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  Can Beams save his best friend from a cannibalistic supervillain before he ends up as his next birthday snack?
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A normal school field trip to the local history museum turns into a high-stakes rescue mission when Beams' classmate and best friend is kidnapped by the infamous Birthday Candles, a supervillain wanted across the country for his cannibalistic crimes. Can Beams rescue his best friend before he becomes Birthday Candles' next snack?
Subscribe to my weekly newsletter and get a FREE copy of Happy Birthday: A Minimum Wage Sidekick Novella, in both ebook AND audiobook formats, sent directly to your inbox to find out! Additionally, you will get a free copy of The Official Lucas Flint Series Reading Order & Guide just for signing up!
In addition to Happy Birthday and my series reading order guide, newsletter subscribers also get:
	New release announcements before anyone else

	Previews and sample chapters of upcoming books

	Exclusive deals

	Weekly updates every Saturday on upcoming books, projects, etc.

	And more!



So what are you waiting for? Subscribe to my newsletter today HERE!






  
  CHAPTER ONE


A  cold January breeze blew through the streets of Golden City, causing Robert Jones—better known to his friends as Bobby ‘The Fist’ Jones—to shudder. He pulled his coat more tightly around his body and readjusted his blue scarf. His scarf had been a gift from his last girlfriend, which he still kept even though it had been years since they broke up. He didn’t care. It was a comfy, warm scarf and his neck tended to get cold.
‘Course, I wouldn’t even be getting cold if I didn’t have to stand guard tonight, Bobby thought with a frown on his face. But someone has to stand guard and it just happened to be me.
Bobby glanced over his shoulder at the door to the warehouse behind him. Locked behind the rickety wooden door were his fellow Three Fingers Gang members, including their leader and founder, Johnny ‘Three Fingers’ Diamond. Tonight was supposed to be some kind of important business meeting for the gang. Three Fingers was going to outline to the others their operations for the next six months to a year. It was weird how Three Fingers, who, as far as Bobby knew, had never even graduated high school, nonetheless ran the Three Fingers Gang like it was a small business, complete with ‘business’ meetings outlining their objectives over the next half a year to a year.
Not that it matters, Bobby thought, shaking his head and turning his gaze back to the dark, empty streets in front of him. Between Rubberman and the police, I’m pretty sure that we’re all going to end up in jail one way or another over the next year or so.
Bobby, of course, would never actually say that aloud. Bobby might be a high school dropout and near-illiterate himself, but he knew that Three Fingers would never tolerate that sort of talk from him. Despite his lack of education, Bobby had enough street smarts to be able to tell the difference between what his boss thought would happen and what was more likely to actually happen.
Since the Hero War a year ago, Rubberman and his sidekick, Beams, had been working with the police to crush crime in Golden City. In the last six months especially, Rubberman and Beams had arrested more criminals—including quite a few of his fellow Three Fingers gangsters—and busted more crime operations than Rubberman himself alone had in the previous five years alone. Bobby had only come face-to-face with Rubberman and Beams a handful of times, but each time had just barely managed to get away.
Still, the writing was on the wall. Three Fingers would never admit it, but Bobby knew that gang recruitment had steeply fallen over the last five years especially. He should know, seeing as he had been one of the primary recruiters for the Three Fingers Gang and could claim that about ten percent of the current membership was due to his efforts. Even so, it had become harder and harder to get even desperate, petty criminals to join. It seemed like everyone was afraid of Rubberman and Beams and, to a lesser extent, the police.
Bet the Golden City government is getting their money worth with those two, Bobby thought in a disgruntled way. Probably save them more tax money than the police.
That was what really bothered Bobby. It wasn’t the cold of the January night, but rather the fact that the days of the Three Fingers Gang were nearly over. He would not be surprised if the gang was disbanded in a year, maybe a year and a half if they were lucky. A part of him wanted to tell Three Fingers himself that, but again, his boss was kind of like a mini dictator, so Bobby was usually smart enough to keep his opinions to himself. In fact, Bobby was already thinking of leaving Golden City for greener pastures before he could end up rotting in a cell with five other guys for the next twenty or thirty years.
His thoughts were interrupted by the clinking of metal against asphalt. Looking up, Bobby couldn’t see much beyond the light over the door behind him and the dim street lamp nearby didn’t help much. Yet he was sure he had heard something. It might have just been a cat, though. Golden City had a lot of stray cats.
Clink.
There it was again. Bobby’s hand instinctively reached for the pistol at his side, but he didn’t draw it yet. Instead, he said, “Is anyone there?”
No response at first.
Clink.
Bobby gulped. He didn’t like it. Maybe it was just a crazy homeless person wandering the streets. That wasn’t exactly uncommon in Golden City, either. Still, Bobby had always had good instincts for this kind of thing. He sensed that there was something beyond his immediate vision, something that might be a problem for him and the gang. A part of him feared it might very well be Rubberman and Beams, yet that couldn’t be true. Bobby had ensured that no one outside of the gang knew about tonight’s meeting. That is, unless someone had snitched on them, which, given the gang’s current luck, wouldn’t surprise Bobby if it was true.
Drawing his gun, Bobby said, “I know you’re there. Show yourself or I’ll feed you lead.”
Clink.
Finally, a person emerged into the light under the nearby street lamp. The person was unlike anyone Bobby had ever seen. While he was definitely not Rubberman or Beams—Thank God—he was also not a police officer, nor a crazy homeless person or a cat, unless crazy homeless people and cats were starting to wear weird-looking power armor, that is.
The figure standing beneath the lamp was taller than Bobby by about a head or so. He was clad from head to foot in green and black power armor that looked more like something out of a science-fiction movie than real life. A large ‘0’ was cut into his chest, which seemed oddly familiar to Bobby, but right now he was too focused on determining how dangerous this whacko was rather than figuring out where he might have seen that number before. The figure didn’t appear to have any weapons—no guns, knives, nothing. Yet something told Bobby that the man’s armor was a weapon in itself.
“Who are you?” said Bobby. “You aren’t Rubberman or Beams. Are you a new superhero in town trying to establish your street cred or something?”
The figure shook his head. “Nay, rodent. I am not a superhero. In fact, I am as against superheroes as you and your fellow gangsters are.”
Bobby didn’t relax. “Uh-huh. So what exactly are you, then? ‘Cause you don’t look like any of the criminals in Golden City I know.”
The figure raised his hand. “That is because I am not from around here, rodent. I am an emissary sent from a much more powerful man, a man whose reach and criminal empire makes your tiny gang look like a bunch of rowdy children stealing candy from babies.”
Bobby raised an eyebrow. “You sure talk eloquently, mister, but if you’re here to talk to Three Fingers, get out of here. He’s in an important business meeting right now and doesn’t have time for fancy talkers like you. You want to deal with Three Fingers, you gotta schedule a meeting with him first.”
The figure shook his head again. “I am sorry, but I don’t negotiate with inferiors. When dealing with unimaginative street vermin like yourself, you are supposed to alter your schedule to accommodate me.”
Bobby snorted. “Oh, yeah? What makes you think you’re so much better than us, Tin Man? Just ‘cause you’re wearing shiny, fancy-looking armor? Boss don’t care how you look. Gotta have a better reason than that to let you meet boss.”
The figure’s glowing green eyes fixed on Bobby. “I see you don’t understand. Tell me, which two individuals in Golden City are the biggest threat to your gang’s operations?”
Bobby frowned. He didn’t know where this conversation was going and he was tempted to call for help, but decided he would see what Mr. Fancy Pants was trying to get at first. “Rubberman and Beams, obviously.”
“I agree,” said the figure. “According to our research, they’ve been picking off your gang members one by one over the last year or so. The Three Fingers Gang isn’t even half as strong as it once was and is on the precipice of total destruction. Is that correct?”
Bobby’s frown deepened. He didn’t know what words like ‘precipice’ meant, but he did understand ‘total destruction,’ so he nodded. “Yeah. Sounds like someone did their homework.”
“Please,” said the figure with a dismissive wave of an armored hand. “All I’ve done is what any student of crime would do before moving into a new area they are unfamiliar with. But more importantly, what our research has shown is that you can’t compete and that this area is ripe for takeover.”
Bobby’s hand rested on the handle of his pistol, though it was concealed under his coat and he was sure Mr. Fancy Pants couldn’t see it. “Compete? With who?”
The figure sighed. “Tell me, Robert ‘Bobby’ Jones, you understand evolution, correct? Survival of the fittest, the strong replacing the weak, the mammals replacing the dinosaurs, and so on?”
Bobby scrounged his eyebrows. “I ‘member my science teacher saying something like that in high school, but I’m not in the mood for a science lesson from some random idiot high on his own supply like you.”
The figure didn’t seem fazed by Bobby’s insults. “Crime is much the same way. All over America, ordinary criminals like you are a dying breed. In the past, organized crime and petty gangsters like yourself could survive. Even when the Superhero Regulation Act was first enacted, your kind could survive and even thrive, especially in the smaller cities where superheroes had either a limited presence or no presence at all. But what you backwoods rednecks don’t understand is that times are changing.”
“So what if they are?” said Bobby. “We can handle them.”
“No, you clearly can’t,” said the figure with another dismissive wave. “Look at how your gang has fared against Rubberman and Beams. You can handle police, but superheroes and their sidekicks are in another league. Especially the enhanced ones with powers. Ordinary criminals like yourself and your fellow rodents are no match for the power that the average superhero wields, even in an irrelevant backwoods town like Golden City.”
Bobby’s temper flashed, but he didn’t draw his gun. He planned to shoot this moron, but he needed to keep this guy talking so he wouldn’t try to run away or escape. “So what’s your point? You saying we all should just go to the police and turn ourselves in?”
“That would be the wise thing to do, yes,” said the figure, “but my broader point—which your high school dropout brain clearly can’t anticipate—is that natural selection applies to crime just as much as it applies to nature. When the Ice Age happened, dinosaurs died off due to not being able to adapt. The furry mammals, however, were perfectly equipped to handle the new Ice Age and thrived. You and your kind are like the dinosaurs in this analogy, while the superheroes and their sidekicks are the Ice Age. Or perhaps meteorite would be a better comparison, given how your kind’s ranks have been absolutely devastated by their actions in such a short time.”
“Now you sound like my high school English teacher with your ‘analogies’ and crap,” said Bobby. “Boring.”
The figure sighed. “Now I remember why I dislike talking to people like you. Regardless, the point is that criminals must also adapt to changing environments in order to survive. Whereas old-fashioned gangs like yours are on the way out, a new form of organized crime—represented by me and mine—has risen to meet the modern environment. We are the next step in criminal evolution. We are the future. And you are the past.”
Bobby’s eyes narrowed. “Is that what you want to do, then? Just tell the boss that we’re outdated and that you guys are gonna take over?”
“Partly,” said the figure. “But I didn’t come just to tell you that. Oh, no. I came to do something else.”
Bobby snorted. “Well, guess what, Tin Man. Golden City is our turf. If you and your gang want to take over, you’re gonna have to fight all of us. Of course, the boss is pretty reasonable. Maybe we can work out a deal.”
The figure laughed, a slightly metallic sound. “Sorry, but superiors do not negotiate with their inferiors. Do you know what superiors do to their inferiors?”
“Beat them?” said Bobby.
The figure looked Bobby directly in the eyes. “Slaughter them like sheep.”
Bobby had just enough time to draw his gun, but it was the very last action he did before his head went flying off his shoulders, courtesy of the armored figure, who had somehow crossed the gap between them in less than a second. Claws that had popped out of the figure’s gauntlets now gleamed under the night light with Bobby’s blood as Bobby’s corpse collapsed to the floor. Bobby didn’t even get a chance to scream, and based on the fact that Slasher could still hear the Three Fingers Gang talking on the other side of the door, he knew none of them even suspected their poor pal Bobby had just been killed.
Lowering his bloody claw to his side, Slasher sighed. He enjoyed killing backward criminals like Bobby. They were, after all, only standing in the way of progress and evolution. Even so, he had hoped not to dirty his claws until he needed to.
Oh, well, Slasher thought, a smile crossing his lips behind his helmet as he reached for the doorknob. At least none of his fellow gangsters know I am here. Even if they did, however, it would do them no good, because no one can escape the eye of the Order of the Zero Knights once it has fallen on them.






  
  CHAPTER TWO


When I got the text from my boss, Rubberman, that simply said ‘MEET ME AT THIS ADDRESS WHEN YOU GET OFF SCHOOL,’ I knew it had to be something serious. Normally, when I got off from school, I would head directly to the Elastic Cave to get suited up and start my work as Beams, Rubberman’s sidekick. It was so routine for me over the last year or so that I did it pretty much automatically and without much thought now. 
Being told by Rubberman that I needed to meet him somewhere else, though? That wasn’t good news. It meant something big had happened recently and Rubberman needed me to be on the scene so I could help him deal with it.
I didn’t know exactly what it was, though, until I pulled up to a seemingly-abandoned warehouse located on the western edge of Golden City, as close to the city limits as you could get without leaving the city entirely. I pulled up on my Beams Cycle, a tricked out motorcycle designed specifically for my use, and already felt that familiar feeling of dread rising in my spine when I saw all of the police cars and tape surrounding the building. Despite being a sidekick for a year and seeing all kinds of horrible things in that time, I still wasn’t entirely used to the implications behind the presence of so many police.
Dismounting the Beams Cycle, I saw my boss, Rubberman, emerge from within the warehouse with a middle-aged police officer with a bushy mustache who I recognized as Chief Williams, the current head of the Golden City Police Department and a good friend and ally to us. Rubberman was instantly noticeable thanks to his blue and white costume making him stand out among the darker blues and blacks of the police officers. It helped that he was a good deal taller than most of the cops, too, though I suspected that Rubberman was using his stretching powers to make himself a little taller than he usually was. Rubberman insisted he never used his powers to manipulate his height on purpose, but I’d seen him do that so many times by now that I knew he had to be doing it on purpose to make himself look cooler or more intimidating or whatever.
Readying myself for whatever had happened, I walked up to the police tape, flashing my sidekick license at a gruff-looking SWAT officer who moved forward to verify my ID. I ducked underneath the tape and waved at Rubberman and Chief Williams, weaving around the police cars to get to them.
“Hey, boss!” I said, waving at Rubberman as I approached. “I got your text and got here as fast as I could. What happened? I tried to ask Adams, but he said he didn’t know and that I would need to talk to you if I wanted to know all of the details.”
Rubberman looked at me when I said that, as if he had just noticed I was here. He did not, unfortunately, smile when he saw me. He had a tight frown on his face, an expression I always associated with him having seen some truly gruesome scenes. Chief Williams, garbed in a thick duster to block the chilly January air, looked even less happy than him.
“Beams, I’m glad you’re here,” said Rubberman, shaking my hand with his usual firm grip. “And I’m glad you got here as fast as you could, even though I’m not entirely sure you will be of much help.”
I tilted my head to the side. “What do you mean? What happened? Did someone get hurt? I don’t see any ambulances.”
Chief Williams chuckled bitterly. “Oh, it only someone just got hurt. No, this is a gruesome scene, one of the most gruesome I’ve ever seen in my thirty years on the force, even though I don’t care much for the victims myself.”
“It’s the Three Fingers Gang,” Rubberman explained. “You remember them, right?”
I scowled behind my helmet. Rubberman and I were definitely well-acquainted with the Three Fingers Gang. Though not the most dangerous enemies we’d fought by a long shot, they were still a persistent thorn in our side and were one of the most infamous criminal gangs in Golden City. They mostly focused on drug trafficking, though they’d also been known to rob banks, break into homes, assault innocent people, and various other nice things like that. Our biggest problem had been trying to locate and capture their leader, Three Fingers himself, who tended to disappear at the last minute and let his minions take the fall for him.
“Yeah, I remember those jerks,” I said. “Did they kill someone? Is that why nearly the entirety of the GCPD is here?”
“The Three Fingers didn’t kill anyone, as far as we know,” said Rubberman. “It’s quite the opposite, actually.”
“What do you mean?” I said.
“Dennis means that the Three Fingers were the murder victims this time,” said Chief Williams. “All twenty of them.”
I started and looked at the warehouse again, this time with a renewed feeling of horror rising in my stomach. “Someone killed twenty Three Fingers members at once?”
“Yes,” said Chief Williams, pushing up the brim of his hat. “And not just twenty random Three Fingers, but twenty of the highest-ranking members, though not including Three Fingers himself, oddly enough.”
“It was a slaughter in there,” Rubberman agreed. “I got here eight hours ago when the police first let me know about the slaughter. The bodies have all been removed, but—”
“And the heads,” Chief Williams added. “Can’t forget the heads. Each one of the gangsters had their heads removed. Neatly, too, like a master surgeon at work.”
I gulped and looked at Rubberman. “Iron Angel?”
I was referring to the leader of the now-defunct Vigilante Legion, a supervillain team that had consisted of ex-superheroes and sidekicks who called themselves vigilantes. Iron Angel had tried to kill Rubberman and me, but we managed to defeat him and put him in prison. The reason I brought him up was because Iron Angel was infamous for ripping the heads off the bodies of his targets, so this sounded like the sort of thing he would do.
Rubberman, thankfully, shook his head. “Doesn’t look like it. I checked and Iron Angel is still in prison. Besides, the heads weren’t torn off. They were cut off cleanly like a surgeon as Chief Williams said. Here are some pictures I took. Be warned, however, that they are very gruesome.”
Rubberman pulled his phone out of his pocket, tapped the screen a couple of times, and then held it out to me, which I took to look at more closely. I wished I hadn’t. Even as pictures, I felt like I could smell the blood and torn flesh. Picture after picture of bloody, headless corpses of men I didn’t know, each one with what looked like either the letter ‘O’ or the number ‘0’ carved into their chests. Even the picture of a single bloody, clawed footprint on the floor made my stomach churn.
It felt kind of like looking at pictures from a horror movie, but this was real life, and I quickly handed Rubberman his phone back.
“Okay, I get it,” I said, feeling bile rise in my throat. I glanced at the warehouse again. “Is it safe to enter or—?”
“It is,” said Rubberman, nodding. “Like I said, all of the bodies were removed long before you got here. Even though this is a crime scene, we actually do have the right to walk around and look at whatever we want. Plus, the GCPD’s forensics has already gotten all of the DNA they need, so there won’t be anyone in there. Just don’t touch anything and you should be fine.”
Rubberman turned and walked back into the warehouse. I hesitated for a moment, the images of the dead gangsters still stuck in my head, but then screwed up my courage and walked inside after him.
Luckily, the actual warehouse itself wasn’t as bad as the pictures. Like Rubberman said, all of the bodies had been removed, although the area was far from clean. The floor was still splattered with dried blood and there were chalk outlines everywhere indicating where all of the gangsters had died. There wasn’t anyone else in the warehouse aside from the two of us from what I could see, although that hardly made me feel comfortable. Especially when I saw the giant ‘0’/’O’ carved into the concrete floor, which gave me the creeps for some reason. I was glad that my helmet filtered out most bad smells because I was pretty sure I would be gagging right now if I didn’t have it, although Rubberman didn’t seem to mind the stench.
“As you can see, these are the places where all of the gangsters died,” said Rubberman, gesturing at the chalk outlines everywhere. “From what the police were able to put together, it looks like the Three Fingers had gathered for one of their usual ‘business’ meetings when they were interrupted by someone. This someone then slaughtered every last one of them, carving a strange circular symbol in their chests and on the floor before departing.”
I gulped and rubbed my invisibility watch uneasily, though I didn’t turn it on just yet. “Is there any security footage of the event or—?”
“Nope,” said Rubberman, shaking his head. “It’s well-known that Johnny Diamond doesn’t use buildings with security footage for these meetings and he’s paranoid enough to force his men to leave their phones outside before they can come in. So we aren’t sure who did it.”
“When did this even happen?” I said, glancing around the empty warehouse that now seemed more like a group tomb than a warehouse. “This morning?”
“Last night at around midnight,” said Rubberman. “The bodies were discovered this morning by a homeless man who broke into the warehouse in an attempt to find somewhere warm to sleep. He reported them to the police, who then called me, and I’ve been here all day helping the police figure out what happened here. The story I gave you is what we’ve figured out so far, but there’s still a lot we don’t know.”
“I’m not a fan of the Three Fingers myself, but who would do such a thing?” I said. “Maybe a vigilante who decided to take the law into his own hands?”
“Possibly,” said Rubberman, “but unlikely. After the Hero War, vigilante activity has dropped dramatically nationwide and there aren’t any active vigilantes in Golden City that I am aware of. Nor is it a rival crime gang, either, because there’s no hint of the kind of struggle you would expect to find if this had been merely a gang war. All evidence points to one person doing this on their own.”
I shuddered. “One person? You aren’t going to tell me that Jack the Ripper came back to life, hopped on a boat to America, and decided his first victims would be a bunch of gangsters, are you?”
“Nothing like that,” said Rubberman. “Frankly, I’m as disturbed as you. In all my years working as a superhero, I’ve never seen anything this brutal before. My theory is that an enhanced human came through and killed them all, though I couldn’t tell you what kind of powers they might have had.”
I nodded. Enhanced humans were human beings with actual superpowers, sort of like Rubberman and me, although our powers came from external sources rather than internal. I’d only met a handful of enhanced humans since becoming a sidekick, but I couldn’t see any of them doing something like this. Even Agent Charlie Camel, from the Department of Superheroes and who was kind of a jerk, wasn’t that cruel, at least not that I knew about.
“So why did you call me if you don’t know what’s going on here?” I said. “I’m not sure how I’m supposed to help.”
Rubberman put a hand on my shoulder. “Because you’re my sidekick and I trust you. I want to expose you to this stuff so you can get ready for it. You want to become a superhero yourself one day, don’t you? This is the sort of thing you can expect to see sometimes. Better to get used to now than later.”
Right. I did intend to become a superhero someday, but I still wasn’t sure this was such a good thing to expose a seventeen-year-old like myself to. Granted, I’d seen a lot of scary and even traumatizing things since becoming a sidekick, but this still took the cake in terms of sheer brutality. “So what do we do next?”
“Go back outside and talk to the police,” said Rubberman, taking his hand off my shoulder and turning around to face the exit. “We’ll go over a few more things with them and then head back to the Elastic Cave to work on other aspects of the business.”
“What about the guy who killed all these gangsters?” I said, gesturing at the blood-splattered floor. “Are we just going to forget about him or—?”
“Right now, we’re going to let the police investigate this,” said Rubberman without looking over shoulder. “It’s terrible and obviously something we need to deal with, but until we have more clues as to the killer’s identity, we can’t do much.”
Couldn’t argue with that. Our only clue was the weird ‘0’—and it did look like a 0 to me, not an ‘O’—that had been carved into the bodies of the victims and the floor. Besides, I didn’t want to stay here any longer than I had to. It was creepy. Like standing in a graveyard at night, but much worse.
Before I could take another step forward, however, I heard a creak nearby. Looking to the left, I noticed a slightly loose floorboard just a couple of feet away from one of the chalk outlines. Whereas all of the other floorboards were flat, this one looked like it had been removed and replaced somewhat hastily. I wouldn’t have noticed it in ordinary circumstances, but the creak was loud enough to catch my interest.
Curious, I walked over to the floorboard and looked at it. Yeah, this floorboard had definitely been removed and replaced at some point. It wasn’t as dusty or old as the others and it wasn’t nailed in, either. Nor did it creak anymore, but I sensed there was something hidden underneath it. I bent over and, grabbing the floorboard with both hands, pulled as hard as I could. It was difficult at first because the floorboard was jammed in there tightly, but with the sound of splintering wood, the floorboard gave and I went stumbling backward, falling on my butt as I dropped the remains of the floorboard.
“Beams!” said Rubberman, rushing over to me with an angry look on his face. “What do you think you’re doing? I said don’t touch anything. Do you want to ruin a perfectly good crime scene and get Chief Williams on my back because of your mistakes?”
I opened my mouth to explain, but then a low moan—like the moan of a dying man—emitted from within the hole in the floor.
And then a three-fingered hand shot out of the hole and grabbed the edge of the floor like his life depended on it.






  
  CHAPTER THREE


Startled, Rubberman and I watched as a man pulled himself out of the hole in the floor. He was a bald black man, his skin so dark it was nearly as black as midnight. He looked to be in his mid-thirties and wore a hoodie and jeans splattered with blood. His goatee was messy and stained with blood. His whole body was covered with dried blood and he lay so still that he looked dead. 
But what really caught my attention was his right hand, which only had three fingers left on it. That meant only one thing: This man was Johnny ‘Three Fingers’ Diamond himself, the founder and leader of the Three Finger Gang and a dangerous criminal in his own right.
I’d never met Three Fingers before. Though Rubberman and I had spent a lot of time and effort capturing members of his gang, Three Fingers himself always figured out how to evade capture from us and the police with disturbing regularity. He had only ever been arrested once, back when he was eighteen and his criminal career was new, and that seventeen-year-old mugshot of him was the only picture of him I’d ever seen. Had I not noticed his right hand was missing two fingers—the index and ring finger—I wouldn’t have even realized it was him.
Even so, I said, in a low whisper of a voice, “Holy crap. Is that actually Three Fingers?”
“Yes, I think so,” said Rubberman. He had gone unnaturally still, staring at the unconscious, blood-splattered gang leader lying just a few feet away from us. “He’s missing his index and ring finger on his right hand. That has to be him.”
“But … but I thought you said he was dead,” I said. “Killed with the others. The bloody sunglasses—”
“Were the only evidence we found of him,” Rubberman finished. “As I said, it was just a theory that Three Fingers had been killed along with his lieutenants. Apparently, that theory is wrong.”
Or maybe it wasn’t. Although Three Fingers might have been moving before, now he lay so still he looked like a corpse. The fact that he was covered in blood and had sickeningly pale skin added to his corpse-like appearance.
“What should we do?” I said, looking up at Rubberman. “Get the police?”
“Yeah,” said Rubberman. He glanced over his shoulder. “We’re in luck. Chief Williams and most of the force is still here. I need you to go out and tell him what we found. Tell them to come in armed. We have no idea what happened and we aren’t going to take any chances, especially given Three Fingers’ reputation for making quick escapes.”
Nodding, I rose to my feet, but then Three Fingers suddenly looked up at us. He drew a handgun from his waistband, pointed at us, and fired.
Rubberman shoved me to the side and took the bullet, which just bounced harmlessly off his rubber body without





OEBPS/cover.jpeg
Toalian I Lo ol

BOOK ONE OF CAPES & MASKS .






OEBPS/images/4021c18c-1003-48a2-bc8d-6e49845ee9a5.jpeg





OEBPS/images/503b89af-9de4-4250-b94c-c17ff2763fa7.jpeg






