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chapter 1 
 
“Bitch can take a punch, I’ll give her that.” 

The blond guy with dreadlocks throws another right 
cross to my face—this time with all his two hundred-pound 
frame behind it—and something goes crunch in my left 
cheek. 

Cartilage? 
I stumble back deeper into the parking lot like a cartoon 

drunk. Wobbling wildly to one side, then bouncing off a 
vintage Subaru and pinwheeling to the other. There’s a 
voice in my head screaming “Get your hands up, Fiona! 
Fight back, you freakin’ idiot!” but my arms just hang there 
like limp strands of over-boiled pasta. 

My left eye is a total blur, but my right manages to 
focus again on my messenger bag lying near the back door 
of the Horse Brass Pub. 

My gun is in the bag. 
They don’t know that. 
Or maybe they do. But in any case, it’s a big gun. 
I give up on trying to fight back with my noodle arms, 

and start weaving my way towards the bag. 
Dreadlocks shakes his head in disbelief, and then steps 

in to throw a left hook. It’s a solid punch, but he misjudges 
my uneven gait, and the knuckles land too high—glancing 
off the hard bone at the top of my skull. 

“Owww! Damnit!” he yells, and cradles his injured left 
hand with his right. 

Even though I dodged the full force of the punch, a 
tidal wave of nausea crashes through my head. First to one 
side, and then sloshing back to the other. 

I’m going to be sick. 
No… Wait… I’m not going to be sick. 
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Instead, I lose my balance again, and end up stumbling 
around in a punch drunk circle for a second time. 

“Oh, for Christ’s sake…” The fat redhead with the 
Viking beard finally steps forward. He’s not just fat, but 
tall. Six-five? Six-six? 

“Fiona, just stay down!” He dips low to compensate for 
the height difference, and throws an uppercut. 

It’s like a goddamn sledgehammer landing under my 
chin. 

My jaws snaps shut—chipping teeth and biting off a 
chunk of my tongue. Then my head carries the momentum 
and snaps back until it crunches to a stop against the top of 
my spine. For a brief lucid moment, I’m airborne, staring 
straight up into the night sky at the rain. 

And then nothing… 
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chapter 2 
 
…And then something. 

I’m somehow back up against the vintage Subaru again, 
holding onto the rear bike rack with my noodle arms. 

The alarm is going off. It’s one of those annoying old 
car alarms that keeps changing pitch and tone. 

Now both Dreadlocks and The Viking are staring at me 
with disbelief. 

I can taste the blood from where I bit the chunk off the 
side of my tongue. I can also see that Dreadlocks now has 
my messenger bag in his hands. He starts going through it. 

“Sweet, look at this!” Dreadlocks pulls out an ounce 
baggie of my homegrown Biodiesel. 

“Naw. Barry said to leave the weed.” The Viking is still 
staring at me. 

“Why?” Dreadlocks asks. 
“Hell if I know. But that’s what he said.” 
“Well… What about this?” Dreadlock pulls out my 

snubnosed Smith & Wesson .44. 
“Goddamn.” The Viking whistles, and then walks over 

to take it from a reluctant Dreadlocks. “Now what’s a sweet 
little hottie like you carrying around a big ugly hand 
cannon like this?” 

I try to spit, but my face is so numb from all the 
punches that it just sort of dribbles down my chin. 

The Viking strolls back over to where I’m propped up 
on the Subaru’s bike rack. He pops the cylinder and gives it 
a spin to make sure it’s loaded. 

“You are one crazy-assed bitch, you know that?” He 
cocks the hammer and sights down the stubby barrel at me. 
“All you had to do was go down with the first punch.” 

Since I figure it’s game over, I try to think of some 
badass movie line to go out with. But nothing comes. 
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“Fuck you.” The still-blaring car alarm drowns out my 
voice, but he can see me mouth the words. 

The Viking laughs, then flips the gun around in his 
hand, and swings… 

 
I don’t really “come to” so much as simply realize that I’m 
awake. 

My left eye is totally wonky, but blinking away the rain 
with my right, I realize that I’m still in the parking lot. 
Lying on my back in the parking lot. 

At least I think it’s the same parking lot. 
I try to raise my head, but something sloshes around in 

the back of my skull and I realize that this time I’m 
definitely going to be sick. Not wanting to choke on my 
own vomit, I force myself to roll over onto my stomach. 

The sloshing rolls from the back of my skull to 
somewhere right behind my eyes and I start dry-heaving. 
But since I haven’t had the chance to eat anything since 
yesterday, nothing actually comes up. 

The retching only lasts a minute or two, and then the 
nausea passes. 

I lower my head face-down into the cool of the wet 
asphalt. 

It actually feels good on my swollen eye. 
I’m about to fall asleep again, when the phone in my 

pocket starts vibrating. 
To my surprise, my spaghetti arms have come back to 

life. I pull out the phone and answer without checking the 
screen. 

“Where the hell are you?” Sandwich wheezes at me before 
I can even say hello. 

“Good question.” 
“Don’t you screw me on this. They’re waiting. They’ve 

been waiting. For like an hour.” 
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“Be right there.” 
“Fiona, this isn’t some little—” 
I hang up before he can finish. 
He calls back a second later, but I let it go to voicemail. 
Okay, Fiona, answer the question. Where the hell are 

you? 
Trying to keep my head and neck as level as possible, I 

carefully roll to one side. There’s nausea, but it’s much 
better than before. 

I spot the vintage Subaru and confirm that, indeed, I 
am still in the parking lot of the Horse Brass Pub. I also 
spot my messenger bag—largely, because it’s only about six 
inches from my face. 

I lift the flap and dig around inside. 
The drugs are still there, but the gun is gone. 
Goddamnit. 
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