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Jessica’s bar is on the beach in Tijuana, right up next to the U.S. border, in what looks like an old car 

repair shop.  The main bar is built into the repair floor and the old garage-type doors are still there.  She 

probably opens them up when the weather’s nice, but it’s still a bit chilly to keep them open.  The place 

is designed to look a bit seedy and tough and caters to the tourists who want to feel like they’re in an 

authentic Mexican dive bar without having to worry about getting gutted in the bathroom.  The place 

looks a bit beat up.  The tables and chairs have chips in them, but everything’s been sanded smooth and 

lacquered.  The walls are covered with pictures of Mexican wrestlers, with a giant poster of Mil 

Mascaras right over the bar. 

The place is fairly quiet with only a few patrons.  It’s still off-season in Tijuana, but I’m sure during 

tourist season this place would be jam packed with college students trying to have sex with each other. 

Jessica is behind the bar, laughing at some patron’s joke while she hands him a beer.  Her black hair 

is pulled back into a pony tail.  She’s wearing a red lace-topped camisole under a black leather 

motorcycle jacket.  When she turns around to get the guy another beer, I can see she’s had Jacob’s art 

work transferred to the back of a jacket that actually fits her.  The back of her jacket features a cartoon 

cow holding a shotgun with “Janitors of Anarchy Motorcycle Club Albuquerque Original” written in a 

roundel around the cow.  Jacob’s old jacket is in a glass frame behind the bar.  Jessica looks radiant.  

After she hands the guy his second beer, she leans on her elbows on the bar and listens to something 

the guy says.  She listens for a minute, jots something on bar napkin and slides it to him, pointing to the 

south. 

The guy at the bar thanks her, says something that makes her laugh and heads back to his seat 

where his girlfriend is looking less than happy at him for flirting with the bar maid.  They’ll have their 

drinks, maybe a small argument, and get over it.  It’s Tijuana: they’ll be screwing each other’s brains out 

on some secluded beach within an hour. 

Jessica leans back against the rack of booze behind the bar, brushes a stray lock of hair from her 

face, crosses her arms and looks around the bar.  Whatever veneer of happiness she had with the guy 

has faded and she looks sad and bored.  Her eyes slide across me and keep going.  About half way past 

me recognition kicks in and she does a double take, staring at me wide eyed.  A little smile plays across 

her lips.  She turns around, grabs a bottle of scotch and sets two shot glasses on the bar.  She walks 

around the bar and motions me over. 

There’s an awkward moment when I get there.  You know how it is when you see someone for the 

first time for a long time and neither of you is sure of what to do?  We can’t decide whether to shake 

hands or hug and wide up doing a little dance before settling on both.  She grabs my shoulders, pushes 

me back at arm’s length and looks at me.  I must pass muster because she smiles, hugs me again, and 

then pushes me into a bar stool. 

That stray lock of hair is back in her face and she pushes it back while she pours two shots.  Without 

saying a word, she takes one, hands me the other and toasts.  We both drain the shots and she pours 

two more and sits down next to me. 



“I wondered if you’d ever come see me,” she says. 

“Sorry for the delay,” I tell her. “I was snowed in.” 

“How is, where was it?  Somewhere in Colorado?” 

“Hesperus,” I tell her.  “Well, La Plata canyon to be more specific.” 

“How is Hesperus?” she asks. 

“Tiny, quiet and quite chilly right now,” I say.  “We still have snow on the ground.  I like your bar.  

Never figured you for a Lucha Libre fan, though.” 

She rolls her eyes and laughs.  “I always thought it would be cool to own a bar on the beach.  It 

actually kind of sucks.  It’s a lot of damned work and the touristas are so damned pushy.  I always heard 

about ugly Americans in foreign countries, but, damn, these people are annoying as shit.” 

We look at each other for a while, not sure what to say, and then down our shots. 

“Jessica,” I say. 

“Uh, oh.  That doesn’t sound like happy,” she says. 

“I’m happy to see you, don’t get me wrong, but we’ve got a problem, and I think you might be in 

danger.” 

“I’m in danger every time I drink the water down here,” she says. 

I chuckle.  I’ve had Montezuma’s Revenge, it’s no fun. 

“Eve screwed up,” I say.  “Her penance was to kill me.  Since she won’t do it, the people she pissed 

off are gunning for all of us.” 

Her smile falls.  “Who does she work for that would go after us for killing Congress?” 

“I don’t know who she pissed off and she won’t say.  I do know that they couldn’t give a damn 

about Congress.  They’re pissed that we released Dreamer.  Apparently that wasn’t supposed to 

happen.” 

“So, because she won’t kill you, the rest of us are fucked?” she asks.  “Seems like I could shoot you 

and save everyone a lot of time.” 

When I turn a little white, she laughs at me.  “I wouldn’t kill you.  I might shoot Eve, but I doubt it 

would do any good.” 

She pours two more shots and we down them.  I’m beginning to feel like I’m in a bar in Mongolia.  

I’m not a lightweight, but three shots in five minutes are starting to take their toll. 



“So, what’s the plan?” she asks. 

“We’re going into D.C.  Since the bad guys are pissed about us releasing Dreamer, it seems like the 

best bet would be to go ask him why.  Wilford says Dreamers slowly infiltrated DHS, and I imagine 

everything else, too,” I tell her. 

“Who’s Wilford?” 

“The guy who tortured me and held you and Jacob at gunpoint in the Simms building.” 

“The guy you shot in the face twice?” she asks.  “How is he still alive?” 

“I don’t know and he doesn’t know.” 

“I trust you beat the shit out of him regularly.  He seemed like a dick,” she says. 

“He’s kind of working with us,” I tell her. 

“What?  Are you nuts?” 

“Yeah, but that’s beside the point,” I tell her.  “He got fired when he was trying to figure out how he 

survived.  He came to me for help.” 

“You know you can’t trust him, right?” 

“Yeah, I know.  He’s a duplicitous bastard under the best of circumstances,” I tell her.  “We have 

similar goals and could use his help, though.” 

“Just so you know, I’m going to knock that guy on his ass if I see him.” 

“Eve already did,” I say.  “Knocked him out cold for half an hour.” 

She laughs.  “Good.  I still want to kick him in the nuts, though.” 

“Can’t blame you.” 

“So, where is everyone else?” she asks me. 

“Setting up shop in Albuquerque.  Apparently no one ever discovered our old hideout.  Rather than 

clean up six months of dirt and rotting food, I volunteered to come find you and Frank,” I say. 

“Is that the only reason you came?” she asks. 

How do I handle this?  I’ve dreamed of this woman nearly every night for six months.  I’m too 

damned old to have a crush. 

“No,” I say.  “It’s not.”  Please don’t push it, I think to myself. 

She just smiles and looks into my eyes for a minute. 



“Good,” she says, simply.  “Is Frank here in Mexico?” 

Whew. 

“No, he’s supposed to meet us tonight in San Diego.  We can fly back to Albuquerque from there.” 

“What would you have done if I said ‘No’?” 

“I would have respected your wishes and warned you to keep your head low for a week or so.” I tell 

her. 

She pours another couple of shots and turns to face the beach before slamming hers down. 

While we were talking her bar emptied out.  It’s just the two of us in here now. 

“Are you coming?” I ask her. 

“Wouldn’t miss it for the world,” she says.  “I thought owning a bar would be fun, but it’s just 

tedious.  And you would not believe the bribes I have to pay out.  Every two-bit functionary needs a 

bribe to get anything done.  I swear, this whole damned country is corrupt.” 

“It’s not so much that they’re corrupt as they just like money,” I tell her.  “Do you need anything?  

Should we lock up?” 

“I’ve got a bag behind the bar that I need and then we can hit the road.  Don’t worry about locking 

up, let the tourists drink themselves into oblivion.  I’m not planning on coming back.” 

She starts to get up and notices two guys walking in.  They’re both wearing black suits and black 

wrap sunglasses.  Both of them stop just inside the bar and look around. 

“Help yourself to the bar,” she calls to them.  “I quit.” 

Neither responds and I get a cold chill up my spine.  The one on the right nods to his buddy and 

both of them focus right on us.  They both reach into their jacket and pull out some kind of gun.  Before I 

can figure out what’s going on, Jessica tackles me and both wind up on the floor in front of the bar. 

There’s a sound like thumping and twin explosions rip the bar apart. 

I’m covered in Jessica and we’re both covered in debris.  My ears are ringing from the explosion and 

she’s trying to tell me something. 

“What?” I yell. 

She shakes her head, gives me a quick kiss and crawls over the top of me.  For a moment I think 

maybe I died in the explosion and this is heaven and then she’s gone around what’s left of the bar. 



My senses come back and I snap back to reality.  Two men want to kill me.  That’s enough to wake 

you up.  It’s time to let old painless out of the bag.  After El Paso I decided it was probably a bad idea to 

go out unarmed, so I manage to get my right arm behind my back and pull out my own little Mjolnir. 

The gun is my personal best friend, a sawed-off, double-barreled shotgun with etchings of Norse 

mythology covering the frame.  Right now it’s loaded with straight heavy gauge steel shot in both 

barrels.  I manage to swing it up just in time to see one of the guys heading straight toward me.  I give 

him both barrels and he flies backward. 

Getting to my feet I find the second guy to my right.  He’s trying to get his gun into position.  

There’s no time to reload so I crack him in the face with Mjolnir and he staggers back.  It gives me just 

enough time to slide the gun back behind my back and pull out a shiny Tanto. 

The second hit man aims at my head and I dodge to the right before he can fire.  There’s another 

thumping sound and something behind me explodes.  I really hope it’s not Jessica. 

I grab the gun by the top of the frame with my left hand and cut up inside his forearm with the 

tanto, severing the tendons that move his fingers.  Before he can react, I draw the knife across the right 

side of his throat.  Holding onto his gun, I kick him in the stomach and he staggers back. 

The thing about knife fighting is you usually expect it to be pretty bloody.  I’ve been in a couple 

where there was so much blood it was hard to hold onto the knife.  That’s why knives have rough 

handles and some knife fighters swear by wrist lanyards. 

The guy in front of me is still standing and there’s not a drop of blood on him.  I can see the deep 

cut on his throat.  It’s spread wide, but there’s no blood whatsoever.  He’s also still standing, which is 

kind of freaking me out. 

He reaches into the other side of his jacket and pulls knife of his own.  Before he can get to me 

someone grabs my shoulder and spins me out of the way.  Jessica is holding a shotgun of her own and 

fires it point blank into the guy’s chest.  He goes down and slides across the floor, knocking over a couple 

of chairs in the process. 

Jessica’s holding a SPAS-12, a beast of an assault shotgun.  It’s a two mode military shotgun, 

meaning it can work in pump action or semi-automatic.  A semi-automatic shotgun, how cool is that?  

She racks it and the spent shell ejects.  Sure, semi-auto is cool, but there’s nothing as terrifying as the 

sound of a shotgun racking another shell. 

She’s got a yellow backpack slung over her shoulder and a bit of blood running off her cheek.  That 

stray lock of hair is back in her face. 

The first guy, the one I gave both barrels to, is getting to his feet when she turns and blasts him, 

too. 



This is bad.  It was bad enough when Wilford could do this.  These guys are used to it.  Probably 

trained to exploit this advantage. 

Jessica grabs my hand and pulls me to the back of the bar.  My hearing must be getting better 

because I can hear her yell, “This way!” 

We run through a door in the back, slipping a bit on debris soaked in alcohol and find a door leading 

outside.  There’s a sign on it reading “Salida De Emergencia”.  I stop in front of the door, something 

worrying at me. 

We saw two guys out front.  Who sends two people?  There’s got to be a third around here 

somewhere. 

Jessica slams into me from behind, not expecting my sudden stop. 

“What the fuck?” she says. 

“I’ll lay you dollars to donuts there’s a third guy around here somewhere,” I tell her. 

She pauses for a moment and then nods. 

“I’ll kick open the door, you get ready to shoot whatever’s out there,” I say.  “After I kick it open, 

stay behind the wall for a minute.  If he’s expecting us, he’ll fire as soon as he sees us.” 

“OK,” she gulps.  “Let’s do it.”  She gets next to the wall to the left of the door, shotgun at the 

ready. 

I kick open the door and dodge to the right of the door.  I was right.  The third was right outside.  I 

hear a thumping sound and the wall across from us explodes. 

Jessica spins, drops to one knee and brings her gun to bear.  The third shooter sees her but doesn’t 

react.  He knows it may hurt but it won’t kill him.  Her shot hit him dead in the chest and he goes down, 

but probably not for long. 

She sprints to a waiting motorcycle, a real nice Harley with a custom paint job.  Jacob must have 

rubbed off on her.  She tosses me the keys and says, “Start it up, I’ll give us cover.” 

“I don’t know how to ride a motorcycle,” I tell her.  Yeah, I know.  It’s embarrassing, but, well, there 

it is. 

“Are you fucking shitting me?” she asks. 

“Nope.  Never learned how to ride one.” 

She shakes her head and grabs the keys from me.  Handing me the gun and her bag she swings a leg 

over the bike and says, “Get on.” 

I sling the bag over my shoulder, check the gun and climb on the back. 



“Hold on,” she tells me. 

I wrap an arm around her waist and she peels out, peppering the guy on the ground with dirt and 

rocks.  We roar out of the alley behind her bar and find one of the other guys waiting for us.  As Jessica 

puts the bike into a drift, I hold on for dear life with one hand and shoot the guy with the other hand.  

Lucky break for me.  I manage to hit him.  That’s the nice thing about a shotgun, you don’t need to do a 

whole lot of aiming when the target’s right next to you.  They may suck for range, but you can’t be a 

shotgun for close in firepower. 

We’re roaring down the street, Jessica’s got the throttle full open.  The bike is so loud I don’t hear 

the tell-tale thump, but I do feel it when the car on the other side of the street explodes.  Jessica weaves 

and almost drops the bike getting us past.  She manages to recover it and we, fortunately, don’t get 

peppered with sharp, flaming debris.  I guess the second guy is back up again. 

The next thing I know, the street is filled with automatic weapon fire, aiming back at Jessica’s bar.  

Guys with Kalashnikovs materialize on the streets.  Looking back over my shoulder I see them open fire 

on the hit man in front of Jessica’s bar.  I guess the car that got toasted belonged to one of the local 

cartel members.  I’ve got no love for those guys, but they’ll keep the assassins at bay long enough for us 

to clear out of Mexico.  With any luck, the cartel guys and the hit men will kill each other off. 

I lean in close to Jessica and we head for the border like the bike has a jalapeno stuffed up its ass. 

 


