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​CHAPTER ONE: THE SILVER BULLET
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San Perdido didn’t have traffic; it had cholesterol. The city’s arteries were clogged with four lanes of steel and frustration, a shimmering heat haze rising off the asphalt that smelled of exhaust, desperate ambition, and burnt clutch plates.

Felix "Fix" Harrow sat in the center of it all, his hands resting lightly on the steering wheel of a 2006 Honda Civic that looked like it had been chewed on by a decepticon and spat out for bad taste.

The air conditioning had died during the Bush administration. The passenger window was held up by a complex friction-based system involving a folded matchbook. And the tape deck—a stubborn, unkillable cockroach of 1990s technology—was currently halfway through Kenny G’s "Songbird."

It had been playing "Songbird" for three years. The eject button was jammed. The volume knob was broken off at a sensible six.

"Two minutes," Felix whispered, his eyes flicking from the dashboard clock to the GPS mounted on his phone. "We’re losing the window."

He wasn't speaking to a passenger. He was speaking to the car.

The Silver Bullet idled roughly, a low, predatory thrum that didn't match its rusted, silver exterior. To the casual observer, the Civic was a heap of junk destined for the scrapyard. To Felix, it was a masterpiece of deception. Under the dented hood lay a bored-out K20 engine with forged internals, a custom turbocharger salvaged from a wrecked street racer, and a nitrous injection system disguised as a disposable water bottle in the center console.

The Zippy Delivers app on his phone screen pulsed with a terrifying countdown timer.

ORDER #4922: ICED OAT MILK LATTE (EXTRA WHIP)

CUSTOMER: CHAD

ESTIMATED ARRIVAL: 2 MINUTES.

CURRENT RATING: 4.98 ⭐

"Hold together, old girl," Felix muttered.

He saw the gap before it existed. A delivery truck in the left lane was drifting six inches to the right. A taxi in the center lane was braking for a pigeon. A sliver of space, no wider than a refrigerator, opened up between them.

Felix dropped the clutch.

Most drivers treated a manual transmission like a chore. Felix treated it like a concert pianist treats a Steinway. He downshifted, rev-matched, and slotted the Civic into the gap with a surgical violence. The car surged forward, the custom suspension soaking up the lane dividers. He threaded the needle, clearing the truck’s bumper by the width of a coat of paint.

Kenny G’s saxophone swelled passionately as Felix drifted across three lanes of traffic, utilizing the slipstream of an ambulance to cut through the intersection just as the light turned yellow.

He didn't blink. He didn't sweat. He just checked the cupholder.

The latte hadn't spilled a drop.

"Good girl," he said, patting the dashboard. His finger grazed the piece of duct tape covering the Check Engine light. Written on the tape in black Sharpie were the words: DON'T WORRY ABOUT IT.

He pulled up to the curb of the gleaming glass obelisk known as the Zenith Tower exactly as the timer hit 0:00.

He grabbed the cup, exited the vehicle, and sprinted into the lobby. The transaction took eleven seconds. Chad, a twenty-something junior executive wearing a vest that cost more than Felix’s car, didn't look up from his phone as he snatched the drink.

"Thanks, bro," Chad mumbled.

"Enjoy the beverage, sir," Felix said, his voice flat, professional, and entirely devoid of the fact that he used to drive getaway cars for the Albanian mafia. "Please consider rating your service."

Chad walked away.

Felix stood by the revolving doors, staring at his phone. He held his breath. This was the moment. The adrenaline dump. The verdict.

Ding.

RATING RECEIVED: 5 STARS.

TIP: $1.50

Felix exhaled, his shoulders slumping. A buck fifty. He’d burned three dollars in premium fuel just making the light. But the rating—the rating remained pristine. A 4.98 average. In the brutal meritocracy of the gig economy, a 4.98 was the difference between getting the "Gold Tier" catering orders and hauling lukewarm burritos to stoners at 3:00 AM.

He walked back to the Civic, the heat of the pavement seeping through the thin soles of his sneakers. He slid into the driver’s seat, the springs groaning in protest.

"We live to fight another day," he told the car.

He pulled up his banking app. The numbers were stark, red, and judgmental.

CHECKING: $142.18

SAVINGS: $0.00

PENDING WITHDRAWAL: SUNNYVALE MEMORY CARE - $4,200.00 (OVERDUE)

Felix closed his eyes and leaned his head back against the headrest, letting the smooth jazz wash over him. His father’s facility had called yesterday. They were polite, professional, and threatening. Mr. Harrow, we understand times are tough, but we can’t maintain the level of care your father requires without settling the arrears.

They weren't going to kick the old man out on the street—not yet—but they would move him to the state-funded wing. The wing with the flickering lights, the smell of bleach and despair, and the nurses who were too overworked to notice if a confused old man wandered off.

Felix gripped the steering wheel until his knuckles turned white. He couldn't go back to the life. He’d promised. No more guns. No more running from sirens. No more blood on the upholstery.

But a dollar-fifty tip wasn't going to fix this.

He tapped the Zippy Delivers app to go offline, planning to head home and eat a can of beans over the sink.

The phone buzzed.

It wasn't the cheerful ding of a standard order. It was a harsh, jarring vibration that rattled the plastic of the dashboard. The screen flashed a deep, urgent crimson.

ALERT: RED TIER OPPORTUNITY

Felix froze. Red Tier. He’d heard rumors about these in the driver chat rooms, but he’d never seen one. They were the unicorns of the delivery world. High priority. discreet. usually reserved for transporting transplant organs or legal documents that needed to vanish.

PICKUP: 774 INDUSTRIAL WAY, SECTOR 4.

DROP OFF: PORT OF SAN PERDIDO, PIER 19.

DEADLINE: DAWN (06:00).

CARGO: CLASSIFIED.

PAYOUT: $5,000.00

Five grand.

Felix stared at the number. It was exactly enough. It would cover the nursing home for a month and leave him enough to fix the radiator hose that was currently held together with electrical tape and hope.

He looked at the pickup location. Sector 4 was the armpit of San Perdido—a maze of abandoned warehouses and rusted shipping containers where the streetlights had been shot out years ago.

It screamed 'trap'. It screamed 'illegal'. It screamed 'you are going to regret this, Felix'.

Kenny G hit a high note, soulful and oblivious.

"Just a package," Felix muttered to himself, rationalizing the insanity. "I pick up a box. I drive the box. I drop off the box. I don't look inside. I don't ask questions. Just like the old days, but with a W-2 form."

He hesitated, his finger hovering over the DECLINE button.

Then he thought of his dad, sitting in the common room at Sunnyvale, waiting for a son who was currently debating the ethics of high-speed logistics.

Felix tapped ACCEPT.

JOB CONFIRMED.

ROUTE CALCULATED.

The map populated. A jagged red line cutting through the city’s heart.

Felix turned the key. The Silver Bullet roared to life, a sudden, angry bark that startled a pedestrian walking a poodle. He shifted into first, the gearbox engaging with a satisfying mechanical thunk.

"Alright," Felix said, his eyes narrowing as he checked the mirrors. "Let's go make rent."

He peeled away from the curb, merging into traffic with the aggression of a man who had nothing left to lose but a star rating. The smooth jazz played on, providing the soundtrack for a very bad decision.
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​CHAPTER TWO: LOCKBOX 734
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Sector 4 was where the city of San Perdido hid its shame. It was a grid of corrugated iron, broken glass, and silence that felt heavy enough to bruise. The streetlights here didn’t buzz; they just wept a sickly orange light onto puddles of indeterminate chemical runoff.

Felix guided the Silver Bullet through the labyrinth of shipping containers, the suspension groaning as the tires crunched over debris. He checked his mirrors every four seconds. Habit.

The GPS led him to a monolithic concrete structure that looked like a prison for ghosts. A faded sign above the bay door read: HARRISON LOGISTICS – PERMANENTLY CLOSED.

"You have arrived," the GPS chirped cheerfully.

Felix killed the engine. The silence that rushed in was immediate and oppressive, broken only by the distant wail of a siren and the soft, relentless saxophone solo from the dashboard.

He sat for a moment, listening to the engine tick as it cooled. His heart was doing a frantic samba against his ribs. This was a bad idea. This was the kind of idea that usually ended with a closed-casket funeral and a very confused coroner.

"Just the package," Felix whispered. "Grab the package. Confirm pickup. Leave."

He grabbed his Zippy delivery bag—insulated, bright orange, and ridiculously conspicuous—and stepped out into the damp night air.
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