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“This mystery story is original and
interesting, with a fascinating point of view character…and even
though [DeLee’s] playing in that familiar (mystery) world, he still
managed to pull off a story that caught me by surprise. Wonderful
stuff.”

 


—Kristine Kathryn Rusch

 


 


“David DeLee…captures...Columbus, Ohio,
perfectly in this story about a wealthy but streetwise rapper who
may be at the end of his game.”

 


—Joe Hartlaub

Bookreporter.com

 


Praise for other Grace
deHaviland stories

by David DeLee

 


FATAL DECEPTION

 


“…a bang-up introduction…prove [DeLee] can
write a Hollywood-worthy car chase…”

 


—Publishers Weekly

 


FATAL DESTINY

 


“…taut and dangerous…Mr. DeLee has proven
that he can compete with the best of them in the crime thriller
genre.”

 


—WebbWeaver

 


FIRST
IMPRESSIONS

 


“DeLee…implements realistic dialogue and the
right amount of description while pulling the reader into his
well-told story.”

 


—Lee Carey

Author of The Thin Line

 


“David DeLee really packs a lot of action,
humor, and twists and turns into this digital short. I enjoyed
[Grace deHaviland’s] moxie and spunk and look forward to reading
about her further exploits.”

 


—Giovanni Gelati

www.gelatisscoop.blogspot.com

 


FATAL TRYST

 


“Although “Fatal Tryst” is primarily an
action-oriented crime fiction, the social commentary is timely and
the message flows seamlessly through the narrative…The characters
are fully developed, the setting descriptions very nicely done, and
the plot moves quickly. I will be looking for more Grace deHaviland
stories.”

 


—Donna White Glaser

Author of The Enemy We Know
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BLING, BLING


 


MIGHTY MO’ MAC was not his real name. It was
Myron Epps. He wasn’t born or raised in South Central LA. Not even
in the South Bronx. He grew up in Granville, Ohio, a small, rural
college town thirty-five miles northeast of Columbus. No, his mom
wasn’t a crack whore selling herself out of a double-wide. She was
a professor of English at Dennison University. And no, his dad
wasn’t serving five-fifteen in prison. He served on the Granville
Board of Trustees.

But being a young man growing up in a
well-to-do family in Middle America did not sell rap albums. And
ever since before he could remember, all Myron Epps ever wanted to
do was be a rap star. And not just any rap star. Myron wanted to be
the biggest, the baddest rap star there ever was.

Rap stars grew up in LA and New York, even
Detroit. Not places like Granville, Ohio. They had names like Tupac
and Snoop Dogg and 50 Cent. Not Myron Epps. Most of all they had
street cred. They had reps. They had juice.

Mo’ Mac had credibility; he had a reputation.
He had the juice. So what if it was all a lie. “Who’s this?” he
asked.

I offered him my business card. It read
simply:

 


Grace deHaviland

Bail Enforcement Specialist

 


Mo’ turned from the wall of windows where he
stood, staring out at an Olympic-size pool surrounded by a
landscaped patio with rock outcroppings and flowing waterfalls and
tropical plantings with flowers and a wave slide and tiki torches
and strung with lantern lights and a wet bar and a smoking B-B-Q
pit, all overlooking the forested banks of the Scioto River below.
Good looking people in barely there bathing suits frolicked and
drank and ate, all to the booming beat of rap music with bass so
heavy it vibrated the glass and the whole house. It sounded like
N.W.A. or maybe Public Enemy, but what did I know, rap’s not my
thing.

A short, rotund figure, Mo’ Mac took the card
with pudgy fingers full of gold. He wore an open silk shirt with
the sleeves rolled two turns up his arms and sweat rings darkening
his armpits and enough gold draped around his neck to make King
Midas jealous. Oh, and diamond studs the size of nickels in each
ear.

He scrutinized the card with a furrowed brow.
I wondered if maybe he couldn’t read. Finally he looked to the man
standing beside me, his attorney, Saul Rosenfeld. Rosenfeld
answered the door when I rang, had led me into the vast living
space in the rapper’s palatial mansion nestled on the banks of the
Scioto River, north of Columbus.

“Bail Enforcement. What’s that?”

I told him, “Bounty hunter.”

He arched a thick black eyebrow.
“Really?”

I nodded. “Really.”

The eyebrow still raised, he said to
Rosenfeld, “She’s the one’s gonna get Jimmy?”

An older, conservative fellow, Saul Rosenfeld
wore a dark blue suit with a white shirt and red tie. A man with a
thin build and darkly tanned features, he had a full head of white
hair and sparkling white teeth. He shrugged. “I guess.”

Mo grinned. “No shit?”

“No shit,” I said. “I’d like to ask you a few
questions. Get some background information on Jimmy Dolens.”

“A sweet sista like you, darling. Ax me
anything.”

Being half-Latina, I have dusky brown skin,
long, wavy, black hair, and my eyes are emerald green like my mom’s
were, so I get that sista stuff a lot. I didn’t bother to correct
him.

Mo’ hooked an arm out, aiming to drape it
over my shoulder.

I sidestepped out from under, smiling
politely.

He frowned, not amused.

But his wife was. LaKendra sat on one of two
facing couches by the fireplace. She flipped noisily through a copy
of Variety magazine draped on her lap, snapping her gum, and
snickered. Big, gold hoop earrings dangled from her ears. She wore
silver, glittery short-shorts and a white sleeveless shirt, tied
between her notable boobs to reveal her bare, brown belly and the
diamond stud in her navel that exactly matched the one in her
nose.

LaKendra had a music career of her own before
teaming up with Mo’ Mac a few years back. A duet that led to a
tumultuous marriage: think Whitney and Bobby on that one. By all
accounts, neither the marriage nor the partnership had done
anything to stop the tail-spin their careers were in. Not unlike
the rest of hip-hop, and the music business in general.

“You better watch yourself, Mo’,” LaKendra
said, nodding at me. “This cat’s got claws, baby. And a bite too.
Am I right, honey?”

“Ain’t you got something to do?” Mo’ asked.
“Paint your nails or something equally as important?”

“Better than watching you make a fool of your
own damn self?” She snapped her fingers and shook her head. Her
gold hoops caught the light, winking. “I don’t think so.”

Mo’ raised his arms, then slapped them down
to his side, gazing around the gargantuan living room, as if
looking for help. He settled on Rosenfeld. “Saul. Do something with
her wouldcha?”

They were like squabbling siblings.

Rosenfeld tried to not look put upon. He
failed. “Kendra, perhaps now would be a good time to look at those
contracts the studio sent over. I have them in the kitchen.”

LaKendra slapped her magazine down. “Fine.
Whatever.”

Rosenfeld put a hand to the small of her
back, hovering just above her glittery spandex encased bubble-butt,
and guided her out of the room.

“We don’t pay you enough for what you put up
with, Saul,” LaKendra said. “You know that?”

Rosenfeld sighed. “I know it.”

If Mo’ heard the exchange or cared, he didn’t
show it. He led me toward the front foyer. The ceilings throughout
the house were twelve feet
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