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SHORT
RIDE TO NOWHERE

Jenks and Hale aren't friends, partners, or
even next door neighbors anymore. Not since they each lost their
jobs and had their homes foreclosed. Not since they lost their
wives and kids and whatever stability they'd fought for in the
world. Adrift on the streets of New York, Jenks' dark path seems to
parallel Hale's step by step.

 


After Hale is found nearly dead beside the
corpse of a nine-year-old girl, and soon after commits suicide in a
mental hospital, Jenks decides to find out just what the hell
happened. What happened to Hale and the girl, what happened to the
wayward American Dream, and what happened to his youth and
forfeited hopes.

 


Because whatever happens to Hale happens to
Jenks just a few months later.

 


THE
FEVER KILL

Crease is going back to his quaint, quiet
hometown of Hangtree.

It's where his father the sheriff met ruin in
the face of a scandal involving the death of a kidnapped little
girl and her missing ransom. It's where crease was beaten, jailed,
and kicked clear of the town line ten years earlier.

Now Crease is back. He's been undercover for
so long that most days he feels more like a mobster than a cop. He
doesn't mind much: the corrupt life is easier to stomach than a
wife who can't understand him, a son who hates him, and a
half-dozen adopted kids he can't even name anymore. He's also just
gotten his drug-dealing, knife-wielding psycho boss Tucco's
mistress pregnant.

A fine time to decide to settle old scores
and resolve a decade-old mystery.

With Tucco hot on his tail, Crease has to
find his answers fast. Who kidnapped little Mary? Who really killed
her? Was his own father guilty? And what happened to the paltry
fifteen grand ransom that seems to spell salvation to half the
population of Hangtree? The town still has a taste for his blood
and secrets it wants to keep. Crease has a single hope; a raw and
raging fever driving him toward the truth that might just burn him
up along the way.

 


NIGHTJACK

 


On the day of his release from a mental
institution Pace is taken "hostage" by Faust, Pia, and Hayden,
three escapees from the hospital who disappeared after the presumed
rape and beating of Cassandra Kaltzas, daughter of the Greek
munitions tycoon Alexandra Kaltzas. Each suffers from Multiple
Personality Disorder, experiencing complex delusions and sometimes
fantastical identities. Pace tries to piece together what happened
when apparently one of their alternate personalities tried to kill
Cassandra.

Pace himself is an alternate of William
Pacella, a man whose wife died in a restaurant fire set by a local
mobster for insurance money. William Pacella "dies" so that
Nightjack can be born–a new personality who may or may not be Jack
the Ripper.

For unknown reasons, Pace is able to see
others’ delusions–when alternates take over members of the group,
Pace alone is able to interact with each persona. Included among
them is Princess Eirrin, a ten thousand year old sorceress and heir
to the Atlantean throne; Smoker, a half-breed gunman from 1880s
Arizona; Thaddeus, friend and companion to St. Paul; and the
ancient Greek architect Daedalus, who soared among the clouds with
his home-made wax wings and watched his son perish in the sea.

Now the four find themselves under attack
from assassins sent by Kaltzas to punish the person who attacked
his daughter. Conflicting stories abound about Cassandra–whether
she was raped, if she was perhaps murdered, or if she and Pace
somehow crossed paths even before the hospital. In fact, she may
not even exist.

As the attacks persist, the group is forced
to face their own personal traumas and terrors, and go in search of
Kaltzas in Greece. There, on an island where fantasy, myth, and
truth are all entangled, Pace and his many alternates must sift
through madness and deceit to unlock the mystery. And everyone may
wind up dead unless Pace willingly unleashes the most brutal killer
of all: Nightjack.
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As he searched backwards down the avenues of
his black pain, he understood his name hadn’t always been
Cryer.

Perhaps then it had been Chuck Smith, or Joe
Evans, or maybe Abe Fishbaum, you just couldn’t tell. Turn it over
for a while and you started to wonder how much you were the name
and how much the name was you.

If he’d been Johnny Guitar, would he have
ended up in the same place, with the same damage? Nick Steel
might’ve been able to protect his family. Freddy "the Switchblade"
Davis wouldn’t have stopped off for a couple of double
cheeseburgers and three extra-large fries, sitting in the empty
parking lot scarfing down the food while Bach’s "Air on a G String"
thrummed on the CD player. Besides the classical music, the
incessant satisfied slurps and greasy grunts were the only sounds
in the night.

Then sneaking in two slow cigarettes,
despite having nearly quit. Cheating on his diet, breaking his
promise to his wife to take better care of himself as he slid
across forty and entered, far too comfortably, into middle age. At
least he wasn’t drinking again. He was content that his vices were
minor ones when all things were considered.

Cryer was a madhouse name.

~ * ~

When Cryer got home that evening he found
his twelve-year-old daughter gutted and whimpering, crawling around
the living room in agonized circles. The carpet was thick with her
blood and viscera. Cryer ran to her and let out a noise that
sounded like a baby seal being pummeled.

As his girl reached for him, her lips
parting and brow furrowed as she fought to speak, Cryer wailed and
drowned out whatever she might’ve said. A moment later, she blinked
twice at him and gave a deep, quivering sigh. She was dead and
Cryer pounded his fists on the stained carpet once, twice, three
times, nearly giving in to a convulsive tantrum. He vomited the
fast food he’d choked down fifteen minutes ago. Then he was moving
through the house, screaming for his wife.

He heard a thump on the second floor and
rushed upstairs. All the rooms were dark. He flipped switches,
shouting–sometimes calling her name, sometimes just letting go with
little shrieks–and found her in the bathtub, fully clothed with her
throat cut.

Her wrists were bound by duct tape. Another
square had been placed over her mouth. She was still alive and
turned her head to Cryer. Arterial spray arced through the air and
struck him across the face. Blood sailed against the walls and
pulsed over her lips and chin. She tried to speak but it looked
like she’d bitten through her tongue trying to work the tape
loose.

The killer was going out the window.

Cryer slid in his wife’s blood, and awful as
it was it actually helped him cover the distance quicker. He was
ninety pounds overweight with a huge spare tire but he made an
awkward leap, feeling his gut wobble as he did so. He managed to
catch the intruder by the belt before the guy cleared the sill.
Cryer thought he recognized the face but couldn’t tell from
where.

He tried to speak, wanted to say, Why? Why
did you do this? Who are you? What? What is this? What? Heya–

A flash of light off metal crossed Cryer’s
eyes. A knife high and twisting. A gloved hand. The guy spun and
stabbed Cryer in the forehead.

The blade went in about three inches, almost
directly between Cryer’s eyes. There was no pain. Cryer watched the
killer slip out the window with a great agility, unafraid and in
complete control, jumping two floors down to the back yard without
a worry.

Cryer tumbled backward over the edge of the
tub, but managed to stay on his feet.

Weirdest thing ever, he had a hardon.

His wife made a supreme effort of will and
attempted to climb from the tub. Wrists still bound, watching her
own life streaming out against the peach wallpaper in weakening,
shorter and shorter spurts, her face hardened into of iron. Her
eyes showed a great but controlled fear as well as a beautiful and
haunting concern for him.

As she staggered forward she tried to raise
her foot over the edge of the tub but couldn’t quite seem to take
the step.

She tried again but a cold and awful
realization flooded her expression–she wasn’t going to make it to
him. She reached for him with bound hands, coughing out thick
ribbons of blood through the gash in her throat, the endless rain
thrumming against the porcelain like a brief summer shower. She
fell back in a seated position, her hands still out to him, and
Cryer tried to say something but again nothing would come out.

He dropped backward, his knees bending but
his legs not giving way. He didn’t collapse, just lowered inch by
inch until he was lying on the tiles wet with his wife’s blood,
staring up at the ceiling. He tried to blink and couldn’t do it,
but after a while his eyes closed on their own and he waited behind
them in the darkness, lost and yet awake.
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He opened his eyes again to see a lady cop
bending over him. Nice black suit on, her feet covered in little
plastic booties, the badge on a chain around her neck. Startled,
she jumped back against the sink and broke the mirror of the
medicine cabinet with her elbow. "Jesus fucking Christ, he’s still
alive–"

Someone out of Cryer’s eyeshot said, "That’s
not possible. There’s three inches of steel in his head."

Like you needed to hear that kind of shit
considering the situation you were in. Cryer’s throat was dry. He
swallowed twice and said, "Fuck off."

"His lips are moving." The lady cop leaned
over, afraid to get too close and get blood on her suit. "What did
you say?"

"Fuck off!"

They still didn’t get it. Thought he was
trying to give them a clue or something. Someone kneeled and bent
an ear to his mouth. Thick as hell with wax, what the hell kinds of
cops were these anyway? He could tell already, they weren’t going
to be able to solve a damn thing. It was up to him, except he
couldn’t remember who he was.
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He woke up once on the operating table, the
tape holding his right eyelid down having loosened enough for him
to open his eye. He glanced around the room at six or seven doctors
and nurses all impossibly similar looking in baby blue scrubs and
masks. He wanted to speak but there was a tube down his throat,
another up his nose, all this machinery hooked up to him.

He still had a hardon.

There were bright lights and lots of metal
reflective surfaces. On a small metal table beside him was a device
with a circular saw covered with blood. They’d cut through his
skull with it. His forehead had been peeled wide to expose his
brain, and number of retractors held back his flesh and muscle.

Someone noticed him blinking and said,
"Jesus Christ."

It caused a mini-riot. They started yelling
at each other, shifting blame. One nurse took the brunt of it. He
felt sorry for her, wanted to say, 'It’s not your fault,' but the
words refused to come.

Someone else played around with some needles
and tubes and he eventually fell asleep again.
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