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My fingers are bloodied and bruised as they crash into the man’s skull.

A rapist. A trafficker.

“Enough, Mena. You’ve already killed him,” Snake says.

My chest heaves. Sweat slicks my arms as I take in the damage—blood on my clothes, the concrete, my hands. The man’s face is unrecognisable. I stagger back, soaked and sticky.

Snake doesn’t react. Bald. Tattooed. Calm. He dumps a bucket of cold water over me, shocking the heat from my skin.

“Good job,” he says. “Get rid of the body. I’ll send your pay.”

He leaves the warehouse.

My hands are swelling already—angry reds and purples beneath torn skin. I hiss, then force myself to finish the job.

Cleanup is routine. Mechanical.

Once the body is buried deep in the cemetery, I pack my gear, shove it into the car, and drive home. In the shower, red water spirals into the drain. I scrub until my skin stings.

I dress, tend to my bruises, and head to work. Every muscle protests. I ignore it.

The apartment is small but paid for—my dad bought it years ago, back when my family still spoke to me. Back when law school was the plan.

That didn’t last.

At Slim’s, I pour drinks.

Federico corners me behind the bar.

“Menace. Show the new girl around.”

I scowl. “Why me?”

“You know the place.”

The new girl stands there—white, brunette, shorts and a tank top.

“Hey,” I say. “I’m Mena. Or Menace.”

“Georgia.”

I give her the tour. Mahogany bar. Kitchen. Shortcuts. She picks it up fast.

Then she’s on her own.

I watch her work.

Cute.

My phone buzzes.

Money transferred.

I send Snake a thumbs-up emoji and slide the phone away.

My shift ends around ten. February cold bites through my clothes as I step outside. Snow stings my skin. I forgot my coat.

I start the car.

Thump.

I slam the brakes and check the mirror.

“Shit—are you okay?”

Georgia steps up, breathless. “Yeah. Sorry. I was waiting for my ride.”

“I can drive you.”

She hesitates, then gets in.

“Thanks.”

“So,” she says after a moment, “why do they call you Menace?”

I smirk. “I give people hell. Skip shifts. Show up drunk.”

She laughs. “Fair.”

“What about you?” I ask.

“Moved from South Carolina. My boyfriend got me the job. I studied art history.”

“And him?”

“Accounting. He wants us to work out.”

“And you?”

She pauses. “Yeah.”

I drop her off and wait until she’s inside before pulling away.

At home, the kitchen light is on.

A dead dove lies on the counter. A note tied to its leg.

I know what you did. You killed my father.

I don’t flinch—but cold crawls up my spine.

I take a photo, toss the bird, and change the locks the next morning.

When I see Snake before work, I tell him.

Someone’s coming for me.
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“Nothing to worry about,” Snake says. “Probably a relative. They’re aiming at you—but you’re covered.”

“I don’t need babysitting.”

He smiles. “Didn’t say you did. I’ll still send backup.”

That ends it.

I head to the gym. Skip the bag. Run instead—fast, steady, until there’s nothing left to think about.

At work, Georgia talks about her true-crime obsession while I pour drinks. She’s animated, earnest. I keep up, mention cases I’ve seen.

It’s easy. Almost normal.

Near closing, she drifts over, nervous but hopeful.

“I’m having a housewarming party on Friday,” she says. “I really like you, Menace. You should come.”

“Yeah,” I say. “Sure.”

Her face lights up. “Wear something formal.”

She leaves ten minutes before I do. Her address is already in my phone.

Snake texts later that night.

Snake: New job. Travis Beaker. Executive’s kid. Rapist. Saturday.

I don’t ask questions. I never do.

Snake sends names. I deliver results. That’s the arrangement.

By Friday, I realise Travis Beaker is Georgia’s boyfriend.

The party is wall-to-wall money. Designer dresses. Polished laughter. I wear a dress I rarely touch. It fits the role.

Georgia beams when she sees me.

“You came! Come meet Travis.”

Tall. Clean-cut. Careless.

“Nice to meet you,” he says.

“Likewise.”

We exchange the usual small talk. I drift toward the kitchen.

Georgia pulls me back to meet her friends—three women wrapped in fame and diamonds. They greet me politely, then slide back into gossip like I’ve disappeared.

I excuse myself and duck into the bathroom.

I look up Georgia Mass.

The results keep scrolling—followers, wealth, a father whose name carries weight. Bartending suddenly feels like a choice, not a necessity.

I wash my hands and return to the party.

Dinner stretches long. Laughter. Champagne. Travis sits across from me, relaxed.

I know how his night ends.

After dessert, guests thin out. Georgia thanks me again. I go home, change, and wait.

At one a.m., I drive to the club.

Travis is already inside. Drunk. Sloppy. He disappears into a private room with a dancer. She catches my eye and nods.

An hour later, she slips out.

“He’s out.”

I enter.

One shot.

I leave.

Me: Done.

Snake: Good.
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Life goes on—if you ignore the death threats filling my inbox.

Travis is found dead at a downtown sex club. It makes the news. By the time my shift starts, Georgia is already at the bar, breaking apart in my arms.

“I don’t understand what kind of monster would do something like this,” she sobs into my shoulder.

“Yeah,” I murmur, rubbing her back. “I’m sorry.”

She pulls away, mascara streaked. “No—I mean, why would he cheat on me?” Her voice tightens. “Maybe he deserved to die.”

I still.

That wasn’t what I expected.

“He gave me chlamydia,” she says bitterly. “Apparently he was sleeping with everyone.”

Patrons glance over. When she finally steps back, my shirt is soaked.

“Sorry,” she mutters.

“It’s fine.”

“Can you come over tonight?” she asks quietly. “I can’t be alone.”

I want to say no.

Instead, I nod. “Sure.”

Her penthouse is already full when we arrive. Her friends hover with wine and snacks, something glossy playing on the TV. Georgia cries through most of it.

“The funeral’s next weekend,” she says at one point. “You’ll come?”

We murmur agreement.

I don’t regret killing Travis. I never have. But watching her fold into herself pulls at something hollow in me.

The money from Snake sits untouched in my account.

Conversation drifts. Someone asks what I do. I shrug it off. Someone jokes about fame, about money, about how none of it feels real.

Georgia says quietly, “I just want to be normal.”

“I get that,” I say—and I mean it.

When the night finally winds down, I leave alone.

I don’t make it home.

A van cuts me off. Doors fly open. Hands grab me. Glass shatters. I fight, uselessly.

Something sharp fills my lungs.

Darkness.

I wake up chained to a concrete floor. One bare bulb flickers overhead.

“Mena Vidal,” a voice says.

“Who are you?” I rasp.

A man steps forward. Gold grills flash when he smiles.

“You didn’t think you and Snake could keep killing wealthy men without consequences,” he says. “You upset the wrong people.”

More men enter.

“What do you want?” I shout.

“Snake.”

I spit blood. “Your friends were rapists.”

Pain detonates across my face.

“All we need is his location,” he says calmly, gripping my jaw. “Help us, and you walk out.”

I break.

“Yes,” I choke. “Okay.”

“Good girl. Call him.”

I do.

An hour later, Snake arrives.

They shove me out a back door. I run. A gunshot splits the night.

I don’t look back.

Snow tears through my shattered windows as I drive.

Snake is dead.

So is my job.

Back at my apartment, security sleeps through it all. I press frozen vegetables to my face and stare at the TV until my eyes burn.

I fall asleep on the couch, wondering when everything slipped out of my hands—and who I am without it.
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I take the week off.

The threats stop. With Snake dead, I assume whatever danger followed him moved on. I don’t test the theory. I recover quietly—bruises fading, jaw still sore but usable by Saturday.

Georgia’s chauffeur picks me up that morning.

Her friends are already in the limo. Black dresses. Sunglasses. Champagne no one mentions. We ride in silence toward her family estate.

The place is enormous. Manicured lawns, marble steps, security everywhere. It doesn’t try to impress. It assumes you’re already convinced.

Inside, mourners drift through the grounds in tailored black. Grief, styled. I sit beside Georgia as she trembles quietly, eyes fixed ahead.

Around us, conversation murmurs.

Private investigation.

Discretion.

Legacy.

Someone says Travis had appetites. Another calls it tragic. Someone else mentions instability, quickly reassured.

Near the bar, a stock dip—brief. Handled.

Further down, concern for Georgia, already edged with impatience. She’s young. She’ll recover. She’ll remarry.

In the back, a few men shake their heads. Awful business. Embarrassing location. If you’re going to indulge, be discreet.

No one says his name with affection.

No one mentions violence.

No one talks about the kind of man he was.

They talk about optics. About timing. About how quickly things should return to normal.

I sit still, hands folded, listening.

I’ve heard this language before.

Money doesn’t grieve.

It reorganizes.

Georgia cries softly beside me, surrounded by people already done with her tragedy. Watching them, something settles uncomfortably in my chest.

This world hasn’t changed.

I’ve just stepped back into it.
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