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From inside the Ford Taurus, Coyce Draiden listens to the timed cadence of the idling engine, first its low rpm hum drones under the quieted radio, purring the same way a typical car might, then switching, suddenly breathless, idling at a higher rpm. It reminded him of an anxious rodeo cowboy holding on for dear life as an angered bull snorts and bucks between his legs, each waiting for the gate to swoop open. Without fail, the engine eases back to normal, repeating the cycle until the driver stomps the accelerator calling for the interceptor to race to someone’s aid. 
Two large cups of black coffee - a minute past too hot – sits between the front seats, steam dancing a unchoreographed jig wafting into an afterthought. Out of the corner of his eye, Coyce spots two shadows ambling into view of the driver’s window. He turns his head left, breathing deep through his nose. That was mistake number 1.
He coughs, face screwing into a pained expression of regret. The unmistakable stench tightens his lips and nose the same way it did when he watched (and smelled) someone upchuck bad sushi. In the fabric next to the window, stale cigarette smoke hides in the interior like an unnoticed tick working past a cat’s fur, latching to the skin.
Outside a man and a woman in their mid to late twenties, the woman slightly taller than the man, each with long jet-black hair pulled back into a ponytail and wearing black hoodies under long black overcoats, walk past the front of the car staring back at him, making what most considered uncomfortable eye contact. Mental note, Coyce thinks, watch these two. No one with skin the color of skim milk and eye makeup - obviously painted on with a two-inch brush - has the balls to stare into a cop car.
“Nine-0-One, Lakewood,” a female’s voice says, faint and barely over the idling engine.
Coyce, still scrutinizing the two, reaches for one of the cups of coffee and slurps a taste, mostly to check the temperature. Convinced he won’t get third degree burns down his gullet, he takes a longer sip and watches over the top of his cup as the two step onto the sidewalk of the 7-Eleven. 
The female, still eyeing the driver of the police car, pulls the far-right door open, holding it as he walks through. She hesitates, then follows, still craning her neck for one last peak backwards. Before the door closes, a young male in his late thirties uses his left shoulder to stop the door and steps out wearing the familiar Lakewood dark blues. Coyce turns his head, looks up at the night sky, and watches a single snowflake land on the glass. Its perfectly irregular shape melts into a single drop of water within a second, then swims down in an imperfect line-
“Gotta love Colorado’s first snow,” Ace says plopping into the seat, slamming the passenger door all in one motion.
Coyce sat patiently, one brow raised while drumming the steering wheel. “Fucking fat ass,” he says as monotone and robotic as the old Speak & Spell console. 
After a moment, the two make eye contact. Coyce, same brow still raised, looks down at his feet noticing his right foot bouncing under the gas pedal. Apparently both legs bounced in alternating succession. He reached down and pulls his left pant leg back over the knife he kept strapped below his calf while on duty. Better to be safe than sorry, he told himself.   
“What are you doing?” Coyce asks without looking up.
Ace, now shaking his open hands, shoots water droplets onto the inside of the windshield and then stops for a moment, contemplating wiping them on his pants. “What do you mean?” he asks. 
“Why are you holding your hands like that? And why are you getting water all over the inside of the car? There’s two open cups of coffee over here!”
“Uhhhh, because they’re wet. I’ve told you a hundred times, I won’t use hand dryers in public bathrooms.”  
“Nine-0-One, Lakewood,” the same female voice repeats. Again unnoticed.
“Can’t you be like a normal person?” Coyce says. “Like the rest of the population who uses hand dryers… and not drip all over everything. Have some consideration, would ya.” 
Ace turns in his seat. “I will say this one last time. No one cleans the filters in those disgusting things. 
“Every time one of those ear-piercing wind machines kick on, picture all those microscopic fecal particles, and bacteria don’t forget, are sssssucked RIGHT UP into that filter. Meanwhile, you’re rubbing your little grubs together under the heat assuming you’ll dry them faster… thinking you’re doing your part by not spreading germs.  
“But no, I tell ya,” Ace adds lifting a single index finger in the air. “Instead, all your doing is shooting fecal bacteria onto your paws. Then…,” he adds rubbing his hands together, “you work it in like it’s Gold Bond or some shit. 
“They’re as useless as tits on a bull!”
Coyce shakes his head, resting his left temple on the steering wheel, “Just dry your fucking hands already,” he says side-eying his partner. 
Ace turns in his seat rubbing the back of his neck. “Why must you talk like that?” 
Once that left his lips, Ace clenched his jaw regretting the can of worms the question will most certainly bring.
Coyce, always searching for a way to justify his choice of vernacular, digs into his ear as if breaking up earwax. “My father was a -”
“Yeah, yeah,” Ace cuts in. “A retired hockey player and FUCK was a comma in your house. I knew it; still asked it. I’m a dipshit.”
Nodding, Coyce agrees. “Yeah, I’d say that’s accurate on all accounts.”
Now searching his finger for any potential remnants, Coyce wiped it on his uniform shirt and reached for his cup of coffee.
An inch out of the cup holder, a loud high-pitched tone bursts through the dispatch speaker. Coyce jumps, hand jerking just enough for coffee to jump out of the cup onto and down his thumb. 
“Nine-0-One, Lakewood. Signal 4?” the same female voice says, now with a hint of concern in her words.    
“That’s us,” Ace says reaching for the radio.
Coyce slaps at his partner with his opposite hand. “Don’t touch,” he says. “Driver works the radio,” he adds setting his cup down, then slides the mic from its cradle never taking his eyes off Ace. “Besides, how do I know your finger didn’t bust through the tp while wiping your ass?
“Nine-0-One,” Coyce says before Ace had a chance to answer, mic now up towards his lips. “10-4. Do you have traffic?”
A slight pause.
“Nine-0-One, head to 7-Eleven on Emerson. Caller reports there’s a suspicious man and woman wearing dark long coats hanging around the gas pumps. They’d like a car to check them out.”
Ace thumbs at his window as the two are now back outside. Each holding a 7- Eleven bag weighted and stuffed with chips and other obvious snacks.
“Wanna shake ‘em down?” Ace asks.
“No,” Coyce says without hesitation. “Nine-0-One on scene,” he says into the mic, returning it to the cradle.
“You sure? Just gonna be another typical Sunday night,” Ace says, “Maybe we can spice things up a bit,” he adds, hand pulling on the door handle.
“Nah. They're fine,” Coyce says squinting at the woman’s features. Her skin seemed artificial as if an unskilled painter inked the expression on her face while focusing through a single lazy eye. In that moment, he wondered if the two had any type of cranial chemistry… like conjoined twins connected at the head. Or were they first cousins. Or just good ole fashioned incestual partners.
“I mean, look at ‘em,” Coyce continues, “they fucking look like… like Robert Smith from The Cure and Edward Scissorhands fucked mom at the same time while each of their sperm tried to take the lead.”
Both officers watch the couple from their respective seats as the two walk a wide arc at least ten feet from the driver’s door. Coyce gives them a stern nod when the couple shifts their attention from the police car to the pumps far behind the Ford Taurus.
“You have to wonder,” Ace says, “what makes a person wake up in the morning, get dressed, then say, ‘You’re one sexy bitch.’” 
Coyce offers an agreeable nod. “They could pass as twins,” he says. “Same coat, same black boots running up to the back of their knees.”
“Oh boy seems pretty animated on his phone, doesn’t he?” Ace says. 
The male, close to the woman but still off her right shoulder, held a cell in his left hand while keeping it away from his mouth, speaking at it adamantly as the bag full of goodies swung in his right side. Every few seconds he’d bring the hand and the bag up as if trying to place an unseen emphasis on whatever he said to the phone.   
Coyce agrees with a single nod of the head. This will be a long night, he thinks, pinching his face again after getting too close to the car’s interior. “Do me a favor,” he says, “throw out those coffee lids. They look too much like unused ashtrays. Car already smells like the back of a fuck room.”
Ace pauses to think about the statement, and asks reaching for the mic, “Want me to call this in?” 
“Dammit! Leave that thing alone," Coyce says. “I told you I don't want your fecal fingers touching my radio.”
“Lakewood, Nine-0-One,” Coyce says after pulling the mic to his lips. "We’re back in service. Nothing here."
“10-4 Nine-0-One,” the female voice says. “Did you make contact with the two suspicious individuals?”
“We did,” Coyce says. “Just a couple out for late night snacks.”
Ace shoots a sideways glance. “Let’s go check ‘em out.” 
Deep down… deep in his gut, Coyce knows these two are up to no good. But twelve years working the job on midnights and everyone had that underhanded look.
Truth is, people fell into three groups through the eyes of a midnight cop.
Group one: The victimizer… those on the hunt for trouble and can be as much as eighty percent of the night population. On the weekends especially.
Group two: The victims… those crossing paths with the victimizers (willingly or not). Often meandering into the wrong places at the wrong times. They make up about fifteen percent. 
Group three: The legitimate tax-paying folk. Those simply going out to enjoy a dinner date, or a movie; or a late evening trip for a pint of Ben & Jerry’s. These make up the last five percent, sometimes getting thrown in as part of the fifteen.
Coyce couldn’t quite lump these two with group three. Although he wouldn’t be surprised. Some of the strangest folk end up being the nicest – during the day, that is. “Are you one’rs or two’rs?” he mumbles.        
Ace turns further towards the driver’s side gawking at the two individuals ambling out of sight past the gas pumps under the overhang.
“Nine-0-One, Lakeland. Did you make contact with the two suspicious people? The anonymous caller keeps calling back. He’s concerned they’re going to rob the 7-Eleven. 
“Address history shows it’s happened three times in the last six months.”
“Nine-0-One clear. Are they still on the phone?” 
A pause as someone else pipes up calling out a traffic stop on the other side of the city.
“Nine-0-One negative. Looks like the number is from a payphone there at the 7-Eleven.”
Ace turns to look at his partner. Both raise a single brow when Coyce lifts his chin at the windshield. 
“I bet it’s over there, around the corner,” Coyce says and drops the Ford’s transmission into drive while easing his foot off the brake. 
“Nine-0-One, 10-4.”
The Ford Taurus creeps through the parking lot to the end of the curb and stops. Just under the hum of the idling engine, a distant train horn croons and then fades into silence. There, off the passenger side door about five feet, a single payphone hung fastened to the side of the building. Gang symbols, both painted and painted over, decorated the phone’s sidewall. 
Again Coyce nods. This time towards the phone. Ace silently agrees in return, opens his door, and steps out stopping in front of the pay phone. He turns back, an empty and simple perplexity masks his face, then shrugs a who knows look at the car. 
Coyce glances at his rearview mirror trying to catch a glimpse of the two goths. But they were gone.   
“Lakewood, you still in contact with the caller?” Coyce asks.
“Nine-0-One, they hung up five seconds ago.”
“10-4,” Coyce says. “There’s no one here. We’re back in service.”

    
  The smooth and even paved road tapped out to a stretch of one-laned dirt that gave literal meaning to: the other side of the tracks. A scattered series of potholes, some long, some wide, and some as big as manhole covers dotted the road, each snaking their way towards a

    
  
    
  
    
  




OEBPS/cover.jpeg
A SHORT STORY
1 3





OEBPS/images/9888a8e9-a2ef-4137-b457-013c8e550fb7.jpeg
A SHORT STORY
1 3








