies. They cut down on the air conditioning bill in the summer, courtesy of the death chill that habitually surrounded them, and if they turned romantic, they’d drift up through the ceiling where he didn’t have to watch. It was nice having Delaney ride along with him now and again, even if it had to be undercover and a temp job at that. Thankfully the captain was in the know, because Delaney’s intel was hard to explain.

      “Well, if she won’t talk to the doctor…”

      “She wants Gracie to stick her head in my stomach and take a gander at our son…”

      “Daughter,” Mickey corrected her automatically. They had a bet riding on the outcome, and he was sure he was going to win.

      Luci gave him a look that was almost cranky. “So I left.”

      He’d have been more than cranky if he were the pregnant one. Both she and Miss Weena were running late. Miss Theo had begun the migration into the next life three years and five days ago. Dying was probably the only thing the three sisters couldn’t do together—not if they all wanted to be buried in the same crypt. An obscure city law passed during a long ago epidemic, decreed that crypts couldn’t be opened until a year and a day after use. Miss Hermi took her scheduled turn and now it was Miss Weena’s, only she was still here.

      Mickey was afraid she’d decided to pass up her deadline because of the baby. She was one stubborn old lady. If she could chase Luci, who was also a Seymour and should have been immune, out of the house, what was she going to drive Mickey to? Wasn’t it hard enough waiting to be a father without the last of Luci’s aunts throwing more weird into the mix? He looked at his watch.

      “I’ve got time to buy you lunch, before I have to go process those two bozos.” It was the best he could do for her, other than holding a pillow over Miss Weena’s face until she quit kicking. And that would provide only temporary relief. She’d probably return as a ghost, just to see him go to jail.

      There was something in the Seymour make-up that drove men to love and to homicide—if family legend were any guide. Though it had
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