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CHAPTER ONE

“Don’t move or we’ll blow your fucking heads off.”

Molly, Mark and I were walking along Christopher St. when we came upon a robbery-in-progress.  

It was 11:45 pm, the sky was overcast and Molly and I were wearing our masks.  

Mark had his new camera, a Nikon SLR, which he proudly paid for himself.

He had two jobs now, a daily paper route and two shifts a week at Ralph’s, where I worked sometimes, too, flipping burgers and emptying garbage cans.

An armored truck was on it’s side, under a traffic light.  Three uniformed men were on their stomachs, their hands cuffed behind their backs.  The back-door of the truck was open.  

One man, wearing a ski-mask, was carried a huge bag of money and threw it into the back of a van, that was parked by a fire hydrant.

Four other men, also in ski-masks, were pointing shot-guns at the guards.  One of them was morbidly obese.

He said to the guards, “Attaboys.  Stay still.  We know your names.  Jones, Banton and Chambers.  We know where you live and we know the names of your wives and children.  Keep doing what you’re doing, which is nothing, or we’ll not only kill you, we’ll kill them, too.  And we’ll have some fun with your wives as an appetizer.” 

One of the guards said, “You won’t get away with this.”

Boom!  The big guy fired.  The guard’s head exploded.  His partners were splattered with blood, brain matter and wet skull.

The other guards screamed.

Molly flicked out her baton and yelled, “That fucker!”

I said, “Molly, wait.”

“Urban-Tigress!”

I thought, oh, fuck.

She charged them.  Her baton was raised over her head.  Fat-Mask aimed at her and yelled, “I’ve always wanted to shoot a tiger!”

I yelled, “Shoot me!”

I bolted towards their van.  He fired.  The blast was deafening.  It put a hole in the side of his van.  I hid behind it.  As Fat-Mask pumped another round into his gun, Molly baton-whacked his shin.

He dropped the gun.  The other guys stepped back and aimed at her.  I sprinted towards them.  Molly whacked one guy in his kneecap, the other, his groin.  Their guns clattered to the pavement.

I jumped on the back of the third man. He tried to buck me off, like a bronco.  The guy with the bag, dropped it and drew a handgun.  His shot put a hole in his buddy’s head.  Molly attacked him.  

Flash, flash.

Mark was madly snapping away from our original position.  Molly nailed the side of the guy’s face with a roundhouse kick.  A tooth flew out of his mouth.  I scooped up the shot-guns.

One of the guards said, “The fat one has the cuff-keys.”

I yelled, “Mark!”

He hustled over and said, “Way to go, Team Tiger!”

Molly said to the guards, “Believe it or not, that’s my boy-friend.  Mark Dixon, the Urban Dork.”

While the horizontally-challenged miscreant was writhing on the street, Mark went through his pockets and fished out the keys.

“Got ‘em!”

He tossed them to Molly, who snapped them out of the air like an eagle grasping a fish leaping out of the sea.

She un-cuffed the guards.

They got to their feet and rubbed their wrists, just like I’d seen everyone do on television.

One of the guards said, “I can’t believe Chambers is dead.”

Sirens.  Flashes of red-and-blue.

I dropped the guns.  Molly took off her mask and wiped her forehead with it.  One of the guards said, “Thanks, kids.  That was amazing.”

Molly spat and said, “These sons-of-bitches are lucky.  If the cops weren’t here, I’d kill the lot of them.  Do you hear me, you fuckers?”

Fat-Mask said, “Eat shit, bitch.”

Molly kicked his stomach, just as a cop yelled, “Freeze!”

We all put our hands up.

I worried about Molly.

For her, killing was as natural as eating or breathing.

And there was nothing I could do about it.

CHAPTER TWO

FROM THE DIARY OF MOLLY RYDER

I started a new job tonight.  That bitch, Connie, fired me from Ralph’s.

I need money because everybody needs money.  But I need money to make head-shots of myself so I can get an agent and get sent to auditions and become a soap star and then a movie-star.  Because why the fuck not?

The company I work for is called Gene’s Roof-To-Basement Upgrades and Landscaping, Inc.  What a dumb name.  The office is located in downtown Manhattan.  I can take the subway there.

God, I want my driver’s license so bad, but our school administration—oh, they’re the worst—they cut driver’s education from the whatchamacallit—curriculum.

Driving lessons cost an arm and a leg.

My job is tele-marketer.

I have to invade people’s lives by calling them at home and asking them if they want a new fireplace or something.

For a negotiable and competitive price.

I worked a four-hour shift.  I made two-hundred phone calls.

It was a very educational experience.

For starters, I learned, based on my brief conversations that ended with the other person slamming the phone down in my ear—that hardly anyone in America understands English.  I also learned—well, I already knew this—that most people are assholes.

“I’m eating dinner!”

Thunk.

“I’m watching NFL!”

Thunk.

“You woke me up!”

Thunk.

“I thought you were boyfriend!”

Thunk.

“Whoever it is, hurry the fuck up or I’m gonna shit my pants.”

Thunk.

There were ten of us and by the end of our shift not one of us had a lead.  That’s what we were supposed to do.  Get leads.  If I saw what we did tonight in a movie, I would’ve thought, “This movie takes place on an alien planet, where everyone is stupid and insane. Unlike Earth, where only most people are stupid and insane.”

CHAPTER THREE

FROM THE DIARY OF MOLLY RYDER continuing...

One of my um, “co-workers” was named Will Samson.  He was tall and dark and handsome and the moment I laid eyes on him I thought, “Mark, who?”

Sorry, Mark.

When our shift ended, Will asked me, “How did you get here?”

I replied shyly, “Subway.”

“You want a ride home?”

“Okay.”

We went to the parking lot.  Will pointed at a red Pontiac Firebird and said, “That’s my ride.  What do you think?”

My eyes just about rolled out of their sockets.

“Wow!  So cool!”

“I go to Lincoln.  I’m a senior.”

“I’m a senior, too.  I go to William Shatner.”

“I can’t believe they named a high school after Captain Kirk.”

“I know, right?”

Ugh, what a lame thing to say, Dear Diary.

“Where do you live?”

“Queens.”

On the way home, we pulled over outside a drive-in and I let him have me.  

CHAPTER FOUR

FROM THE DIARY OF MARK DIXON

Tommy was at his desk, studying, while I was at mine, drawing issue number two of Sky-Land.  Pike’s script was really good.  A lot better than the first one.  It was almost ten at night.  Molly’s shift at her new job ended at eight.  I said to Tommy, “Molly’s usually home by now.”

“Yeah, well, I wouldn’t worry.  We’re talking about Molly.  It’s not like she can’t take care of herself.”

“Hey, Tommy?”

“Yeah?”

“You never told me what it was like.  You and Varvara.  I mean, you guys did it, right?”

“Uh-huh.”

“You don’t want to talk about it.”

“What do you want, Mark?  A play-by-play recap?”

“Don’t be angry.”

“I’m not angry, Mark.  We did it once and it was fantastic.  For me, at least.  For Vari?  I don’t know.  I don’t think so.”

Tommy started to cry.

“She broke up with me.”

“Holy shit, Tommy, when did this happen?”

“A week ago.  You know, I thought everything was fine.  Especially after our last family dinner.  Then, the last time we spoke, she brought up Paula.  She never really forgave me for going to her house.  That was stupid of me.  I didn’t consider her feelings.  All I could think about was my face on the front page of the Bonanza.  Interview with Tommy Ryder, AKA, the Urban Tiger.  You know, what I’m starting to think, Mark?  I’m starting to think that I do what I do because I like the attention it gets me.”

“What’s wrong with that?”

“It makes me feel like an asshole.  Vari hasn’t returned any of my calls since our last one.  She won’t talk to me at school.  I’m sure glad we don’t have any classes together.  I’m in love with her, Mark.”

CHAPTER FIVE

FROM THE DIARY OF MARK DIXON continuing...

“My heart’s broken and it’s all because of my stupid ego.”

I got up and wrapped my arms around him and said, “Don’t beat yourself up.  That’s my turf.”

He hugged me back and said, “You’ve changed the most, Mark.  Out of you, me and Molly, the last couple years.  You’ve lost a lot of weight.  You gained a little self-confidence.  And  you won Molly’s heart.  No mean feat.”

Just then, Molly came into our room.  I started towards her and she put her hands up.

Her neck was covered with what looked like hickeys.

She said, rather matter-of-factly, “I’m breaking up with you, Mark.  It was kind of weird anyway.  I have a new boyfriend.  Yes, I just met him tonight at work, so what, fuck off.  He drives a Pontiac Firebird.  I let him fuck me in his car and it was amazing.  Good night.”

She left without closing the door.  I heard her bedroom door slam.

I burst into tears.

Tommy said, “Mark?”

“Yeah?”

“Let’s get drunk.”

CHAPTER SIX

I love my sister, but her ability to piss me off was Kryptonian.  Her callousness towards Mark just now was a new low for her.  A nadir of insensitivity.  I was tempted to go into her room and pick a fight with her.  A real one.  Outside.  No rules.  The Urban Tiger vs. The Urban-Tigress.  Our own civil war. But not only was I afraid that she might enthusiastically accept, not only was I afraid that she might win, I was afraid that she might kill me.  No.  I wasn’t really afraid of any of those things.  I just didn’t want to hit my sister, in spite of my fury towards her at that moment.

I was seventeen.  So was Mark.  Neither of us had ever taken so much as a sip of alcohol in our short lives.  That was about to change.

CHAPTER SEVEN

I said, “Come on, Mark.”

We went downstairs.  I said, “Wake up Maxim, if he’s asleep.”

Mark grinned.  He looked excited.

I went to the kitchen.  There was a note taped to the fridge.

“Gone to meet Jay for a drink or two.  Should be home around midnight.”

Perfect.  Suddenly, I felt elated.  I so desperately wanted Jay and Mrs. Knox to work.  They were just right for one-another.  And I loved Jay as much I loved my father.  How I miss you, Dad.  You too, Mom.

Mark and Maxim came into the kitchen.  Maxim was wearing his pajamas.

I said, “You wanna get drunk with us, Maxim?”

“Yes.  Yes, I do. I’ve yet to be drunk in America.  I’ve been...how can I say this?  Chomping at the bit.  Where is Mrs. Knox?”

I said, “She’s out with Jay.”

“Oh, then, we should take advantage of this opportunity.  Like all you good Americans do.”

He opened the fridge, pulled out a bottle of vodka and a can of Spark Cola.

I said to Maxim
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