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AUTHOR'S NOTE




AFTER SENDING THIS BOOK OUT to test readers, enough of them urged me to include a small warning in this book that I decided to do so. Hit Girls contains scenes of extreme violence, profanity and sexual situations, which may be offensive to some readers. If that’s not your cup of tea, don’t say I didn’t warn you.

In particular, the character of Nikki bears mentioning. Nikki is a fourteen-year-old girl with an absolutely filthy mouth and a predilection for inflicting pain and death on other people. I’m sure some readers will find this disturbing. Nikki is a disturbed girl. As for why — well, you’d have to keep reading the series to find that out.

That being said, Hit Girls is a very fun story, one packed with action, thrills, death, murder and intrigue. It’s a crime drama, but at all times I’ve been more interested in having fun with the characters than crafting the “perfect” crime story. For that reason, if you’re a stickler for such things, some of the details may be less than completely accurate. I have done research, but I’m by no means an expert on crime investigation procedures or the inner workings of the FBI. I also don’t know how real assassins do their jobs.

But I know what I like, and I like fun, witty characters who spit out whip-smart dialogue, who cuss, who fight and who are badass. If that’s your cup of tea, I invite you to turn the page.
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“WHAT’S WRONG, SWEETIE?”

SHEILA DARLING reached out and tucked a lock of Nikki’s hair behind her ear. Nikki turned her face away. Her mom was such a mom. Ugh. Didn’t she know when Nikki wanted to be left alone?

“Nothing, mom,” Nikki said, sniffing heavily and trying not to let her tears be heard in the cracking of her voice. “I’m fine. Go away.”

“Nikita Darling, you’re not fooling anyone,” her mother softly chided. “Come on. Is it something at school?”

“Mom, stop it,” Nikki insisted, rolling away on her bed and standing up on the other side. “I’ll be fine. It’s just a stupid thing.”

Her mom looked at her knowingly and crossed her arms.

“A boy thing?”

“Stop it!” Nikki almost screamed, whirling and striding into her own bathroom. It was the only room that was all hers and had a lock on the door. She threw it and sat down on the counter, folding her arms and glaring at the door.

Her mom was right — of course. She was always right. Chad was the hottest guy at school. He’d be going to high school next year. And Nikki had been in his classes for two years, and staring at him all the time. She’d done everything but throw herself at his feet and profess her undying love. Something she’d very nearly considered once or twice, since Chad continued to completely ignore her.

The handle of the bathroom door jiggled a little. “Come on, Nikki,” came her mom’s voice. “I’ll stop asking you about it. Just come out.”

Nikki rolled her eyes and pushed herself off the counter, opening the door. She stepped outside and looked at her mother with narrowed eyes.

“Promise?”

“Cross my heart and hope to die,” her mom said. “Now come downstairs. There were girl scouts selling cookies when I went to the store, and I got your favorite.”

“Thin mints?” Nikki squealed. “Oh my God, that sounds so good right now!”

“Careful you don’t eat too many,” her mom laughed, brushing her hair back again. Nikki moved her head away. She hated that. “Pretty soon your body’s not going to deal with sugar as well as it does now. You don’t want to get fat.”

“You think I’m fat?” Nikki cried in horror, turning to look at herself in her bathroom mirror.

“Not yet, you’re not,” said her mom with a smile. “But let’s munch some cookies together and you can work on it.”

“Never mind,” Nikki said, rubbing her arms as though taken with a chill. “I’m not that hungry.”

“Nikki, come on,” her mother said, grabbing Nikki and guiding her to the bedroom door. “I was only teasing.”

“If I break out, it’s your fault,” Nikki muttered. But she let herself be guided down to the kitchen, where her mom broke a green box of cookies out of the freezer.

Nikki had just dunked her fourth cookie in milk when the kitchen door swung open with a squeak, and her father came in. His face was serious, but it lightened as he saw her.

“Hey, Nik,” he said, coming over to give her a quick side hug and a kiss on the head. Nikki pretended not to care, but she leaned in to catch a whiff of her dad’s unique smell: a warm, pleasant combination of leather, sweat, cigar smoke and something else, an unidentifiable scent that was uniquely his. Nikki had always thought that that was what love had to smell like.

“Did you have a good day at school?” he asked her as he went over to give her mom a peck on the cheek. Ugh. Gross.

“Of course,” said Nikki, averting her eyes as her mom gave him a kiss back.

“Great,” he said, seeming distracted. “Mind going upstairs? Your mom and I have to talk about something.”

Nikki glanced up at him, puzzled. “Everything okay?”

He smiled, but it looked forced. Nikki felt a little hollow begin to form in the pit of her stomach.

“Of course,” he said. “Everything’s fine. But you remember that vacation we were going to take to New Zealand?”

“Yeah,” Nikki said uncertainly.

“We might take it sooner than expected. Real soon, in fact. As soon as Jessie gets back into town next week.”

Nikki’s eyes shot wide in horror. “But dad,” she complained. “Homecoming dance is next week. Somebody might ask me to go!”

Her dad laughed. Normally she loved the sound of it: a deep belly laugh that boomed through the kitchen. Now, however, it grated on her nerves.

“Sweetie, trust me, you’re in your first year in junior high. You have a ton of dances to look forward to. And you’re going to love New Zealand. Trust me.”

Nikki was about to argue more, but then she saw her mother’s face. Her eyes were filled with worry as she stared at Joe, seemingly oblivious to Nikki’s complaining. There was something off about it. Her parents were hardly ever worried, and never this worried. She looked almost…scared.

It made Nikki shut her trap and stand up from her place at the counter. “Fine,” she said. “But I’m taking the thin mints.”

“Knock yourself out,” her dad said with a final, tight smile. “We’ll talk more about it later, okay? After mom and I have made plans.”

“Okay,” Nikki nodded, leaving the kitchen. She clumped heavily down the wood floors away from the kitchen, then stopped. She turned back and tiptoed silently to the edge of the kitchen doorway. She held her head as close to the opening as she dared.

“What is it, Joe?” her mom asked. “What happened?”

“Things are getting bad, babe,” her dad said. Nikki had never heard such concern in his voice before. “Steve and the Alfarsis are at each other’s throats. The Roths, too
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