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Part 1

 


Riley had taken the Harley. She left Razor
the Dart.

The Dart was cramped. Razor was foolish to
think she could get used to vehicles which were not bikes. Keeping
her zebra mane straight in a stiff Mohawk was all the more
difficult with a low ceiling. Her left arm, thick and laddered with
black and white stripes, always pressed against the driver side
door.

She'd taken to driving with the window open,
but outside was New Mexico, coming up on summer. Even the Dart's
A/C on full blast could barely keep up with the heat. She was used
to the desert at this point, but the sheer amount of water she
chugged made her woozy. Still, she was situated better than her old
home in Chihuahua.

Razor wondered, as she drove back to the
trailer park from the grocery, if she made the right choice.

"¡Hola!" A kid out in the yard of the
passing trailers shouted as he saw Razor's clearly distinct form
even behind the glare of the sun. The kid banged a broomstick
between a pair of metal trash cans.

"¡Hola Javier!" Razor shouted back,
smiling brightly at the human child and slowing the car to a stop.
"What can I do for you? Did your family like the tamales? Please,
tell your mother she does not have to repay me, I insist!"

"Si." Javier said, unenthused. "Miss
Maria, where is Riley? She promised me candy."

Razor suppressed a sigh. "Lo siento .
. . Riley has not returned but she will soon, I promise."

"Do you have candy for me?" The child held
out his hand.

"Oh I am sorry, not today. But I will be by
here again on Wednesday. What candy would you like? Anything you
want."

"Cherry please."

Razor bit her lip, pausing for a moment
longer than she should have. "Alright! Jolly Ranchers, taffy, I'll
get it for you!"

"Tell your kitty to hurry up and come home,
miss Maria!"

"I will!"

Razor smiled and waved to Javier as she drove
away. Once she was out of sight, she huffed, snorted, and twisted
her hands on the wheel. Why the hell did Riley have to take the
Harley? Razor had given her everything she needed to be
respectable—she'd even taken to it! Riley was kind and generous,
underneath her greasy coating of teenage repugnance. What went
wrong?

Razor hovered somewhere between screaming and
breaking things with her hands and curling up in a puddle of her
own tears. Why did she feel that leaving the gang had been a
mistake?

As she approached her driveway, she spotted a
Laverda parked in its exact center. She blinked, at first hazy on
the meaning of someone parking in front of her trailer. When she
caught the license plate, though she recalled nothing about the
specific numbers, it carved a vague memory. Marrow's bike. The gang
was back for her.

Razor narrowed her eyes and sighed.

She took the silver cross hanging on her
neck, brushed it with her thumb and kissed it. Parking the Dart too
close to someone else's bedroom window, she turned it off, cutting
out Christopher Cross's voice mid-syllable.

And she sat there, arms folded, chewing on
her own tongue. Maybe it wasn't so bad, maybe Marrow would tell her
they picked up Riley somewhere and were returning her home—but
Razor doubted it somehow. She climbed out of the car and retrieved
the groceries from the trunk.

She burst in the front door. "¡Buenos
días!" She exclaimed, smiling ear to ear (a difficult feat for
an equine, whose lips and teeth tightened around the front of their
snouts.)

Marrow the Doberman, clad neck to sole in her
black leather biking gear, leaned against the dining room table.
She brightened, taking some of the groceries off Razor's hands, and
they embraced on another. Razor kissed Marrow on the right cheek.
Marrow kissed back, despite being a red-blooded American.

If Razor were a battleship, Marrow was an
aircraft carrier. Marrow stood only inches below Razor, but made up
for it in sheer thickness. Her arms, legs and midsection were as
thick and wide as howitzer barrels. Her jacket barely contained her
chest, custom-made or not. Things broke when they hit her.

"Marrow, I have not seen you for such a long
time! Please, are you hungry? Thirsty? What can I get you, do you
need some lunch?"

"Hey Razor," Marrow said, her voice less than
half Razor's volume. She grinned askance. She wagged her tail,
though it was barely longer than a bob.

"I insist, call me Maria," Razor said,
despite being unable to call herself that in her head. "You look
like you need something home-cooked, why don't you ever call?"

"Because you said not to call," Marrow
said.

Razor snorted. "I said for Charli not
to call. I am still angry with her blasphemous mouth, but you've
always been such a sweet puppy—" she emphasized this with another
kiss on the cheek "—that I could simply not turn you down for
anything." She paused, and blinked. "How did you get in here,
anyway? I was sure I had locked the door."

"You did?" Marrow glanced at her hands.
"Huh."

"It's no matter! I was thinking of making
caldo de pollo for lunch, I know you like it."

"You've never made a single dish I disliked,"
Marrow said, chuckling. "But I can't—"

"Do you need some water? I also have
tequila—"

"Actually I'm due in Santa Fe by this
afternoon, so no alcohol."

"Oh you poor thing," Razor broke away, taking
one of the grocery bags so she could unload it on the counter by
the sink. "What is it the chief of sinners has you roped into this
time, hmm?"

"We had an offer in Las Cruces, which we're
kinda-sorta in the middle of right now," Marrow said. "Charli said
I needed to come see you."

For a moment, Razor's demeanor faltered. Of
course this was the case. Marrow was a good dog to everyone, Charli
included.

Razor turned and folded her arms. "And why is
that?"

Marrow's lips screwed uneasy.

"Marrow, I'm not going to scold you. I'm sure
you're here for a good reason," she said, without believing it.

"Well you see," Marrow said, trying to speak
up, though she looked away when she did, "it was last night when
she got the offer. Now I'm not saying, ma'am, that it was a good
idea we should do this, but you know, our mattress is getting thin
and all—"

"I keep telling you you'd be doing so much
better in a decent job—" Razor began to chide, then bit her lip.
"Go on mija, I'm listening."

Marrow flushed a little. "Well . . . we got
out there, and it's basically a shed near an airport?" She turned
the end of her sentence upward like a question, and shaped her
hands like a box. "I think it was an old parts warehouse. It was
dark inside, but it's not hard to see that blinky machine hooked up
to Raul Jaxon."

Razor raised an eyebrow, but she also
scoffed. Raul Jaxon was a nobody among drug lords, too old to
sustain his once-great empire and too greedy to surrender it to
someone competent. Even as long as Razor and the rest of the gang
knew him, he'd been liver-spotted with stringy white hair. His
waning fortune was the only thing staying a knife in the back from
his wheelchair attendant.

"And what did that ex-has-been want?" Razor
said, a small smile crossing her lips as she traveled back in her
mind. "I thought his casino burning to the ground convinced him we
were too much trouble."

Marrow smiled minutely, then shifted her gaze
to her boots. The table creaked as she leaned back. "He gave us a
box—it looks sort of like a picnic cooler—and told us it had to be
delivered unopened to an address in Santa Fe within seven
hours."

"Seven!" Razor turned at the hip and shot a
look at Marrow. "And how much did he offer, before Charli reminded
him we aren't his drug mules?" She glanced into her second bag and
pulled out two bags of dry pinto beans. "With a boot to his
ribcage, I hope." Again she bit her lip, but it was only because it
bothered her of the way she thought of Charli—she was still angry,
sure, but Jaxon was reserved a special place at Satan's footstool.
Charli was Mother Theresa in comparison.

"Um, that's part of why I'm here," Marrow
said.

"What, you need bail?" Razor rolled her
eyes.

"No, I mean . . . you've noticed, right?"

Razor's ears stood on end, the one nearest
Marrow turning her direction. One of the bags wrinkled in her
grip.

"That Riley's gone?" Marrow continued. "I saw
you pull up in a car, so I assume she took the Harley."

" . . . and two bottles Jack Daniels," Razor
said. She heaved a sigh and leaned over the sink, running her hand
through her mane. "Left without saying a word, but she'd threatened
before to blow our cash in Vegas. She wants to be a cabrón,
fine, but I said she'd catch VD one of these days and then
she'd—"

"Jaxon took her."

Razor lowered her head. She stiffened and her
arms trembled. Over a long moment, the sink's acoustics focused the
sound of her tears to fill the whole kitchen.
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Marrow perked her limp ears and stepped
forward, putting an arm around Razor. Razor sprang up and threw her
arms around Marrow, a move that on any lesser being would have
preceded litigation. Marrow held her and let Razor sob on her
shoulder.

"It's all my fault!" Razor bawled. "I should
have been firmer! I should have been fairer! I should have let her
go to that damn party!"

"Hush, Razor," Marrow said in the same calm
tone as always. "We were all like that when we were seventeen.
It'll pass."

"But she's . . . but she's . . ." Razor
sobbed.

"She's somewhere in Santa Fe, we're pretty
sure. She talked to Charli on the phone; didn't sound like she'd
been tortured or anything, Jaxon's just . . . holding her? I think?
I mean, I wouldn't put it past Jaxon to do awful things, but he
didn't seem like he wanted to get on our bad side. Or, well, you
know what I mean."

Razor gripped Marrow's shoulders and
separated from her. "He already got on my bad side by laying
his gnarled hands on my gatito. I am going to wrangle his
neck the moment Riley is safe. Then I'm going to wrangle her
neck."

Marrow brushed Razor's hands away. "Please,
Raze . . . Charli'll figure something out. We think—I thought maybe
this was a trap, so Charli said we should split up. She's driving
the 54 and Lola's on the 25."

Razor swept her finger through the back of
her mane, though she had long since made up her mind. Marrow held
up something that caught her attention. Two cherry lollipops. Razor
eyed her, then the candy. She took one. They yanked off the
wrappers simultaneously and popped the candy in their mouths.

"Alright," Razor said, "alright."

Marrow glanced out the kitchen window at the
Dart parked off the driveway. "You following me, or . . . "

"In that POS? Hell no. Your bike fits both
our rumps, don't it?"


Part 2

 


Charli cracked open the Pepsi and swigged it.
Her raucous, ruddy mane of hair swept back with her head stiffly
because the dry New Mexico air wouldn't let it hold otherwise. She
opened her jacket to let the A/C in. Her spotted hyena coat
reflected in the face of the coke machine. Hardened abs sculpted
hills in her belly fur, framed under her black crop top printed
with an animal skull and crossbones. The ankle cuffs of her dusty
leather pants showed the same crackled texture as the desert
floor.

She peered out the window. Her Triumph sat in
front of the gas pump covered by the near-noon shadow. The cooler,
still strapped to the outside of the bumper, would not fit in the
saddle bags, and so she carried it openly.

She assumed, as proffered by Marrow back in
Las Cruces, that the old lunatic wanted revenge—force them to carry
snow, then frame them. Charli assented, but during the time on the
road, she picked at the curled edges of the plot—what if they made
it to Santa Fe without getting stopped? If the drop-off itself was
a setup, what was to prevent her from surrendering the package to
the police? Enlisting the help of the police solved the situation
and was preferable to playing Jaxon's ridiculous game, especially
if he did not intend to release Riley. Besides, how would he have
known that Riley "just happened" to be cruising the highway alone
one morning?
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