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This and every book is always

dedicated to my wife Judi. Your

unwavering love and belief has

pushed metogofartherthan Iever

thought was possible.

Babe, this isjust the beginning

of this ride. Buckle your seatbelt,

because I can’t drive 55.


Special thanks: To Jesse


Duran, the manager of Borders

Books and Music in Tacoma

Washington, for supporting

independent voices.
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God knows we need support,

but God seems to always look the

other way. But we got the next best

thing... Jesse!


Thanks.


Special note to Tacoma

Residents:


Read the author’s afterward


before reading this book.


Really, do it!

Take Care

Have Fun
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Red Simon:

Vampire


Punk
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“Life andDeath are


Temporary,

But Pain can last Forever.”

—The Walker in Darkness

“Mother is Godin the eyes of

a child. Mine was a cruel God.”


—RedSimon
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The End,

Before The Beginning


“You can’t fucking kill me, I’m already dead!” Red Simon screamed as the frigid waters of the Puget Sound rushed into his mouth and then into his lungs.


He sank.


His left arm was gone, blown off, drifting away from him, lost among murky swirls. His right arm was only held on by a few tendons. It flopped helplessly off to the side as he sank down into the blackness, down into the dark, down into the deep....

...coldness....bitter, freezing, raw cold that made bones ache and muscles tighten into knots filled Simon’s body with an intense icy feeling of finality, of death.


Is this the end? The question ran through his mind. Fuck that, they haven’t seen shityet!

He sank like a brick, straight to the muddy bottom.
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1.


Simon Pollo:

The Night He

Died

Life was never easy for Simon Pollo.


UP UNTIL HIS SEVENTEENTH summer, Simon was the guy who everyone kicked around.

He was five-foot-six and had always been small for his age.


That never changed.


Today, as the sunlight died to the west and rain pelted him like buckshot, Simon walked alone through the grey downtown streets of Takoma. He had nowhere to go. He had no one he wanted to see.

Other people, happy people, passed Simon on the street, holding hands, laughing, or just lost in their own conversations as they went to the brightly-lit spots away from the gloom. But that was not for Simon.


He was excluded.


He walked with hunched over shoulders, the collar of his Goodwill-bought Seahawks jacket pulled up over his ears. Simon stared at the ground as he
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trudged along with the cold, frigid drops slapping him in the face, running down his forehead, behind his glasses and into his eyes, blurring his vision.


Simon was a student at Dutton High School. Today had been worse than most days.


* * *
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AT STUDY HALL SIMON went to his desk, and his eyes were drawn to a curvy girl he’d noticed the week before. She was everything that an adolescent boy’s wet dreams were made of. She was the essence of desire; a hot body, a pouty thick-lipped ruby-red mouth, bright green eyes, and a sarcastic attitude that showed she didn’t care about anyone other than herself.

She could be a Rock Star if she wanted to be, Simon fantasized as he looked at her from afar. He’d heard her name was Jennifer and that she was new in town.

New enough so that maybe I might have a chance with her, he thought.

Simon smiled at Jennifer and his heart thumped in his chest.

Jennifer had bright blond hair, laughing green eyes and a figure that begged to be in a cheerleader s outfit.

Or, Simon thought, a body that begged to be covered by nothing at all.

When she smiled back at him, Simon’s face blushed cherry red and he saw stars.

“Hey Jay, what’s up girl?” came from behind him, and Simon saw who she was really smiling at. Rod Allen; tall, charcoal black, football star, small time dope dealer and leader of the East Side Boys. He had just strolled in through the door.


His eyes looked Jennifer up and down.
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“My-my-my,” he told her. “Damn, you be lookin’ fine!”


Jennifer giggled. “I look the same every day.”


Rod was heading straight across the room when Simon stood up and stepped in his way.

He thrust out his hand, “I want to join your gang,” Simon told him.

Rod only glanced at Simon, shoving him to the side, making Simon stumble backward, slip and fall to the floor.

Speaking quickly in short cut-off phrases Rod said, “Chicken-head. Get the fuck out of my way, boy.”

Rod walked past Simon Pollo like he was nothing, plopped himself down in the desk next to Jennifer where they made eyes at each other until the teacher showed up.


* * *
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That hour was one of the longest of Simon’s life.

SIMON POLLO HUNCHED over the book he was reading, a graphic novel about a priest with supernatural powers taking vengeance on sinners. The problem with that was that the priest couldn’t tell who the sinners were and who the good people were. So he was taking God’s vengeance out on everyone.

Simon figured that although the author of the comic never realized it, the story was probably a parable about how the world really was. God did take vengeance on people. It was just called bad luck or fate. And it really didn’t matter if the person was good or evil. Fate kicked people in the ass all the time. God was indifferent to who it was that was taking the kicking.
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Simon tried to ignore the snickers. He tried to ignore all the times he heard them making fun of him and his name. He tried to ignore all the times he heard Chicken Pollo whispered at him. Sometimes, it wasn’t whispers. Chicken Pollo was shouted.


He acted like he never heard it.

But he did.

* * *
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THE BELL RANG, ENDING a study hall where no one studied, unless you counted the East Side Boys trying to get a look up under girl’s skirts. Those boys studied that subject real hard. From the way they leaned over, craning their necks to the side, peering under desks...it was a wonder they didn’t sustain neck injuries from the strain.

Simon gathered up his book bag and headed out into the hallway. He heard the other kids talking, joking back and forth and laughing.


No one talked to him. No one laughed with him. They laughed at him.


Simon was one of those guys who didn’t fit in anywhere.

He wasn’t smart enough and didn’t make good enough grades to be considered a nerd, so that group was closed to him. He wasn’t athletic enough to be good at any sport, so being a jock was closed to him too. He didn’t act cool enough for the stoners to trust him, and since his family was white trash, the social climbers looked down on him.

Simon Pollo was a zero and he knew it. He tried hard to fit in somewhere, hell...anywhere, but no one wanted him around.
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He was small, skinny, wore big round thick glasses, old wrinkled clothes and smelled like he took a shower about once a week. This actually was the truth since he’d never been taught to do anything different.

Simon’s eyes were glued to the tiles on the floor as he walked down the hall to his next class. He was on the second floor and just got to the big wide set of stairs when a high-pitched voice yelled in a rapper s thumping rhythm, “Chicken-head mother-fucker, gonna take an ass-whipping today!”

He turned as a bug-eyed leering athletic black kid slammed a side thrust kick into his stomach, knocking him sprawling, rolling down the stairs. Simon cart- wheeled down the steps, and it seemed like he hit every one of them with his ass or his head on the way to the bottom. When he finally stopped, a few of the kids giggled at him.

“That’s from my man,” his attacker yelled from the top of the staircase. “He don’t like you eyeing up his bitch.”

The kid ran off before any teacher knew what he’d done.

At the bottom of the stairs, Simon wiped blood from a cut on his forehead where skull met cement on his trip to the bottom.

Nobody looked at Simon Pollo as he gathered up his book bag and scattered papers except to snicker and mutter things like, “Chicken-head bitch.”


No one offered him any help.


He went to class just like nothing had ever happened.


This was life as usual for Simon Pollo.


* * *
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THE DAY WENT SLOWLY, far too slowly for Simon’s liking.

He went to another class, English Literature. It was a class Simon actually liked. Some of the stories they were assigned to read was stuff that helped him forget his own life for awhile. On some days, right in the middle of class, Simon could be one of The Three Musketeers saving damsels in distress, or Tom Sawyer rafting on the Mighty Mississippi.

Mr. Bertachi, the instructor, never picked on Simon. He sensed that the boy lived an unhappy life but knew there was nothing he could do about it, so he left the issue alone.

What Simon wanted most in life was, if he wasn’t accepted as somebody’s friend, was to be left alone.


In his next class, he got neither.

* * *
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FOR SIMON POLLO, TO put it mildly, Gym class sucked.

On this day they were having wrestling practice.

In the locker room, as Simon slowly changed into his Gym clothes, Matthew Barnes, the Dutton High School Physical Education Instructor, announced over his crackly P.A. system, “Make Sure you wear your jocks today, girls. I wouldn’t want any of you to get your little nuts crushed by accident.”

Simon put on his jock, then his shorts, shirt and tennis shoes.

He walked past the rest of the guys, ignoring a few shouts of Chicken Pollo and snapped towels as he went.

Out in the gymnasium, Simon stayed off by himself until the coach came.
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Coach Barnes shouted, “Line up, girls!” and pointed to a long piece of white tape glued to the floor that stretched most of the length of the gymnasium.

The teenage boys went and stood on the line. The coach walked back and forth in front of the boys standing side by side. He looked each one over like a USDA Inspector at a Beef Plant.

As he walked in front of the boys he spoke, “Today we’re going to pair off and do some light wrestling where all I want you to do is to gain a positional advantage over your opponent. I do not want you to attempt to pin the other guy and do not, I repeat DO NOT attempt to hurt the opponent. What I want you to try to learn is how to control your opponent.

“With a good opponent, if you try for a pin too early without being in a good enough position, you can wind up being pinned yourself.”

He stopped at the end of the line where Simon stood. Thrusting his finger out, Coach Barnes pointed at Simon.


“Count off!”

“One,” Simon said.


“Two,” the next boy continued and so on and so on until the last number of thirty-seven was shouted.

Coach Barnes now ordered, “Divide your selves into two groups, even numbers and odd.”

Simon held up his hand and spoke when the coach glanced at him. “Uh, we’re gonna have an odd number since we’ll be one short, I’ll just sit this one out.”

“I don’t think so, Pollo,” Coach Barnes yelled at Simon, getting right up into his face like a Marine drill sergeant. The Coach pronounced Simon’s last name
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as Poyow, the Spanish pronunciation for Pollo that meant Chicken.

“Get in your group, Chicken Pollo,” he said. “I’m sure I can find someone who won’t hurt you.”


Simon was odd.

He went to his group.

* * *
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AFTER A LARGE SECTION of the gym floor was covered by mats that the boys were ordered to drag out of a corner, they were told to pair off.

Most of the kids picked a friend to wrestle with.

Simon was just standing around, looking into space, when a pimply-faced overweight kid grabbed him by the arm and told him, “You’re mine, boy!”


“Everybody spread out,” Coach Barnes yelled.


The pairs of wrestlers did just that, backing away from each other by four to five feet.

“Keep it light,” the Coach instructed. He glanced over to where Simon and the big kid were. “Good,” he told the class. Then, looking straight at Simon, he said, “You’ve found a cuddle puppy. I hope the two of you make a very happy couple.”

“Alright now, lock-up,” Coach Barnes shouted.

The pimply-faced kid grabbed Simon by the back of the head and the shoulder with big greasy hands and drew Simon toward him until the kid’s arms were bent and they were faced off.

Simon noticed a smell that came off the kid like bacon that had been left in the fridge for far too long. It was greasy and foul.


Simon’s hands hung limp by his sides.
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“We’re gonna teach you a lesson,” the kid hissed at him, and now Simon recognized the kid as one of Rod Allen’s buddies.

“Grapple,” the Coach shouted and slapped his palms together, making a pop that echoed throughout the gymnasium.

The kid jerked Simon forward, then picked him up and slammed him down into the mat. Simon’s head bounced as his back came down. The sound of Simon’s body hitting the mat was a loud BOOM that vibrated through the Gymnasium. The big kid jumped on top of him, his full body weight crushing Simon into the floor.

All the air swooshed out of Simon’s lungs. Spots danced in front of his eyes.

“You fucking faggot!” the pimply-faced kid yelled, and smashed a forearm blow to the side of Simon’s head, making more stars explode. “The little bitch tried to kiss me!” He started throwing left and right hooks down at Simon, who was lying dazed underneath him.

The Coach’s whistle cut the air as he pulled the fat kid off Simon.

“He tried to kiss me. He tried to kiss me,” the crater-faced kid whined, wiping his lips like he’d just tasted something rancid.

“Get over there,” Barnes shouted at the fat kid, and pointed to the far side of the gym.

Simon was stunned and was trying to focus his eyes when the Coach leaned down over him. Barnes’ lip was curled up in a snarl as he growled at him, “You disgust me. Get out of my gymnasium before I throw you out!”

After slowly climbing to his feet, Simon staggered to the locker room.
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Hoots and howls of Chicken....Chicken Pollo, followed him out of the gymnasium.

Silently, he changed out of his gym uniform and into his street clothes.


* * *
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THE SKY WAS OVERCAST gunmetal grey and threatened to start weeping as Simon arrived at the rundown apartment he shared with his mother. The lawn outside the apartment had the look of the top of an old man’s head that has lost most of his hair and was on his way to total baldness. Little tufts of grass grew in places, but mostly it was just bare.

He unlocked the front door and went inside. He was met by the usual sight of full ashtrays and beer cans scattered everywhere, and the smell of burned cigarettes and marijuana filled the messy living room.

Simon took two steps into his home when the bathroom door burst open and a big flabby man with

a beer belly and wearing a Coors tee shirt, white socks, a condom, and nothing else strode out with a Bud Light

in his right hand.

“Hope you’re ready cause here I come,” the condom wearer shouted across the house. When he saw Simon standing stone-faced in the middle of the living room, he followed that with, “Hey, who the fuck are you?”

Across the hallway, his mother’s head appeared just past the door jam.

“Oh shit,” she said, her lip curling. “Well, don’t even worry about him. That’s my kid. He wasn’t supposed to be home for at least an hour.”
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The condom wearer’s erection, which had been standing like a flagpole, instantly deflated and drooped down like a dead worm.

“I ain’t doing nothin’ with no kid in the house,” he shouted. “I don’t go for no family affairs. I ain’t paying for none of that mother-fucking shit!”

Simon’s mother, wearing only panties and bra, darted out and grabbed the guy by the hand and pulled him into the bedroom. “I’ll take care of it,” she told him.

A moment later she stuck her head out of the door again.

“Get lost,” she yelled. “Come back, maybe in ... maybe five or six hours. Or maybe, don’t come back at all. Just get the fuck out of here!”

Without a word, Simon got the fuck out.


* * *
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Simon walked through the streets of Downtown Takoma.

He walked up and down the steep hilly sidewalks, not really paying any attention to where he was going. Simon had nowhere he wanted to go.

He had no one he wanted to see.

The overcast grey sky changed from grey to black, ripped open and began weeping upon the city. Cold icy droplets pounded down onto Simon’s head and back.

He didn’t care. The rain didn’t matter. In his world, it seemed like it rained every day.

Simon found himself on Takoma Avenue and vaguely remembered the library was a few blocks up on this street.
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Maybe, he figured, I can get hold of afew issues of The Swamp Thing and spend the entire evening reading. Simon understood the life The Swamp Thing lived. The Swamp Thing was a lonely guy who couldn’t fit in anywhere because of what he was. Yeah, Simon understood exactly how The Swamp Thing felt all too well.

He walked on, the cold wind hitting him in the face, the rain stinging his skin.

“Hey, mother-fucker, I like that jacket,” a growling reptilian voice came out of the darkness of an alleyway to the left of the sidewalk Simon was on.

Simon turned his head and saw three guys that he recognized.

It was Ricky, Dominic and Carlos. All of them were members of The East Side Boys. One of them was stashing away a glass crack pipe as they strode out of the alley toward him.

Simon backed away from them quickening his steps to get past the alley.

“Look guys, it’s OK,” he told them, a quiver in his voice and his knees starting to feel weak. “I’ve had enough. I don’t want to be in your gang.”

Dominic sprinted ahead of him, cutting off Simon on the sidewalk.

Carlos spoke. It was his voice that came out of the dark.

“Gang? We ain’t got no god-damn gang,” he said. He was a slim-built mix of Mexican African-American with a pock marked face. Then, making like he was the

Mexican in that old movie The Treasure of the Sierra Madres, “Gangs? We don’t need no stinking gangs. We just guys that hang out together.”

They were passing in front of a deserted, run -down, small building with a large plate glass window


​

​​


that had J.B. s Bail Bonds stenciled on the glass. Except for some trash, the inside of the shop was totally empty.

“Alright, I was wrong. You were right,” Simon stammered, his throat going dry.

Ricky ran to Simon’s right hand side, cutting off any retreat to the street.

Simon stepped off the sidewalk into the grass and Dominic stepped with him. Carlos was coming up behind him.

“Come on guys, what do you want? I didn’t do anything.”

“I like that mother-fucking jacket,” Carlos said advancing on him. “Yeah, I want that mother-fucking Seahawks jacket.”

“It’s the only coat I got,” Simon said, backing up all the way to the plate glass window at the front of the closed-down pawn shop.

“Do you think we really give a fuck?” Dominic told him.

Carlos jumped forward from behind Simon and hit him a hard right hook behind the ear. Simon staggered. Stars exploded in his head. He threw a wide swinging punch back that hit nothing but air.

Ricky kicked Simon in the ass as hard as he could, the blow propelling him forward toward the window. Dominic leaped in and kicked Simon in the gut knocking the wind out of him, sending him stumbling backward, crashing through the plate glass window. Glass showered down in jagged shards into and outside of J.B.’s Bail Bonds, landing on Simon and the dirty litter-strewn flooring.

Half inside and half outside, lying on his back across the window ledge, stunned and bleeding, Simon raised his head up from where he lay and
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STARED AT THE THREE teenage boys who laughed at him. They were like some kind of demonic creatures that gained strength from the pain and fear they caused.

At the top of the window frame a large pointed piece of glass shivered in the night wind. That piece of glass had the same threatening look as the blade of a guillotine. It shifted, then dropped like a headsman’s ax, slicing straight through Simon’s jacket and skin into Simon’s stomach.

The feeling was like a sheet of cold ice being shoved into Simon’s guts.


He’d felt worse.


As the light faded from Simon’s eyes and life fled from his body, he faintly heard a light angelic feminine voice say, “Don’t you boys think you should be picking on someone your own size?”


* * *
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His Resurrection:


THROUGH A THICKENING fog that clouded Simon’s sight and muffled all sound, he heard angry shouts

and then a sudden terrified scream, “Oh God, let go of me!” momentarily cut through it all and screeching into his brain.


Then the night was silent again.

The stillness lasted only for a moment.


Simon’s eyes were open but he wasn’t seeing very much, when someone climbed in past the broken window, stepping over the shattered glass, to peer down at him.
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The woman that looked into Simon’s fading eyes was a vision of awesome loveliness. She had a long mane of shiny black curls that hung over her shoulders like an unbelievably expensive mink. The sparkling vibrant eyes that gazed down at him were at once beautiful and frightening. They were luminous in the dark of the abandoned storefront, radiant and violet in color.

“Little man, sad little man,” she said to him, and her voice was light and airy, soft like an angel’s or maybe a ghost’s. “I can feel the pain radiate from you.”

She reached down and grasped the piece of glass that stuck out of Simon’s abdomen like a rhino’s horn.

White hot pain lanced through Simon.

“You are the essence of what pain is,” she told him, breathing the words slowly like a lover. “I can let you drain out into the dust and your suffering will be at an end. Or do you wish the power to give pain?”

Simon’s breath was shallow. He had to force his lungs to suck in another breath. He spit out his reply, and the word that ripped the air along with a coughed cloud of red steam was hoarse and raspy.

“Give!” he said.

“I thought so,” she answered, and cold flesh with a neat slice in it was thrust against his parted lips.

Like a baby offered a nipple and the warm mother’s milk that it promised, instinct took over and Simon drank.

It was like a jolt of electricity, a powerful electric current, when the blood entered Simon’s mouth.

Energy filled him. Energy like a driving life force flooded into Simon as he sucked on the offered open vein. Forceful, powerful, invigorating strength entered
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Simonand flooded into his arteries, into his muscles, into his mind.

He felt good. His body tingled from head to toe. Pleasurable goose bumps popped up all over his body. It was an orgasmic feeling, an all-encompassing awakening of the senses. Light filled his mind and he saw visions, sights and sounds from someone else’s body.

It was like a movie playing all around Simon, but this was no movie because he felt the cold on his face and smelled the after-aroma of the crack cocaine the three teenagers were smoking in the alley.

“Say girl, you be one fine looking bitch,” came from the body whose eyes he now saw through. “Come on over here and let me see you up close and heh-heh, personal.”

Simon saw the woman standing stately twenty feet away in stiletto high heels, a short leather skirt and long black leather coat. She had shapely, athletic legs and a face that was as white as fine porcelain.

Then the woman was right up against him, in his face. She’d moved so fast that his eyes couldn’t track the movement.

“This close,” the woman whispered, her voice taking on the hissing tones of a predatory snake, grabbing the youth by the back of the head. She grinned, and her teeth were jagged just like a shark s, her mouth opened impossibly wide.

Carlos screamed, “Oh God, let go of me!” as the woman drew him to her and ripped his throat out with her teeth. Blood sprayed dark black into the night air.

Dominic and Ricky turned, sprinted down the street and ... the woman was pushing Simon away.
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“I can’t let you take too much,” she told him. “That would weaken me.”

She drew back, and Simon reached for the arm again.

“No-no-no-no,” the woman said, shaking her finger in his face like a mother chastising her infant. “When I say enough, I mean that’s enough.”

The glass sticking out of Simon’s stomach quivered in the air. The woman pulled it out and tossed it off to the side. It shattered on the dusty floor.

Simon sat up. His glasses fell off and he instinctively reached to put them back on. He stopped. Surprisingly, his vision was perfect without them.

Everything he looked at was clear and crisp. The lines that made up the edges of objects were sharp with none of the blurring caused by imperfect eyesight. Actually, the way he saw was better than perfect. He looked down at the slice in his abdomen. As he watched, the cut sealed itself like it was pulled together from inside. Then where the slice was the skin smoothed out like putty smeared onto a statue.

Everything around him shimmered. The darkness was now brightly alive.

The woman had stepped back outside into the rain and wind, into the storm.


“What’s happened to me?”

She smiled and her smile was fierce.


“Gotta go,” she told him. “Places to see, people to drink. Learning is best by experience. Just don’t go trying to get a tan.”

Then she was gone, swallowed by the darkness and the night.
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B.L. Morgan
* * *
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THE RAIN BEAT DOWN in a steady rhythm as Simon climbed off the window ledge and stood on the grass outside J.B.’s Bail Bonds.

Everywhere around him, everything that he looked at seemed to be glowing, shimmering, and alive in the wet night. The clouds above roiled and tossed like the sea during a hurricane.

Energy, a form of life of its own, danced along the tops of the angry clouds. Simon had never seen clouds like that before, but realized it was not the clouds that were different. It was the way he was seeing that was different.

Simon perceived everything around him with something more than just his eyes. He was seeing with a part of himself that hadn’t existed before.

Or, maybe it’s always been there, but this cocoon offlesh dimmed my sight and stopped me from seeing the universe the way it really is.

The clouds were so beautiful that he could have stood for hours just watching the dance of wild electrons among those islands of vapor in the sky, but a harsh shrill sound brought his senses back to

Earth.

The warning sound of a police siren shrieked in the distance.

Carlos was on the lawn in front of Simon. He was in two separate pieces. His head had been ripped loose from the rest of his body.

Simon decided that this was not a good place to be and ran into the pitch-black alley that the three teenagers had emerged from.
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Detective Bill

Shafer:

Initiations


Becoming a homicide detective wasn’t like in the movies....

....in the movies, a hot shot smart-ass street cop after several gun battles, fist fights and all kinds of arguments with superiors, who he knew were actually inferiors, busted a major-league crime lord, and while the world watched and applauded and uplifting theme music played, the young cop was handed a detective’s gold shield....


Reality couldn’t have been more different.


Reality was working long boring shifts patrolling grimy sections of town, dealing with loving couples who settled disputes like what TV program to watch that evening, with potentially deadly weapons, and endlessly studying to learn all the subtle nuances of all the ins and outs of law enforcement procedure and criminal investigative technique.

Reality was making it to work every day on time, whether it was rainy or dry, or you just plain felt like
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shit and didn’t want to go in and putting in at least eight hours of good solid diligent police work.

Reality was taking the test and having someone less qualified but with an uncle in local government get the job applied for, and having that happen not once but twice.

Reality was ninety days after taking the detective exam being called into Lieutenant Jackson’s office, and with the scowl the Lieutenant wore wondering what you’d wrong done to get your ass chewed on. Then after the door was closed behind you having Lieutenant Jackson break out into a sudden grin, shake your hand and congratulate you for finally making it.

Shafer could have used some uplifting theme music at that moment. He also sure could have used the applause of his fellow officers. However, Shafer was happy with the handshake for getting the promotion.


You take what you can get.


Bill Shafer was still stunned as he drove home. He reached over and touched the gold shield that he’d dropped onto the rider’s side seat. He patted it twice.

He’d finally made it! It sure had been a long battle.


Shafer hoped it would be worth the fight.


At home in his modest two-bedroom apartment, he called his girlfriend Sheila and told her.

Sheila squealed when she heard the news. He actually cringed at her first words. “All right,” she shouted. “Another black man makes good!”


Maybe someday she’ll stop that.


Sheila was a bright, blond, blue-eyed college girl Shafer had been dating for the better part of a year. They got along well, but her trying to make him aware of his ethnicity was beginning to get on his nerves.
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“I’ll be by in fifteen minutes,” he told her. “We’re going out to celebrate.”


“Any place I know?”


“It’s going to be a surprise,” he told her. “And I’m going to invite Jack.”


There was silence, heavy silence on the line.


Jack Dix was a guy who Shafer grew up with an went through the Police Academy with. He was also a thorn in Sheila’s side, because he was one of those guys who refused to ever grow up and settle down.

“It’ll be fun. Besides, he’s my oldest friend. I do want to share this with him.”

“Oh well, OK,” Sheila said. “It’s your night. You invite whoever you want.”


“See you in a bit,” he said.

“You too,” she hung up.


New Homicide Detective Bill Shafer looked at himself in the bathroom mirror. He was twenty-six, in relatively good shape, and had even been told by a few women, Sheila being one, that he looked quite a bit like Denzel Washington.


He gazed at his reflection.


“Detective Bill Shafer,” he spoke to the glass in a serious deep baritone voice. Then he broke into a big wide grin.


“Yeah, I like that,” he told himself.


* * *
[image: image]


THE EAST WEST CAFÉ on Takoma Mall Blvd was a small elegant restaurant that served both Asian and American cuisine. The atmosphere was quiet. The music was soft and subdued with an Oriental flavor to it. The wait staff was polite and extremely helpful.
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All of that was wonderful, but the one thing that kept Bill Shafer coming back over and over again was because the Green Curry was incredible. Just thinking about The East West Café’s Green Curry made Shafer’s mouth water. It was the kind of curry that was zesty and had a pleasant aroma. The spice of this Green Curry didn’t heat your tongue up all at once. It took about fifteen minutes for the flavor to settle in and fill your mouth and nose with wonderful warmth that seemed to spread throughout your entire body and mind.


Bill Shafer couldn’t wait to get some more.


They came in through the front double doors and, while waiting to be seated, Shafer spotted Jack already at a table drinking a Tsing Tao. They went to his table.


Jack jumped to his feet.


“Mr. Detective Man, congratulations,” Jack said, loudly sticking out his hand and shaking Shafer’s.

After a few of the diners glanced in their direction so to make sure there was no mistake, he announced, “Everybody, listen up. We are in the presence of a major league celebrity tonight. My friend here William Shafer just made Homicide Detective today. So you better be on your best behavior or my buddy will slap the cuffs on and lay a beat-down on you so you’ll learn what a good old-fashioned case of police brutality is all about. You’ve all seen The World's Dumbest Criminals, well here’s the guy that brings them in.” There was a moment of stunned silence. “Just joking, people. Give him a round of applause. He’s a good guy. He deserves it.” Jack Dix clapped.


A few other diners joined in and did the same.


Shafer muttered an embarrassed, “Jesus,” looked around, gave a meek little wave. He said, “Thanks,” then pulled out the chair for Sheila to sit down.
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She sat.

Shafer settled in his chair.

“Man, you shouldn’t have done that,” Shafer said. “It’s really not that big a deal.”

“Hell if it ain’t,” Jack answered. “You worked a long time for that. Enjoy it, man.”

“Now’s when the work really begins,” Shafer said.

“Ain’t that the truth,” Jack said. “I get so many women throwing themselves at me every day I barely got enough strength left over to get any real work done.”

Sheila raised an eyebrow.

“He’s a private detective,” Shafer explained. “That’s far different than being a police detective.” He looked at Jack. “And he’s full of shit too. All the years we knew each other I’ve never seen any woman throw herself at Jack. But I have seen a few throw rocks at him.”

“Yeah, ha ha,” Jack answered. “You’re just jealous.”

“That’s gotta be it.” Shafer said.

The waitress, a cute Asian woman with creamy amber-colored skin and an open friendly smile, came with the menus. She handed one each to Sheila and Bill. When she held one out to Jack he waved it away.

“I’m not staying for dinner,” he told them. “I got me a hot little number waiting for the high hard one, and who am I to disappoint the women folk of America? I just stopped in to congratulate my bro before I hit the streets and do my thing.” Jack reached over and clapped Shafer on the shoulder.

The waitress came back and Sheila ordered Bulgogi, although she wasn’t exactly sure what it was.
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Shafer ordered his favorite dish, Green Curry Chicken. He told them to make it as spicy as they could.

After the waitress walked away with Jack watching the sway of her ass every step of the way, he took a big

gulp of his beer and then asked Shafer, “Who’d they stick you with, anyway?”


“That’d be Mitchell Hunt,” Shafer said.


“No shit? Old Mike Hunt himself.” He pronounced Mike Hunt as MY CUNT. He laughed. “I’ll have to stop by the station just to fuck with the old buzzard.”

“And you wondered why you never made detective?” Shafer said.

“No, I didn’t have to wonder about that,” Dix answered. “I’m too wild and untamed for the department. They can’t contain a force of nature like me.”


“That’s gotta be it.”


When their food came Jack downed the last drink of his Tsing Tao then stood up immediately.


“I gotta go,” he told them. “Can’t keep the girls


waiting. They’d tear the place up if I’m not on time.” “I thought you had a date tonight?” Sheila asked. “I do,” he told her, “With all of them.”


Then he headed out the door.

Bill Shafer looked at Sheila.

Sheila looked at Bill.


He told her in his best Bogart, “Seems like it’s back to just you and me kid.”


That brought a smile to her face.

“Good,” she said.

The food tasted wonderful, as usual.


The conversation was light and interesting, as usual.
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Then Bill Shafer’s cell phone rang.

Sheila raised an eyebrow.

Bill Shafer, new Homicide Detective, had already told Sheila on the way to the restaurant that he was now on twenty-four-hour call as of today.

Welcome to the big leagues, he thought as he flipped open his cell phone.
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Sheila:

Blind Ambition

Her date with Detective William Shafer had been cut short, but Sheila figured that was just fine. For her, it was now time to get to work on capitalizing on this new opportunity.

Sheila plopped herself down onto her settee and snapped open her cell phone. She went into her contacts and pressed for Donna Martin.

On the first ring Donna’s pert voice answered, “Hello-hello-hello.”

“It’s me,” Sheila said.

“What, your date’s over already? Don’t tell me that the boy’s one of those quick draw and pop it off type cops.”

“You have a nasty mind,” Sheila said.

“Of course I do.”

“Bill is on twenty-four hour call and just as we were finishing up eating he got the call.”

“Ain’t that just like a man,” Donna said. “We always come second, if at all.”

“You do have a one track mind,” Sheila told her. “Why I called is to see what you can set up with some
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of your newspaper contacts, you know to like get me some publicity in the future.”

“What? Girl, are you still on that fame and fortune type trip you were on a while back?” Donna asked.

“Fame equals fortune in this fucked up country. You know that.” Sheila answered. “And, yeah, I’m never giving up the chase until I can find my vehicle.”

“So what’s your angle? How do you think being the girlfriend of a policeman is going to get you any fame?”

“It should be obvious, block-head. He gets inside information on important police matters. Hell girlfriend, I’ll get the information from him and wrangle my way on the news. All that has to happen is some movie producer or director or, well, anybody that hires actresses sees me and I got it made. They’ll come to me and I’ll be on the big screen or flat screen. I don’t care which one. This face and body is pure gold, girl.”

“You think it’s that easy?” Donna said.

“Well, why not? I mean if somebody as dumb as Jennifer Anniston can make it in movies you can’t need any brains to do it.”

“If they’ll take dumb, honey, you’re perfect for the job.” Donna told her.

“Ha ha,” Sheila said. “Have I told you lately to kiss my ass?”

“Not since the last time we talked.”

“Well what can you hook me up with?”

“Let me think about it,” Donna told her. “I may have a line on a professor that wants to talk to black policemen about how they fit into society for some scholarly papers he’s doing. He’s been on Evening Magazine with this kind of crap. So I guess it sells. He’s kind of an idiot and always wants to stir shit up,
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but if you can put him and your boy toy together, he might be persuaded to get you in the story from the angle of how a white woman would deal with having the extra stress of a black man who is a policeman as her guy.”

“Don’t forget to mention that now he’s a homicide detective,” Sheila said. “There ain’t too many to many of those around.”

“And I’ll make sure he knows what a gold digger he has for a girlfriend.”

“Ha ha.” Sheila said. “If you weren’t my best friend I’d tell you to fuck off and die.”

“You’ve already done that more times than I can count but I’m still here.”

“And always will be,” Sheila finished for her. “We’re a team.”

“When you’re rich and famous you won’t forget about poor little old me will you?” Donna asked in a fake whiny voice.

“Of course not,” Sheila told her. “I’ll need somebody to clean my gold-plated toilet.”

“You’re a bitch!” Donna said.

“And so are you,” Sheila answered.
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RED SIMON :
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Simon Pollo ran into the alley, into the dark. He ran up the terraced streets of downtown Takoma toward the west, away from the bright lights of the restaurants, the shops, the nightclubs and bars.

The pitch blackness of the filthy narrow passageways behind and between buildings was not pitch black to him. His vision was better than a night- prowling alley cat. For him, the dark of night was glowing and alive. His vision was razor sharp. He saw everything.

It only took Simon a bare two minutes to realize that while running...he was moving faster than he had ever moved before. This happened when he flew past a wino reeking of urine and spoiled liquor half- covered in trash, seeking the shelter of the side of a building.

The wino looked up as Simon streaked past and slurred a drunken, “Jesus Christ! What the fuck was that?”

By the time Simon skidded to a stop he was a half block past the wino. He recognized the blinking neon sign of Summers Drugstore across the road from
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where the alley ended, opening into a street. Summers Drugstore had one of those signs outside that displayed the current time and temperature.

A quick mental calculation told Simon he had just ran approximately two miles and done it in just over two minutes. His speed on foot had been over sixty miles-an-hour. That was faster than the fastest Olympic Sprinter. As a matter of fact, he knew of only two animals that could run faster than sixty miles an hour. He had read in the encyclopedia that a cheetah could go seventy miles an hour and an antelope could run slightly over sixty miles an hour. But for a human to run that fast was just unheard of.

Simon knew he had not even reached his top speed. He’d have to try that some time.

He gazed at the shimmering night and smiled. “This is going to be incredible,” he said out loud but then the first spasm hit him.

Simon’s stomach jerked, hitched, and then knotted as the muscles seized up. He fell to his knees on the wet cold pavement.

What the fuck?

Simon’s gut rumbled, then acrid-tasting vomit climbed up from his stomach, forcing itself up his throat to explode from his mouth and nose in a vile horrid tasting stream that hurled from between his teeth to the alley’s gravel. It seemed to Simon that he retched out gallons of terrible tasting crud before his regurgitation slowed down.

When he did stop throwing up, Simon climbed back to his feet.

Suddenly, his head felt like it was splitting open from inside. A lancing pain, like a spike being driven into his skull, tore through his brain. This was worse,
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far worse, than the most extreme migraine headache Simon ever suffered during his life.

But that wasn’t the worse pain he was going to endure on this night.

As Simon staggered around in the darkness with his eyes watering and his ears roaring from the pain running through his head, his stomach hitched and knotted again. Simon’s stomach muscles seized up, clamping down tight and sending him into an involuntary squatting position.

His sphincter muscle suddenly expanded, and to Simon’s horror diarrhea exploded out of his ass and into the pants that were tight around Simon’s squatting body.

The liquid shit held in by the tight cloth couldn’t go down, so it was forced upward and out over the cloth belt line of Simon’s trousers.

The vile-smelling squirts Simon’s body threw off thankfully only lasted a few minutes, but when it was over he was in more pain than before.

Now not only did his head hurt but his stomach ached for something to fill it and his very essence; the molecules of his newly reformed body cried out a need that he didn’t fully understand. He was like a dehydrated man in the desert sun craving water, a starving animal that needed with all of its being to feed to survive.

At that moment, a Ford Taurus pulled up in front of Summers Drugstore and a middle-aged man in a three piece suit climbed out. He went into the store.

Simon smelled the coppery warm blood flowing through the man. He felt the warmth that the man’s blood promised. He actually tasted through his new heightened senses the man’s blood still flowing through his veins. His body, like a magnet, was drawn
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toward the man who had just entered the pharmacy. Simon, on an instinctive level like a plant knows it needs water and sunlight, like a lion knows it needs to kill a gazelle, knew he needed that man’s blood to survive.

There was no question now.

He understood his need.

Simon left the alley and crossed the street.


* * *
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As he walked across the shiny wet pavement small spasms shook his body, jerking him into a crouched -over lurching gait not entirely unlike a staggering exhausted prizefighter who was too tired to even keep his hands up anymore. Simon moved across the street that way and pushed open the drugstore’s door and stepped inside. A bell jingled over the door.

The
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