EDDIE TEXAS

Eduardo Tejada had never been a hard case criminal.  He’d started out selling steroids in the early 80s to the muscle heads on Venice Beach, chopped a few cars here and there for the extra bucks, finally pinched when he got semi-serious on a drunk and broke six ribs and the nose of an off-duty Arizona sheriff during a squabble over a nine ball bet the badge had lost fair and square.  Lock up was a grind, but he managed to graduate from high school, get a year of college under his belt, and make some coke connections on the inside and the outside.  Sid and Si, a couple of Jew old-school lifers he did laundry detail with in San Quentin, gave up on the pronunciation barrier and took to calling him Eddie Texas.  Eduardo didn’t have the heart to tell them he’d never so much as set foot in the Lone Star state, had grown up in Phoenix and L.A., shuttled between a Mex momma and a Wop cop pop who ‘flew the coop with Betty Boop’ as Ma would say over and over again (in between electric shock therapy sessions) when he’d visit her once a month at the hospital on the hill.  Pop would later drive his Batman blue ‘69 Corvette convertible off the 5th level of a parking garage in Santa Monica, doing 90 miles an hour all the way to Hell.  The Tejada tag died with him.  Most cons waited their whole useless life for a handle as cool as ‘Eddie Texas.’

After he got released from Q, Eddie vowed to go semi-straight, finding gainful employment after looking up his old man’s Vietnam gunny, Billy Swift, an ex-drill instructor with a baritone bark that could make even the roughest roughneck crap his skivvies.  Swift, though he knew the kid was too far gone to ever go totally clean, took Eddie under his wing, training him in armaments and field tactics at his ranch in El Segundo, even got him a few consulting jobs over in Hollywierd on the sets of straight-to-video shoot ‘em ups where the stars generally asked him to introduce them to his White Lady friend before he could show them the proper way to load a Sig Sauer.  Slowly but surely, Eddie Texas became a name around town, mostly as a supplier to up-and-coming-down actors who partied first, studied their “craft” never.  But he made a decent living with the cover job too, had even managed to move up to a couple big budget studio pictures, giving shooting lessons to trigger happy mega-producers and their mondo-money friends, one of whom – an “born again” type named Burt Loomis – extended an open invite to work at Loomis Oil, fifty miles south of Dallas, Texas.  Eddie talked a big game to the big money men, had them thinking he was a hot shit ex-merc who couldn’t talk about what he used to do for the government.  Damned if they didn’t believe him.

Gunny Swift died on a midnight Miller Lite swim in the Pacific and Eddie, in search of his new father figure he supposed, sold off the ranch and moved out to his namesake state, taking up Burt on his offer as a security consultant.  Loomis gave him a “son I never had” signing bonus– a 1969 Batman blue Corvette with a V-8 so sweet Eddie could feel the rumble in his balls when he gunned it.  Eddie loved that car so much that he actually jerked off in it.  Two years later, a genuinely comfortable living led to a test of loyalty when Loomis’s daughter, Christine, got killed in a bank robbery.  Burt was devastated, turned to the Good Book for some Old Testament answers and lost more than a few of his marbles in the process.  The old man had vengeance on the brain 24/7 and Loomis Oil all but crashed and burned.  But Eddie stuck it out, helped Loomis use the last of his money to track down the guy who’d killed his little girl, to a not-on-any-maps town in the mountains of Mexico – a town called El Rey.   
