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One


The bathroom stall is covered with graffiti and promises of oral sex. 
Crushed Fidget Electric balances on the edge of my maxed-out credit card. It’s airy violet with metallic radiations resembling amethyst dust. It gets sucked into a flaring nostril. The burn intensifies. Eyes water. Lightning in powder form.
When you pop a pill, the Fidget hits you in 12 minutes.
They call it running the lights.
When you crush it up and take it through the nose, it hits in 6 minutes.
They call this dusting the lights.
The bathroom reeks of industrial cleaner and pink granular soap. Best to get out before the Fidget hits.
The burger and fries are at the table. Waiting. Timing couldn’t be more perfect. My ass slides across the cracked red vinyl-covered foam. 
Guy on the fryer has a neck full of prison tats and a face full of grease steam. The air is thick with fry oil, burger sludge, and bacon fat. 
You know the Fidget is about to hit when your tongue dries out.
Ice water adds relief as the lights bleed and blur.
The ketchup bottle radiates with the haze of a neon sign. It vibrates in my hand as the glowing redness squirts out of the bottle and forms a puddle on my plate. 
Fry after fry gets dipped, then chewed. Salt and acid tap my taste buds. There’s ketchup and mustard and mayonnaise and pickles and onion and a slice of tomato on the burger. It still gets dipped in the ketchup before my first bite.
Lines streak across the diner. They zig and zag. Right to left. Up and down. They form squares. Hexagons. Circles. Ovals. My fingers trace the lines and shapes.
“You alright, honey?” Her hair is brown and chopped. Her eyes are tired and glossy. There’s a smudge on her apron. Maybe grease? Maybe iced tea? Her manicured fingers slide the check next to the empty plastic cup. She knows there’s something wrong with me, but she refills the water anyway.
A hard life full of crazy experiences. In a place like this, half their clientele are users. My eyes focus on the ketchup bottle. “You’re gonna need to refill this. Sorry.” I hold it up without eye contact.
She grabs it and saunters off. Each step echoes between my ears.
Another dip of the burger. Another bite. Another fry goes into the ketchup. Then into my mouth.
The front door opens, and sunlight floods the diner, causing me to squint. Two cops march in with bodies that make you question the academy's standards. We make eye contact for a moment. Then my focus shifts to the check on the table.
They stare at me until they heave themselves into the stools at the counter.
My phone vibrates and glows through the pocket. Time to go. I leave a twenty on the $10 check. The booth hisses as the air compresses as I slide out, careful to not attract the attention of the cops.
Across the street from the diner sits a black cargo van. It’s the type of van you get when you’re up to no good. When I’m within two feet of it, the engine roars to life and the door slides open.
I hop in and the door slams shut behind me.
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Two


They still call me New Guy. 
And they don’t tell the new guy where we’re going or what we’re doing. But everyone else in the van is grabbing shotguns, handguns, and automatic assault rifles out of the duffel bags in the middle of the floor.
Never one to be left out, I grab a pair of 9MM’s. Polymer frames gleaming matte black. Scratched off serial numbers. Wear and tear on the sides of both guns.
All around me, the cast of characters examine their weapons. Pecan, with the maniacal gleam in his eye, loads a shotgun. Dillo, his younger brother with the three-day old black eye, slams a clip into an assault rifle.
In addition to the two brothers, there’s five others, not including myself. There’s a driver whipping the van into every pothole the road has to offer. There’s a group of crooks and cutthroats who I’ve never met before. Green Mohawk loads a sawed-off shotgun. Face Tat’s slides a magazine into place with a snap. Blue Beard rests an Uzi in his lap, closes his eyes, and leans back against the quaking van.
At the front of the van sits the lone female, Ve. Pink-streaked ponytailed hair. Machete on the hip. Sawed-off shotgun in hand.
Fingers slide rounds into stacks with a whoosh.
Magazines find their homes and snap into place.
Dry brass rattles like coins in a tin.
Ve grumbles loud enough for everyone to hear. “These fuckers are putting fake shit on the streets. Broadway wants us to remind them, and everyone else, we’re the only ones bringing Fidget Electric to the streets.”
Our target must be a lab or stash house.
This was bound to happen. Ever since Pecan found the kid slinging fake violet, the crew has been frothing at the mouth.
Dillo unzips a duffel bag full of clown masks. The creepy smiling mask goes to Pecan. Ve gets a jester clown mask.
I get the clown with the droopy melted face.
The windowless van keeps our identities secret from the outside world. It also keeps the outside world a secret from us.
Ve says, “This is a biker club. One percenters. They’ll be armed. Heads on swivels.”
The van stops.
Ve says, “Masks on, boys.”
We put our masks on. 
Ve opens the back door. Jumps out of the van. Breaks into a full sprint towards the house.
We spill out of the van into a lower middle-class neighborhood. Single family homes. Cars on cinderblocks. Fried lawns.
Midday warmth coaxes sweat from my pores. Sun rays blind my already obscured vision.
The mask smells of cheap plastic. My breath is hot with ketchup and anticipation. 
Ve blows the door open with a shotgun blast.
We rush into a house full of screams.
There’s a table with scales. Baggies. Mountains of violet pills. 
Behind the table are women of all shapes, sizes, and skin colors. Dressed in only their panties. They cower and duck.
Another shotgun blast from Ve sends some sap in a leather jacket hurling back into the hallway.
A handgun splits the room into shimmering echoes. Topless women flee.
Exit wounds explode out of the women, leaving behind little volcanoes of erupting blood.
Pecan and Dillo rake pills into duffle bags.
Motorcycles approach. Their roar rattles the drywall.
Down the hall, the bathroom door opens and out steps another leather-jacket-clad, scraggly-haired one percenter. My gun cracks. The pop stretches like taffy. 
His blood dots the wall behind him.
Gunpowder tastes sweet and metallic. 
Shots ring out all around. From outside. And inside. Dillo flips the table. I take cover with him and his brother.
Walls breathe. Paint pulsates with the rhythm of the shots.
A gruff voice from the door yells, “There must be two dozen of them.”
Machine guns rattle. Each round a tiny waterfall cascading into brass.
Ve stands and pumps her shotgun.
The remaining women hit the floor and cover their ears.
Face Tats, Mohawk, and Blue Beard head outside with guns blazing. Ve follows them out.
Someone steals a glance through the window. My hand squeezes. Glass shatters. The head snaps backwards and out of sight.
Gotta get to the van. I crouch and sprint out the front door and into a war zone.
Our van is ablaze. Orange and yellow licking the sky. The driver gets out. Body on fire. Falls to his knees. Bullets jolt his body until it falls. The corpse burns.
The one percenters are everywhere. They race behind the neighbors' houses. Take cover behind parked cars. Drive their motorcycles across yards. One hand steering, the other unloading rounds.
A monarch butterfly hovers into view. It grows larger and larger with each flap of its wings. 
This butterfly is the real enemy. It must be destroyed. If we’re not careful, this thing will grow big enough to consume us all. I take aim, but the butterfly smiles. Ready to meet death.
Police sirens wail, confirming what the pit of my stomach has been telling me.
Coming out the front was a terrible idea.
The cops are roughly a quarter mile from us.
Ve remains in the middle of the street, chopping down bikers with shotgun shells.
The butterfly will live for now. Bullets whizz all around me. Sirens grow louder.
Pecan greets me at the front door to the house. “Where you going, New Guy?”
I say, “Cops.” And brush past him into the house.
Inside the house, a handgun snaps, echoing into tiny explosions. Dillo is on the floor. Blood evacuating through the hole in his leg. My eyes trace up and see a young woman raising her gun to finish him.
Instincts kick in. My handgun barks. First bullet tags her shoulder. The woman spins and tries to raise her gun, but can’t. Another bullet leaves a hole in her neck. She drops the gun. Then her body collapses.
Behind me, Pecan yells, “You alright, Dillo?”
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