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  Cast of Characters



Mollie (aka Darth Skater) Reynolds – A member of the Wild Waitresses roller derby team, Mollie juggles skating practice with low-paying, mind-numbing temp jobs in corporate offices. She especially hates data-entry and spreadsheets.




Scooter McGhie – A nerdy telecommunications consultant who works in a corporate office. His idea of a fun Friday night is poring over spreadsheets and analyzing data.




Carl Kowalski – A lawyer who works in a—yes, you guessed it—a corporate office. He deals with spreadsheets and contracts on a daily basis.




Kyle Jansen – A security guard by day and a roller derby referee on the weekends. He has no idea what a spreadsheet is and doesn’t really care either.




Velma (aka Red Hot Mama) Manning – A member of the Wild Waitresses’ rival team, the Bruising Beauties, and a waitress at the Rock n’ Roller diner. She wouldn’t be caught dead using a spreadsheet.




Henry Tyler – A paramedic by profession, Henry volunteers as the Wild Waitresses’ medic. He uses spreadsheets to inventory medical supplies and medication.




Misty (aka Amazonia) Stephens – A member of the Wild Waitresses, an elementary school teacher, and a cosmetology student. She’s indifferent to spreadsheets.




Leon LaBelle – The Wild Waitresses’ biggest fan and the founding member of the Wild Bunch. He attends every match even if he has to travel and keeps track of the team’s stats in a spreadsheet.




Eliza Dooley – Manager of the Wild Waitresses, Eliza also owns the Rock n’ Roller diner where she employs skaters as waitresses and the warehouse where they hold their matches. She uses spreadsheets to keep track of her business.




The Gruesome Twosome – Identical twins who skate on the Bruising Beauties roller derby team, as well as waitress part-time at the diner. They prefer their spreadsheets to look exactly the same.








  
  
  Chapter 1 - Darth Skater

  
  




As I waited for the referee to signal the start of the match, I wondered what my mother would think if she could see how I was dressed—a turquoise 1950s diner style waitress outfit with the number 51 on the back, purple and white striped knee socks over fishnet stockings, a helmet, knee-pads, and roller skates. She’d probably be stunned into silence for a few moments then proceed to tell me that turquoise doesn’t really suit my fair complexion and mousy brown hair. After that, she’d look at my feet with despair.

“Mollie, roller skating is for kids, not for grown women who are almost thirty,” she’d say with her hands on her hips. “It’s about time you settled down and thought about your career instead of acting like a child. Besides, you know what a klutz you are. You’re going to end up killing yourself on those things!”

The whistle blew, interrupting the maternal voice from adding to its long list of complaints about my lack of direction, the guys I dated, and not flossing my teeth on a regular basis. If she ever found out I was on a roller derby team, she’d definitely flip out. Although that might make her forget about my lack of steady employment and that my last boyfriend had been an accordion player in a punk rock band. She’d still harp on my neglected dental hygiene routine though. Some things never change.

Fortunately, I lived in Cleveland and her home base was far enough away that visits from her required the purchase of a plane ticket. It meant she was unlikely to discover that I was a member of the Wild Waitresses skating team as I’d be able to hide the evidence before she showed up.

Banishing thoughts of my mother from my head, I focused on my task at hand—zipping around the other skaters and taking the lead. I swiveled my hips and slid between two ferocious looking identical twins (they weren’t called The Gruesome Twosome for nothing), then ducked under the outstretched arm of another opponent, narrowly avoiding decapitation. 

After scooting past one more foe, I grinned and did a fist pump. Victory was in my sights. I only had a few more feet to go before crossing the line. A voice boomed out over the loudspeaker: “Darth Skater is out front! Look at her flying by!”

My smile was quickly wiped off my face as I felt a sharp jab on my side which sent me flying off the track and straight into the bleachers.

“Are you all right, miss?” a man’s voice asked.

It took me a moment to realize where the sound was coming from. “How did I end up here?” I mumbled into the dark blue wool sweater that my face was currently pressed up against.

“You mean on my lap?” I lifted my head and saw a pair of dark brown puppy dog eyes looking at me with concern. “That was quite a nasty fall you took. You should probably get checked out and make sure you don’t have a concussion.”

I rubbed my temples. “Nah, I feel okay,” I said before glancing down at the red marks on my legs. “Other than a little fishnet burn and another pair of ruined stockings, I’m still good to go. I just need a band-aid or two to stop the bleeding and—”

“Blood?” he interrupted, his voice trembling.

I examined my right arm. “Just a little.”

The person sitting next to us chuckled. “Be careful, you’re going to make him faint. He can’t stand the sight of blood.”

I glanced over and saw a stocky man with a blond goatee smiling at me. “Hey, I know you,” I said. “You’re Misty’s boyfriend. Carl, right?”

“That’s me,” he said. “Let me introduce you to the man whose lap you’re sitting on. This is Scooter. Scooter, this is Mollie, or Darth Skater as she’s known when in skates. It’s my pal’s first time at a roller derby match. I don’t think he expected this much excitement … or blood, though.”

Scooter looked like he was going to be ill.

“Are you going to be okay?” I asked, noting the blood draining from his face. “Maybe you’re the one who should see the medic.”

He took a deep breath. “I’ll be fine.”

“That didn’t sound very convincing. You don’t look fine to me. Are you normally this pale?”

He smiled. “Shouldn’t you be out there skating or something?”

“I should be. I’ve got a match to win.” As I scooted off his lap, I heard a crunching sound. I looked down and saw a pair of tortoiseshell glasses underneath one of my roller skates.

“I was wondering where those went,” Scooter said.

“They must have gone flying when Mollie landed in your lap,” Carl said.

I handed the mangled glasses to Scooter. The lenses were still intact, but one of the arms had broken off the frames completely. My shoulders slumped. “Sorry. I’ll get them fixed for you.”

He shook his head. “Don’t worry about it.”

Before I could argue with him, someone tapped me on my shoulder. I turned and saw Kyle, the head referee, scowling at me. “If you’re done flirting, would you mind joining the rest of us back on the track?”

“Flirting?” I raised my eyebrows. “Does it look like I’m flirting?”

Kyle snorted. “You were sitting on some guy’s lap. Do you have another explanation?”

I looked over at Scooter. He had color back in his face, but I couldn’t tell if he was bright red from being embarrassed or because he was angry at Kyle for giving me a hard time. 

“The reason I’m over here is because of Velma,” I said, pointing at the skater who had slammed into me. She made an obscene gesture before pulling her long russet-colored hair into a ponytail. It was no surprise that her skater name was Red Hot Mama—not only was she a redhead, she also had a red-hot temper, which she took out on the rest of us especially on the track.

“Penalty for arguing with the referee,” Kyle said.

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” I snapped. “Velma elbowed me, then tripped me. She’s the one who should be penalized. And she just gave me the finger!”

“You just earned yourself another penalty. Want to go for three?”

I inched forward on my roller skates and jabbed my finger in Kyle’s chest. “I don’t think you’re smart enough to count to three.”

He grabbed my hand and twisted it before pushing me back.

“Hey, that’s enough,” Scooter said rising to his feet. “Can’t you see that she’s injured?”

Carl pointed at the floor. “Yeah, there’s blood dripping everywhere.”

“Fine. Go get yourself checked out,” Kyle said. Then he leaned forward and whispered in my ear. “Better watch yourself. Roller derby can be a dangerous sport. You’ve been causing enough trouble for me lately. I’d hate to see you get hurt.”


* * *


“Stop squirming,” Henry, our team medic, said. He applied antibiotic cream to the cut on my arm. “It doesn’t look too bad. Not like last month when you banged your head against the railing. Now that was a nasty spill. Thank goodness you had been wearing a helmet. Otherwise, you would have needed far more than stitches.”

I pointed at my left eyebrow. “Can you still see the scar?”

Henry squinted. “Hard to see anything underneath all that purple glitter.”

“You can blame Misty for the eye shadow. Ever since she’s been taking that cosmetology course, she’s been using me as her guinea pig. Apparently, glitter and false eyelashes are all the rage.”

“If you say so.” Henry chuckled. “Fortunately, my daughter is too young to wear make-up.” He reached into his medical kit grabbing a gauze pad and surgical tape. “Hold your arm steady.”

“Don’t you have anything more colorful?” I asked as he dressed my wound. “White is so boring.”

“It’s a bandage, not a fashion accessory.”

“No reason why medical supplies can’t be fashionable.”

He finished applying the dressing, then said, “I think I have something for you.” He rummaged in the kit, pushing aside other boring medical supplies, including some scalpels, a splint, and a cold pack, before pulling out a bright green band-aid. “Will this do?”

“Are those little cats on there?” I asked.

“Yep. I also have some with dinosaurs. They’re part of the stash I have on hand for kids.” He grinned. “And adults who haven’t quite grown up yet. You have a small scratch on your other arm. Why don’t we stick it there?”

“I love it,” I said after
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