
Anna Fung, Asian Bitch

Matthew W. Grant

A Granite Gate Media Publication

Copyright © 2015 by Matthew W. Grant

All rights reserved.

––––––––

This is a work of fiction.  Names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously.  Any similarities to real events, locations, or people, living or dead, are purely coincidental.

––––––––

Cover Credits

Additional Image Editing & Cover Design by TDSWhite


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Chapter 20

About The Author

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter 1
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The streets of lively downtown Urbana, the third largest city in the U.S. behind Metropolis and Gotham City, swelled at lunch time.  Office workers escaped from their high-rises to get a dose of the warm air and sunshine.

Lisa Loy blended right in.  Her styled hair and sharp dress screamed "job-interview perfection" to anyone who noticed her.

Lisa held her cell phone to her ear as she walked by a deli with a line out the door.  "This is ridiculous.  I've lost count of how many applications I've filled out in the last few weeks," she told her grandmother over the phone.  "Why did they have to close the Urbana office and send all our jobs elsewhere in this economy?"

Grandma Mei-Ling asked what kind of responses Lisa had been getting when turning in her applications.

"Yesterday, someone asked me if I knew Jackie Chan!  So not only do some people think all Asians look alike, now they think we all know each other!"

"Jackie Chan, indeed!  If I were just a few years younger..." Grandma Mei-Ling muttered under her breath.

"OK, moving on..." Lisa said.  She imitated the various hiring manager's voices she'd recently dealt with.  "Underqualified!  Overqualified!  Your impressive skills don't match our needs at this time!"  Returning to her own voice, she added, "But this last one I just came from really takes the cake!"

Lisa recounted the story...

* * * 
[image: image]


Lisa had been sitting in the reception area of  Direct2U Psychics.  She proofread the application paperwork which she'd just finished filling out.

A harried supervisor with the name tag Mrs. McGilicuddy noisily entered the reception area from an internal door.  She clicked her fingernail against the edge of her clipboard in a well-worn groove.

Lisa stood up straight.  She remembered reading an online article that said that the first thing hiring managers noticed about potential hires was their posture.  She flashed an eager job-seeker smile as she extended her application paperwork towards the supervisor.  Lisa started to speak.

Simultaneously, Mrs. McGilicuddy gave her the once-over with a sweep of her eyes.  She didn't even move her head at all.  Without bothering to even glance at Lisa's paperwork, she said, "Sorry, you're just not what we're looking for."

Stunned, Lisa stood there helplessly as Mrs. McGilicuddy turned on her heels and disappeared behind the internal door again.  She took Lisa's hope of putting an end to this job hunting aggravation with her.

Lisa looked towards the mini-skirt clad receptionist sitting behind the main desk.  An explanation would have been nice, but Lisa would gladly have settled for an apology, even if it was insincere and from the wrong person.  The disinterested receptionist merely shrugged and popped her gum.

* * * 
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Back in the present, Lisa continued her walk through downtown Urbana.  When she finished telling Grandma Mei-Ling the story over the phone, the elderly woman paused a moment before responding.

Grandma Mei-Ling, like Confucius, believed that one word spoken with caution was better than a dozen spoken in haste.  Finally, she advised, "Just give them exactly what they want."

Lisa stopped walking.  A wide grin formed on her face while her mind devised the perfect plan.  She nodded her head knowingly.

* * * 
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Lisa walked through the automated doors of Fifth Avenue Pharmacy.  She smiled at the burly, but unarmed security guard posted near the exit.  He grunted an acknowledgment.

She could never decide if it seemed safer with or without seeing guards in stores.  On one hand, it was good to know they were there if any trouble occurred.  On the other hand, didn't the presence of guards indicate that someone expected trouble was likely?

Lisa quickly made her way up and down the aisles, throwing her choices into the cart.  This was one time that she figured the less she thought about each purchase, the better the final outcome would be.

She spent the most time in the bargain area.  Besides the fact that she was currently unemployed, she thought cheaper would be better for her idea anyway.

The bored teenage cashier wanted to ask her why she was buying all that junk, but he held his tongue.  He'd learned in the few weeks he'd been on the job that asking customers questions only led to spending extra time with them, something he had no interest in.

Lisa swiped the gift card she'd been saving until she needed it.

"Debit or credit?" the cashier yawned. 

"Gift card," Lisa responded.  She glanced towards the door while the cashier tapped the keys on the register.

She noticed the chest-length beards on the two men that had just entered together.  The beards reminded her of Halloween costumes.

The men also wore hockey team caps with the insignia of the Metropolis Crusaders.  Since the Crusaders were the Urbana Hellcats' chief rivals, it was unusual to see their symbol around Urbana unless it happened to be the day of a game between the two teams and their fans were in town.

Although their sports caps were pulled down almost to their eyes, one of the men adjusted the brim with the thin leather glove covering his left hand.  Lisa noticed the other man had gloves on as well.

She got a bad feeling in the pit of her stomach.

One of the men stopped to talk to the security guard.  The other one quickly headed up the closest aisle towards the pharmacy counter in the back of the store.

There was no doubt in Lisa's mind; the pharmacy was being robbed!  Lisa shifted her body so she could watch the thief out of the corner of her eye while she figured out what to do next.

Suddenly, the guard moved from his perch towards the door.  The bearded man followed him from an arm's length away.  The man's right arm was shoved in the pocket of his zipped up hoodie.  Lisa saw the outline of a gun poking through the material, pointed at the guard 

The guard approached the electronic keypad next to the door.

The bearded man spoke through gritted teeth.  "Just enter the code to lock the door.  No funny stuff.  No bein' a hero.  I see a cop car or hear a siren, they'll be cleaning your brains, or what's left of them, off the door, the walls, and the floor.  Got it?"

The security guard gulped and nodded.  His fingers slowly punched in his numerical password code.  He hit a couple more keys and the door locks snapped into place.

The thief took a candy bar from the display near the door.  He struggled to open it with his gloves.  He finally managed and took a bite out of it.

He pursed his lips and reluctantly swallowed.  "I hate this new flavor with coconut in it.  The wrapper is almost the same color as the original flavor.  I always grab the wrong one."

He tossed the rest of the uneaten candy bar into the trash barrel.

Lisa figured the security guard was relatively safe being near the glass entrance doors.  The thief was unlikely to make good on his threat to shoot him or anyone else in full view of the passersby on the sidewalk.  She was not so confidant about what the other thief in the back of the store might or might not do.

She casually walked away from the cash register without saying anything.

"The computer’s just going a little slow processing your card," the unobservant and clueless cashier called after her.  "It's been like this all day."

Lisa slipped quietly down the toy aisle towards the back of the store.  She heard the thief in the front order the cashier to step away from the register and the phone next to it.

When she reached the end of the aisle, she dropped to the floor and peeked around the corner of a huge cough syrup display that was as tall as the end cap shelving unit.  She discovered that she was too late!

Several customers were lying on the floor with their hands over their heads.  The thief restrained a young woman's arms behind her back with one hand.  He held a gun to her temple with the other hand!

Lisa was surprised that none of the customers had screamed when the thief first brandished the weapon.  The pharmacist, who looked to be a year or two away from retirement, opened the cash register.  His hands trembled as he pushed a wad of twenty dollar bills into a small paper bag.

"That's right, old man.  Stuff the cash in," the criminal growled.

"OK, I'm going as fast as I can."  His voice wavered with nervousness.

"The tens too," the bearded man ordered.

The pharmacist complied.  He raised one arm to wipe the sweat off his forehead with the sleeve  of his white lab coat.

The sudden, unexpected movement caused the thief to jam the gun barrel into his hostage's skin.  This time, she did scream in response.

He yanked her arms tighter.  "Now, what did I tell you about screaming?" he said in an eerily calm voice.

"Not to do it," she spit out between deep, heaving breaths.

"That's right.  I don't like screaming.  Do it again and it'll be the last sound that comes out of your pretty little mouth!"  He traced the gun, almost sensually, around the outline of her lips.  "Understand, sweetie?"

The hostage's eyes bugged out and she shook her head up and down, afraid now to make even the tiniest sound.

Lisa looked behind her at the hooks and bins in the toy aisle.  There had to be something within reach that she could use...

"Alrighty then.  Back to business."  The thief locked eyes with the pharmacist.  "Now, hand over all the New-C and we're outta here."

"We don't stock New-C here," the pharmacist said, repeating the street name for a highly addictive narcotic that sold illegally on the streets for almost ten bucks per pill, well above the already ridiculously high price charged by the drug manufacturer.

"You're lying," the thief said calmly.

"Didn't you see the sign on the door on the way in?  The stores in our chain don't stock it.  It's corporate policy."

The criminal narrowed his beady eyes.  "I saw the sign, but I still think you're lying.  I'm willing to bet her life – no, make that your life, on it."  He aimed the gun towards the pharmacist.

"I swear, we don't have any-"

"Then you're useless to me," the criminal stated carelessly.

Lisa saw the muscles tense in the back of the thief's hand.  She knew she had to make her move with whatever feeble supplies she'd grabbed from the toy bins.  Now or never!

From her position on the floor, Lisa pressed her thumb against her finger to hold a string in place.  She closed one eye.  Lisa flicked her wrist.  A wooden yo-yo cut through the air, aiming for the gunman's hand.

The gunman's finger twitched.  

Bang!

At the exact moment the gun fired, the yo-yo hit its target – the bottom of the man's hand.  The upward movement threw off his aim.

The bullet whizzed through the air towards the frightened pharmacist.

It missed the top of his head by a couple inches.  The bullet hit the illuminated neon prescription sign featuring the classic mortar and pestle on the wall behind him.  Sparks sputtered from the sign in several directions as smoke rose from it.

The thief's hostage screamed at the top of her lungs.  So did the other customers on the floor.

Lisa jumped up.  She knocked over the cough syrup display.  It bonked the criminal on the head.  Hundreds of plastic bottles rained down on him.

"What the hell is goin' on back there?" yelled the criminal holding the security guard and the cashier at gunpoint in the front of the store.

He'd made them sit on the floor back to back with their arms intertwined.  The thief kept the gun firmly pointed in their direction while he glanced towards the back of the store, trying to make sense of the racket he could hear.

The thief in the back swore as he threw the cough syrup display off him.  He stood up ready to do battle with the gun still in his grip.

Lisa karate-chopped his hand, sending the gun flying several aisles away.

He tried to backhand her across the face.  Lisa blocked the blow with her forearm.

With her other hand, she pulled on his phony beard.  She intended to swing him around by it.  The fake beard slipped off his face.  Unfortunately, the elastic strap broke.  Lisa ended up with the entire beard in her hand.  The pile of scraggly hair made it look like she just came from a sheep-shearing competition.

He lunged at her and swung his fist towards her face.

Lisa ducked and rolled out of the way.  As she stood back up, she grabbed the metal legs of one of the prescription waiting area chairs.

Lisa did a complete 360 degree spin to gain momentum before she swung it towards him.

The thief raised his hands to protect his face.

Lisa aimed towards his legs instead.  The impact knocked him off his feet.

He lay on the floor moaning.  The thief held his knee saying, "You stupid bitch, I think you broke my knee cap."

Lisa rolled him over face down.  She grabbed a beaded plastic jump rope from the toy aisle.  She yanked the thief's hands behind his back and whipped the rope around his wrists several times.  She pulled until he screamed out in pain.  Then she knotted the rope twice.

The former hostages applauded.

Lisa told the pharmacist to call the police.  She grabbed a bathroom scale from the shelf.

She handed it to the girl who had been the thief's main hostage.  "If he moves before the police get here, whack him over the head with this."

"Thank you.  You're amazing," the girl told her.

Meanwhile, the thief in the front heard the continued commotion in the back of the store.  He could tell that things weren't going well for his partner.  "Screw him!" he said, thinking aloud.  He decided to cut his losses.

The thief kept his gun trained on the security guard and the cashier as he made his way to the front door.  He pulled on the fire alarm lever.

The front door locks instantly snapped open.  That was the two thieves' plan all along.  As soon as they had the cash and the drugs, they would be able to escape from the locked pharmacy without needing the guard's help at the electronic keypad.  Triggering the fire alarm was all they needed to do to get the doors open.

"Try to follow me and I'll shoot you," the thief warned the security guard.

The fire alarm blared behind him as the thief walked outside onto the crowded sidewalk.  He instantly shed the fake beard, leaving it at the pharmacy doorstep as soon as he was out
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