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The flashing lights wink and twirl like ballet dancers on a week-long meth bender.  There should be some 

predictability to the spinning, but thanks to the marvels of modern science and the club’s desire to be 

absolutely cutting-edge, the movement is mathematically random. 

Spotlights complement the pulsing beat of dance music and everything is coordinating an attack on Sally 

Anne’s head.  As soon as she walked into the club her head began throbbing to the beat of the mish-

mash of Gravity Kills, Rob Zombie, and Beastie Boys remixes.  The music would normally pick her up but 

it’s been a long day and Sally Anne would prefer a glass of wine and Nick Drake’s Pink Moon. 

She sighs, leans back in her bar stool and looks out over the crowd.  The flashing lights make it hard to 

pick up on details, but her eyes are incredible and can find minute things that others would miss.  

There’s a guy in the corner wearing what’s left of a suit.  He’s taken his shirt off and has his arms 

wrapped around a cute blonde whose outfit seems to consist of dental floss.  His arms are around her, 

pulling her mostly naked body against his torso.  Her eyes are rolled back in her head and her hands are 

guiding his all over her body.  The bulge in his pants says he’s enjoying the moment. 

Part of Sally Anne wonders what it would be like to feel his hands all over her body, but the other 

wonders who will be picking the couple up after they overdose on heroin.  Both of them think they’re 

being clever with her makeup on their arms, but Sally Anne can clearly see the track marks dotting their 

veins. 

It’s not technically a sin, but addiction that leads to death borders on it.  A clever lawyer could easily 

relate an overdose to suicide and that is a sin.  Of course, a lot of what lawyers do is a sin, too, and that 

makes them somewhat less than trustworthy. 

Sally mentally checks the time and realizes she has fifteen minutes.  Behind dark Wayfarers her eyes 

scan the room to make sure the man hasn’t left.  Vasiliy is right where he was when she walked in; 

leaning back in a booth with a couple pretty young things on either side of him. 

“Another bourbon?” a voice behind her asks. 

The bartender is cute enough in an “I like to think I’m tough” kind of way but Sally Anne prefers her men 

to actually be tough.  His brown eyes twinkle when she flashes him a smile with her ruby lips.   

She turns toward him and pushes her empty glass across the bar.  His hands are steady as he pours the 

drink and tops it with a flourish and huge, toothy grin.  Sally Anne realizes he’s hitting on her and 

chuckles inwardly.  She downs the drink in a single gulp and passes the empty glass back to him. 

“You might want to go easy, miss.  I can’t serve you if you’re drunk and that would make me one sad 

panda,” he tells her. 

“Why’s that?” Sally Anne asks. 



He pours more of the amber liquid into her glass and smiles shyly.  “You’ve got a great smile,” he tells 

her. 

More flirting, she thinks.  If he only knew. 

“You don’t need to worry about me,” she says.  “We drink much stronger stuff back home.” 

“Oh, yeah?” he asks.  “What do you drink?” 

Sally Anne ponders how to answer that.  The truth probably won’t hurt in this case.  “Tears of Heaven,” 

she says. 

The bartender frowns and furrows his cute eyebrows.  She can tell he’s debating what to say.  Will it be 

an insult to his skills to admit he’s never heard of the stuff?  Or will he fess up? 

“Never heard of it,” he says.  “Is it some kind of whisky blend?” 

Sally laughs and he goes up a notch in her estimation.  Not a lot of guys in his position would admit 

they’ve never heard of a drink.  “No,” she says.  “It’s quite literally what it says it is.” 

He starts to say something, stops, starts again, and finally ends by shaking his head.  His brows furrow 

together.  Doubtless he’s wondering if she’s crazy.  She downs her bourbon and pushes the empty glass 

back to him.  “Think of it as a kind of corrupted ambrosia.  It’s thick and heady and tastes like bad 

dreams.” 

“I think this should be your last one,” he says with a chuckle as he pours her drink. 

“Would it help if I prove I’m not drunk?” Sally asks. 

Some guy with slicked back hair and too-tight jeans starts snapping his fingers at the bartender.  Sally 

Anne glances at the kid, puts a finger to her lips and says, “Shush.  We’re talking.”  Over the noise of the 

club the guy would never hear a normal person, but slick hears Sally Anne clear as a bell.  The guy shoots 

her a glare but decides to move further down the bar rather than risk getting kicked out. 

The bartender leans forward on his elbows and puts his face down on Sally Anne’s level.  A young 

woman with black hair, red lips, and a pair of dark Ray-Bans stares back at her from his eyes.  For a 

moment she’s taken aback, wondering who the stranger is before remembering that’s what she looks 

like now. 

“How would you prove it?” the bartender asks. 

“Prove what?” Sally Anne asks with a sly grin. 

“That you’re not drunk,” he says with a laugh. 



“Oh, that,” she replies.  She closes her eyes, reaches her right hand out as far as it will go, picks up her 

drink with the left hand, and proceeds to down the bourbon and touch her nose at the same time.  “Will 

that work?” she asks. 

He laughs.  “It’s not regulation, but it will work.” 

Sally Anne mentally checks the time.  A few more minutes before it’s time to get to work, may as well 

enjoy them.  “What do the regulations say?” she asks. 

“You’re supposed to juggle four kittens while facing west,” he says. 

“That’s a tough test; my record is only three.  What happens if I fail the test?” 

“I’m supposed to cut you off, but make sure you’re safe.” 

“Oooh,” Sally Anne coos.  “And how would you keep me safe?” 

It’s a good thing Jack’s not here, Sally Anne thinks. If he’s off one of his damned-fool errands, she can 

have a little fun before she’s back on the clock.  No harm, no foul, right? 

“Well, ma’am, I’d probably have to see you safely home,” the bartender says. 

“In that case, you’d better give me another drink,” Sally Anne tells him. 

He pours the bourbon and sets it gently down in front of her.  If it weren’t for Jack she’d probably play 

this little game out to its logical conclusion but promises were made and promises must be kept.  

Besides, Jack may be a mountain of ugly, hairy, muscle, but he’s her mountain of ugly, hairy muscle. 

She shoots the bourbon back and hands him the empty glass.  Their fingers brush when he takes the 

glass from her.  “Another?” he asks. 

Sally Anne nods. 

He passes another shot back to her.  “Where are you from?” he asks. 

“Down south,” Sally Anne says with a smile.  She downs the drink and calmly sets the empty glass back 

on the bar.  According to her internal clock it’s two minutes to midnight and that means it’s time to get 

to work.  She reaches down the front of her dress and pulls out a roll of bills.  Paper money still weirds 

her out and she’s not sure just how much to put down.  In the end, she drops the whole roll on the bar 

and says, “Thanks for the chat.  I’ve got an appointment to get to.” 

He looks crestfallen and asks, “Are you going to be okay?  That was a lot of bourbon.” 

She stands up smoothly, touches her nose again and smiles.  “See,” she says, “I told you it takes more 

than bourbon to knock me down.” 

“You know where to find me,” he calls out.  She blows him a kiss and works her way through the crowd 

of sweaty bodies. 



The music is still too loud and frenetic for Sally Anne’s taste; a remix of some old Gravity Kills song is 

blasting through the concealed speakers.  She’s not sure how anyone can dance to industrial music, but 

all around her people are swaying to some rhythm she simply cannot find in the song.  It’s not like it’s a 

bad song, it’s fine for what it is, but it’s not exactly dance music.  Sally Anne has heard it before but can’t 

quite remember the title.  It’s from when the band was still big, before they split up. 

As she moves through the crowd the name of the song keeps eluding her and it’s frustrating.  

Frustration leads to anger and anger leads to the deathly calm of getting the job done.  All pretense of 

innocence leaves her as she walks.  Her steps become stronger, more focused.  Without realizing they’re 

doing it, dancers move out of her way. 

What was the name of the song?  It’s right on the tip of her tongue but she can’t tease it out of her 

brain. 

It’s almost midnight and she picks up the pace slightly.  It’s important for the game that she show up 

exactly at midnight.  The song will have to wait; Vasiliy is less than twenty feet way.  She can catch 

glimpses of the fat, guilty, bastard as the dancers drift through the club. 

Ah, yes.  Guilty is the name of the song.  Appropriate. 

He’s sitting at a big table in the back of the club, far enough away from the crowd that they don’t bother 

him, but close enough that they can all see him and know he’s important.  Two bodyguards stand in 

front of Vasiliy’s table, keen eyes watching the dance floor in case some idiot decides to cause a 

problem. 

The closer she gets, the more Sally Anne can hear of Vasiliy’s conversation.  His deep voice carries well 

even with the unnamed song still blaring.  “Almost midnight and Vasiliy is still here!” he yells.  The girls 

on either side of him giggle and stroke his arms. 

Vasiliy is bratva – Russian mafia – and going out of his way to live and look the role.  His accent is thick 

and exaggerated.  He tends to add an extra ‘ye’ sound to some words so instead of saying ‘midnight’ he 

says ‘meyidnight’ like he’s not only Russian, he’s desperately Russian. 

Sally Anne can’t figure out who’s more pathetic, Vasiliy for thinking the girls on his arms have any 

interest in him or the girls who are just looking for a free meal with a toad like him.  She’s shaking her 

head in disdain as she sneaks past the guards like a wraith in a tight black dress. 

At exactly midnight she appears in front of Vasiliy’s table and flashes a toothy grin.  “Good evening 

Vasiliy,” Sally Anne says brightly.  “I’m sorry to keep you waiting but I had more pressing concerns.” 

The guards hear her voice and move in on Sally Anne.  They’ve got their hands inside their suit jackets 

and their lips are pursed.  She can tell they’re pissed off that she managed to sneak past them so easily, 

but really they weren’t very good at their jobs.  Back home their punishment would have been severe 

for such a failure.  Of course, back home guards aren’t wasted on toads like Vasiliy. 



Sally Anne readies herself for them, notices the guard on the right is closer and prepares to attack the 

guard on the left.  It will be unexpected and let her create some distance from the other attacker. 

Before the situation can explode Vasiliy Ivankov Slokavich holds up his hand and motions his bodyguards 

back.  At five foot five inches tall and looking like she weighs in at a buck ten at the most, Sally Anne 

hardly seems like a threat to the self-professed King of the Underworld. 

King of the Underworld, Sally Anne thinks.  That’s funny. 

The rolls of fat under his chin ripple as Vasiliy looks her up and down before a huge smile crosses his 

face and he laughs out loud.  He slams his fist on the table and laughs out loud, his whole body shaking 

with the fits of laughter.  “And who sent you to Vasiliy?” he asks, wiping tears of laughter from his eyes. 

“An interested party,” Sally Anne says, enjoying the game. 

“Vasiliy is interested to know who sent a pretty girl to him.” 

The girl on his left wraps her arms tightly around the Russian’s arm.  The other leans into him, wrapping 

her arms around him and snuggling her face into his sweaty neck.  He wraps his arms around them and 

leans back in the booth with a smile that says he thinks he owns the world. 

“Do you always refer to yourself in the third person?” Sally Anne asks. 

Vasiliy cocks his head to the side.  A look of confusion crosses his face. 

“The third person,” Sally Anne says again.  “Referring to yourself by using your own name.” 

He happily slams a fist down on the table again and points at her.  “Vasiliy likes his name.  The more 

people that know Vasiliy’s name the more power he has.” 

Sally Anne has to suppress a snicker at that statement.  She keeps a straight face and says, “Your power 

comes from a different place than your name, Vasiliy.” 

“Indeed!” he says boisterously.  “Vasiliy’s power comes from his money, his soldiers, and the many 

beautiful ladies who love him so much.” 

“And?” Sally Anne asks. 

“And what?” Vasiliy asks. 

“Your power is derived from someplace far different than your money, your thugs, and your whores,” 

Sally Anne says. 

A dark part of her soul laughs as she watches the blood drain from his face.  She reaches across the table 

and snatches the glass of vodka in front of him.  A quick smile and she drains the ice cold distilled 

potatoes.  Not for the first time tonight she wishes there was something stronger, something worthy of 

her in this place. 



“Why?” Vasiliy mutters. 

“Are you sure you want to discuss business with so many untrustworthy ears, Vasiliy?” 

He pulls his arms off the girls and gently pushes them away.  They try to pull close to him again, wrap 

themselves around him but his gentle pushes turn to shoves.  The strange push-pull dynamic continues 

until Vasiliy’s face turns bright red and he yells, “Bitches leave!” 

Sally Anne raises an eyebrow.  She has a lot of leeway in how she handles tonight and yelling about 

bitches isn’t exactly enamoring him to her.  The girls slink away like dogs that have just been kicked off 

the couch and can’t understand what they did wrong. 

“What about your guards?” 

Vasiliy’s face hardens. “They stay.” 

Sally Anne smiles her most innocent smile.  She’s sure if there was a mirror somewhere nearby the sheer 

sweetness would shatter the glass.  “Don’t trust me?” 

“They say your boss is a great liar.” 

“The father of them all some would say.” 

“So, nyet,” Vasiliy says.  “I trust you like I trust the plague.” 

“Oh, Vasiliy, don’t be silly.  You can always trust the plague to do what it says it will.” 

“I still don’t trust you,” the big Russian says.  “The guards stay.” 

“If you say so,” she says with a roll of her eyes.  Sally Anne looks around for a chair and realizes the only 

seat is the booth next to the bear.  She shoos him over and scoots into the booth. 

From Vasiliy’s private booth they both have a spectacular view of the club.  It’s an ocean of sweaty 

bodies colored red, green, and blue in the randomly swirling lights.  The sound is muted here but she 

can still feel the pulsing bass of whatever song is playing. 

The guards are watching Vasiliy and Sally Anne closely, hands still close to their guns.  “The threats are 

out there, numb nuts,” he says with a wave of his hand.  They reluctantly turn around and watch the 

dance floor. 

“Well, then.  What shall we discuss,” he asks Sally Anne. 

She stretches and twists on the booth to face the mobster.  “Our organization.” 

“Organization, pah!”  Vasiliy interrupts. 

“Our organization,” Sally Anne continues, “granted you certain capabilities in return for certain 

promises.  We made an investment in you and you have been failing to deliver on your end of the 



bargain.  The rules were followed, our end of the agreement was met; we even went so far as to send 

notice that you had until tonight to hold up your end.  We almost never send notice.” 

“I’m flattered.” 

“You should be.  Most people in your position would be living out the rest of their lives with their balls in 

a clamp and raped by gorillas,” Sally Anne says.  While she’s talking she keeps scanning the dancing 

throng.  Although she knows the greatest threat in the club is sitting right next to her and the only real 

threat he poses is to her sense of decency. 

Vasiliy downs a vodka with lipstick on the glass.  He tries to act cool and collected as he fills two glasses 

but his hands are shaking slightly.  The first glass slides in front of Sally Anne and Vasiliy holds up the 

second to toast her. 

“You can’t poison me, you know,” Sally Anne says as she lifts the glass. 

“Da, I know,” Vasiliy says.  “It’s just rare to find someone else who knows how to deliver pain.  I like to 

toast to my own kind.  Za vas.  To you!” 

“Za vas,” Sally Anne replies and clinks her glass to his.  The vodka wasn’t poisoned, which is a bit 

disappointing to her.  She was under the impression that she was dealing with a professional.  “So, 

Vasiliy, how are we going to rectify this problem?  My guess is you think you’ve found a loophole in the 

agreement and I’m here to plug that loophole.  We were promised a dozen souls and you have failed to 

deliver even one.  By the terms of the agreement that means you forfeit yours.” 

Vasiliy pours another drink and waves his hand across the dance floor.  “I can walk out there, among 

those sweaty idiots and provide you with your dozen souls.” 

“Those are innocents and you know it.  The bargain was power for a dozen tainted souls.” 

“Innocent?” Vasiliy asks, stunned.  “Look at them groping and rubbing each other.  I personally bought 

cocaine in the bathroom from a man who still had cum on his chin.” 

“Drugs and sex won’t taint a soul, Vasiliy.  We need the kind of souls that have murdered their own 

children or raped their siblings.  The truly bad people.  Like you.” 

“Da.  In this day and age it is more and more difficult to find those people before the authorities do.  

Once they’re in jail I can’t get to them,” Vasiliy says with a frustrated sigh. 

“That’s not really my problem,” Sally Anne tells him. “We had an agreement.” 

“So they send a little girl to take care of the problem?  What would you do if I told you to just go piss up 

a rope?” Vasiliy asks.  He pronounces ‘little’ as ‘leetle’.  The vodka and the cocaine are making him bold. 

Sally Anne contemplates this sudden change in attitude the same way she contemplates everything else.  

Scenarios flash through her mind; most them focusing on tearing Vasiliy’s throat out, killing his guards 

and disappearing into the crowd.  It wouldn’t be hard, but her mission parameters were specific: twelve 



souls would be preferable to one and the rules of the Universe are clear: you can’t take a soul if you kill 

the body.  Vasiliy has to die naturally but there are no rules that say he has to live out the rest of his life 

peacefully and comfortably. 

“Let’s keep this professional,” she tells him.  “What are you going to do to get us our twelve souls?” 

“You want souls?  Vasiliy can get you twelve souls tonight.” 

“There’s also the matter of an act of contrition.” 

“What is this ‘act of’… how did you say?” Vasiliy asks. 

“Contrition,” Sally Anne answers, rolling her eyes.  She speaks very slowly and emphasizes each word 

like she’s talking to a child.  “An act of contrition.” 

“What is act of contrition?” 

Sally Anne sighs and slumps in the booth.  She had never thought it was a good idea to sublet out soul 

collection; it means they’re far too reliant on independent contractors for what they need.  She also 

hates dealing with the stupid ones and Vasiliy is looking like he’s none too bright.  “Did you read the 

contract before you signed it?” 

“Da.  I read the part where I get power and only have to kill some people.  I would have killed the people 

anyway.  Is win-win for Vasiliy.” 

“But you haven’t delivered on your end of the bargain, Vasiliy.  We need those souls and an act of 

contrition tonight or you forfeit everything.  All your power, all your money.  Those girls will leave you in 

a heartbeat as soon as you have nothing.” 

“Bah!” he exclaims.  “Women are like pocket change; some may be worth more than others but all in all 

they don’t amount to much.  Vasiliy can always rebuild.” 

“Let me make something crystal clear to you,” Sally Anne says, getting frustrated.  “When we’re done 

with you there will be nothing left for you to rebuild.  You’ll be a broken shell of the pathetic man you 

are now.” 

Vasiliy leans forward and puts his sweaty face close to hers and for a moment she thinks he’s going to 

kiss her.  His breath reeks of vodka and caviar and his body reeks of nervous desperation.  For all his 

bravado there’s still a hint of fear in his sweat and it smells sweet to Sally Anne. 

“When we’re done,” Vasiliy says, “you’ll be begging me to fuck you, just to take the pain away.” 

His hand reaches up to trace her cheek and Sally Anne slaps it away.  “So it’s come to this, then,” she 

says. 

“It’s come to this,” he tells her.  Vasiliy slides away from her and snaps his fingers. 



The guards spin around, their guns drawn and immediately open fire. 

***** 

As soon as Vasiliy slid away Sally Anne knew what was coming up.  She kicked the table over and slid off 

the booth just before the guards started firing.  The table was thick plastic that splintered when the 

bullets started tearing into it, but at least it held steady. 

She can hear screaming over the gunfire.  Even over the loud music the sound of automatic weapons – 

and the muzzle flash – is obvious.  The crowded club erupts into chaos.  The people nearest Vasiliy’s 

goons are the first to see and hear the guards firing.  As those people start running for the exit they 

startle other people and soon the club is a roiling mass of bodies seeking any way out of the club. 

When the shooting stops, Sally Anne pushes the pitted table forward and charges the nearest guard.  

They weren’t originally targets, but no one shoots at Sally Anne and gets away with it.  Small, but strong, 

she hits the guard with an enormous amount of force.  He tumbles down the dais and she immediately 

turns her attention on the other guard. 

He’s fumbling with his gun – some kind of small automatic like a MAC-10 – and something seems to 

have jammed in it.  His face doesn’t show any worry, just a deep focus on fixing the problem, as Sally 

Anne turns to face him. 

A low growl escapes from her lips.  Something about the growl speaks of horrors and strength and 

nightmares where even the covers won’t save you.  The guard clears the jam and has the barrel up and 

pointing at her before she can get to him. 

Her hands automatically go up.  The guard smiles and steps close to her.  Close enough she can feel the 

cold steel of the guard’s gun pushing into her forehead.  She can seem him grinning.  When he winks at 

her, she moves.  Stepping slightly to the left, Sally Anne reaches out and grabs the gun.  Her right hand 

punches the guard in the face, rocking him back slightly, before joining its sister under the frame of the 

gun. 

The guard is still reeling from the punch when Sally Anne steps close and bends his elbow down.  Her 

hands tighten on the gun, using it as added leverage as she steps back and twists his arm down and 

around.  It happens so quickly she barely hears when his tendons rip and his shoulder pops out of its 

socket.  She continues twisting, pulling on his torn arm until his balance breaks and the screaming guard 

goes flying. 

To his credit, the tough Russian guard rolls to his feet.  His destroyed arm hangs limply at his side and he 

grimaces when his shifting feet make it swing.  He reaches behind his back and under his jacket with his 

good arm and pulls out a nasty looking dagger.  Even through his pain Sally Anne can see a wicked grin. 

She’s so focused on the tough bastard in front of her that Sally Anne doesn’t notice the first guard sneak 

up behind her.  A sound like staccato thunder rolling across the plains reminds her of home before the 

pain in her back further reminds her of growing up. 



The bullets are small but fast and all thirty find new homes in the middle of her back.  It feels like getting 

punched over and over.  Sally Anne staggers forward, straight into the guard with the bad arm.  His good 

arm slashes out in a short arc and a flash of silver streaks across her face.  The knife cut feels like a pinch 

on her left cheek.  The guard doesn’t waste any time slashing at her again.  His knife finds her throat and 

slides across the side of her neck effortlessly. 

Sally Anne’s legs give out underneath her and she drops to her knees in front of the guard.  Her back is 

throbbing where the bullets slammed into her and her cheek and neck sting.  She looks up in time to see 

the guard with the knife getting ready to plunge into her eye socket. 

“Nyet!” Vasiliy yells.  “I’m not done with her yet.” 

The guard nods at Vasiliy and steps back slightly, making room for the fat bastard in front of the kneeling 

Sally Anne.  “Your knife,” Vasiliy says, holding out his hand. 

He holds the knife in front of her nose, so close she can smell her own blood on it.  Sally Anne keeps her 

eyes locked on Vasiliy’s and doesn’t flinch when he drags it slowly across her other cheek. 

“You were warned,” Vasiliy says with an evil grin as he brandishes the knife in front of her face.  “Vasiliy 

told you he would bring you pain.” 

“I gave you a chance little man.  You could have walked out of this relatively unscathed.” 

For all his bulk, Vasiliy can move quickly when he really wants to.  The back of his hand stings her cheek 

and sends her reeling to the floor.  Sally Anne lays gasping and holding her cheek, impressed by the 

ferocity of his blow.  “I can’t wait to taste your pleasures,” Vasiliy tells her, knife in one hand while he 

rubs himself with the other. 

Her cheek stings, but not as much as her pride.  Sally Anne considers herself a professional and she’s still 

mentally kicking herself for letting that idiot guard get the drop on her.  Honestly, she’s kind of surprised 

Vasiliy had the balls to attack her in the first place.  He knew the score and he knew what he was up 

against and took the shot anyway.  How very odd, she thinks, but it’s time to finish this. 

While Vasiliy stands over her, rubbing himself, Sally Anne’s leg lashes out and her heel slams into his 

knee.  His leg collapses under the force of her blow and he collapses to the floor, holding his leg and 

grimacing. 

The guard with the gun aims at her but she started moving before Vasiliy hit the ground.  Bullets can’t 

kill her but they don’t feel good.  Her dress is shredded and she can feel the steamy air of the club all 

over her body.   A flap of skin is hanging off her cheek, revealing bright red flesh beneath. 

Sally Anne doesn’t hesitate or dwell on her wounds.  She shoots forward into the guy with the gun, 

driving her elbow into his chest.  He staggers back and she presses her advantage.  A half fist hits his 

throat and she follows up by putting her thumbs in his eyes.  He hits the ground blind and gasping for 

breath, still alive but no longer a threat. 



Sally Anne pulls off her glasses and glares at him with literal fire in her eyes.  She spins around just in 

time to catch a downward slice from the other guard.  The knife cuts her from her shoulder blade to her 

opposite hip.   Sally Anne reaches inside the wound and pulls back the sliced flesh and dress, revealing 

bright red skin underneath.  The guard stops his attack, fascinated and horrified at the woman who’s 

currently pulling her skin off in the middle of the club. 

Her flesh comes off in huge strips until a five foot five inch devil woman stands naked and glorious in the 

flashing lights.  A long tail with a heart-shaped tip wraps around her right leg, flicking back and forth 

impatiently. 

“What the fuck are you?” the guard asks. 

Sally Anne’s tail unwinds from her leg and lashes forward, embedding itself deep in the man’s eye 

socket.  At first he can’t believe what just happened but soon the pain hits and his hands grasp her tail, 

desperate to pull the tip out of his eye.  She enjoys watching him struggle, loves the erotic look of pain 

on his face, but the mission still has to be finished. 

With a pop the tip of her tail pulls out of his eye socket, pulling the eyeball with it.  The pain overwhelms 

the bodyguard and he falls to his knees screaming.  That’s the wonderful thing about eyes; some people 

can train themselves to take a shot to the groin, but there is no way to toughen up eyes. 

She turns her attention to Vasiliy.  The mobster is trying desperately to struggle to his feet but his knee 

won’t support his bulk anymore.  Each time he tries to rise, his leg gives out and he collapses to the 

ground again. 

“Time’s up, Vasiliy,” Sally Anne says.  “Time to pay the piper.” 

To her surprise, he laughs at her.  A chuckle filled with madness and brimming with perceived power.  

“You think you’ve won here?” he asks. 

“You’re on the ground.  Your guards can’t help you anymore.  You’ve lost,” she tells him. 

“Those guards?” he asks.  “They are nothing but window dressing.  Vasiliy has something much better.” 

Sally Anne hears a thumping sound coming from somewhere in the club.  Heavy footsteps crash into the 

club’s floor and something shoves tables and chairs out of the way.  She gets a sinking feeling in her gut.  

The footsteps are familiar and very bad news. 

“Your people,” Vasiliy says with an evil chuckle, “are so easy to bribe.  A child here, a virgin there, and 

soon Vasiliy has powerful friends who were happy to give him a new toy.” 

At the edges of the club something huge is moving toward her.  In the flashing lights Sally Anne can 

make out the bulk of a monstrosity heading toward her.  A glimpse of horns is all it takes to be sure: a 

Titan.  Ten feet of knotted muscle and bad attitude is bearing down on her. 



Titans are what Hell uses when it wants to go to war.  They’re the tanks of the unholy battlefield, 

walking monstrosities with no purpose except to crush everything before them.  Glasses rattle on tables 

as it stomps toward her.  The Titan’s glowing red eyes scan the club, searching for targets.  Hell’s tanks 

are designed to seek out and destroy any targets of opportunity on the battlefield. 

Sally Anne drops low, knowing full well what the creature is capable of.  She doesn’t bat an eye as it 

finds a guy cowering under a table and tears him in half.  She doesn’t flinch when the tank stomps on a 

woman trying to scramble away from it on all fours.  She calmly dodges the table it kicks at her. 

When the Titan is almost on top of her she hears Vasiliy laughing, a deep and guttural sound of joy.  “It’s 

going to crush your bones.  Vasiliy just hopes it leaves that pretty mouth of yours alone.” 

She casts a quick glance at the fat man on the floor and grins.  A crackle of energy catches her ears and 

she turns back toward the Titan.  In its left hand it’s holding a sword made of flames, the legendary 

Uriel’s Edge.  The Titan has found its target. 

The flaming sword arcs through the air spitting sparks and screaming an earsplitting yell.  Sally Anne 

casually dances away from the sword.  For all their strength, all their power, Titans are designed for a 

packed battlefield.  Against a densely packed group of opponents Titans are devastating.  Against a 

single, agile opponent all their power is largely wasted. 

The creature howls a frustrated yell and swipes at her again, this time a huge horizontal strike that she 

easily ducks under.  The sword moves close enough that she can feel the heat of it on her face and 

worries it might set her hair on fire. 

After the sword passes Sally Anne darts forward and slams the tip of her elbow into the Titan’s chest.  

She’s small but fast and her elbow concentrates the whole force of her rapidly accelerating body into an 

area slightly over an inch square.  The Titan staggers back slightly but quickly recovers and swats her 

aside a like a bug. 

She lands in a roll and comes back up easily.  Sally Anne may only be a kind of muscle for Hell, but she’s 

not without her own set of skills.  The Titan doesn’t waste any time and the flaming sword nearly cuts 

her in two.  A duck and roll brings her inside the monster’s sword range.  A glowing dagger appears in 

her hand and slides easily into the Titan’s ribs. 

A howl that shatters the windows echoes from the Titan’s lips.  Most people soil themselves at the sight 

of a Titan.  Scare the enemy half to death and your side doesn’t have to work as hard.  But like 

everything else the tanks have their weaknesses.  Since they were designed for large-scale combat they 

were geared primarily with offensive capabilities.  Most people – the ones who survived the sword, 

anyway – who get too close a Titan will freeze up and find themselves crushed. 

Sally Anne has insider information, though, and knows the weakest spot on the giant is right above its 

hip bones.  On the battlefield that spot is heavily armored, but this isn’t a battlefield and the Titan isn’t 

wearing armor.  She keeps her head and controls the whole fight from beginning to end.  The Titan’s 



eyes look almost intelligent shortly before it dies, collapsing in a huge mass that sizzles and crackles as it 

self-destructs. 

On the floor, Vasiliy is staring in wide-eyed wonder at the red woman.  Sally Anne smiles and kicks him in 

the head. 

“Where’d you get the Titan?” she asks. 

“Fell off the back of a truck,” he replies. 

“Your guards are dead.  Your toy is dead.  Even the local security buggered out of here.  Where’d the 

Titan come from?” 

“Fuck you,” Vasiliy says, holding his head. 

“You think you’ve found a loophole, some kind of way to get out of your contract, but there is no way 

out.  You signed in your own blood.  Someone convinced you to do this and gave you a Titan, I want to 

know who.” 

Sally Anne kicks him in the ribs and feels one break under her bare red toes.  He doubles over in pain, 

clutching his side but refuses to make a noise.  She squats down next to him.  “Tell me what I want to 

know and I’ll make this easier on you,” she says with a warm smile. 

Vasiliy glares at her but refuses to speak.  His eyes start locked onto hers but soon drift down to her 

naked body.  Like most of her kind she finds the human affection for clothes to be puzzling, but is even 

less impressed with their tendency to stare.  Even in Hell there are rules of acceptable behavior and 

leering is definitely on the naughty list. 

She slaps him hard across the cheek and grabs his nose between her index and middle fingers.  He 

forgets all about his broken rib when she starts to twist his nose.  “Tell me what I want and I’ll just shake 

your hand,” she tells him with nonchalant malevolence in her voice.  “Don’t tell me and I’ll gleefully 

break off parts of you until I get what I want.  And then I’ll shake your hand.” 

“The cops will be here soon you fucking psycho,” Vasiliy cries out.  Her fingers are cutting off the air 

through his nose and his voice comes out high pitched and hollow. 

Sally Anne looks around the empty room.  Far in the distance she can hear sirens.  “I can take you 

downtown if you’d prefer.  I can’t really take your life, which is why I’m not harvesting that black pit you 

call a soul right now, but there’s no rule against making you hurt.” 

Vasiliy gasps.   Her expression is dead-pan serious and those flaming eyes don’t look at all concerned.  

“Vesuvio,” he says.  “It was Vesuvio who told me.” 

She tightens her grip on his nose and twists it until she hears it start to crack but he doesn’t offer up any 

more information.  She doesn’t know who Vesuvio is, but Hell is a big place and even a gadfly like her 

won’t have met everyone. 



Her fingers leave his nose and Vasiliy doesn’t waste any time caressing his broken nose.  She can see 

tears in his eyes, but the tough bastard never did cry out.  “See, that wasn’t so hard now, was it?” Sally 

Anne says.  “Now, give me your hand and I’ll shake it.  Then we’re done!” 

She pauses momentarily, thinking, before she continues.  “Well, we’re done until your body is dead – 

shouldn’t take long from the look of it – and then I’ll personally come harvest your soul.” 

Vasiliy holds a shaking hand out toward her and she grasps it firmly in her smaller right hand.  There’s a 

blur of movement and Sally Anne’s dagger cleanly separates Vasiliy’s hand from the rest of his body. 

He finally cries out and clutches the stump to his chest, eyes wide with fear and grudging kind of awe.  

“What was that for?  You said you’d shake my hand.”  All his fluff, bluster, and fake bravado has left him.  

The broken mobster has even stopped referring to himself in the third person. 

Sally Anne picks up a napkin off the floor and wraps the severed hand with it.  “I will shake your hand,” 

she says.  “I’ll shake it anytime I want because I’ll keep it in a box by my bed.  Now, are you going to try 

to find loopholes to weasel out of your contract again?” 

Vasiliy shakes his head over and over and tries to scoot away from her. 

“Good boy,” Sally Anne says, “because I’ve had a long day and I really don’t want to come back here.  

You have until 6am and don’t forget you still owe me an act of contrition.”  She glances down at his 

crotch and grins.  “You can cut it off or I can come back and tear it off, your choice.” 

For the first time tonight, Vasiliy whimpers. 

The sirens are getting closer and she doesn’t feel like dealing with Terrestrial cops.  In the morning she 

might think differently, but for now she’s tired and all she wants is a glass of Tears of Heaven and her 

favorite slippers. 

On her way out, she finds the cute bartender cowering behind the bar.  “Thanks for the drinks and 

conversation,” she tells him. 

His eyes peek up over the bar top, look her over and disappear again.  The sirens are right outside the 

main door but her keen hearing manages to pick up the bartender’s faint, “No problem.” 

She realizes he’s far too scared to worry about right now.  Her hands come together and expand 

outward.  As they expand, a purplish glow shimmers in mid-air.  A little finessing with the portal and 

she’s got her ride home.  A quick check around the club reveals a disaster area; aside from Vasiliy and 

the bartender the place is devoid of life.  There’s a pile of ashes where the Titan died.  The Russian 

mobster is lying on the ground cradling his stump and the bartender is still hiding from her.  Sally Anne 

feels a pang of sorrow that the man she was casually flirting with is now terrified of her, but some things 

can’t be helped. 

Vasiliy probably won’t be a problem anymore, but with people like him it’s impossible to really tell.  It 

still leaves one problem back home, though.  Who in Hell would side with the likes of Vasiliy against her 



boss?  Someone’s making a power play and Sally Anne has a sneaking feeling the whole ticking time 

bomb will wind up in her lap soon enough. 

The bartender peeks his head over the bar top again and she blows him a kiss before stepping through 

the portal to deliver her report and find a box for her new hand. 


