Amanda knew there was something different about her., Sshe knew that there was indeed something missing inside of her.  She always felt ditacheddetached from all those around her and wished she knew how to fit in better—, if only tooto get away from the constant stares of disapproval as she rolled through life doing everything she shouldn’t.  
She was reckless and spirited;, she spoke her mind without a single filter to protect her from the consequences. Many times, she had gotten herself into what she now dubbed as a pickle. She recalled a very specific occasion that sementedcemented the fact that she was not to be trusted alone.  
She was walking through the park;, she had just finished work and was on her way home. A group of juveniles were hanging on a bench chattering away about... what? She had no clue. She gave them a wide birthberth as she moved forward, trying her hardest to not make eye contact with them.   She heard them chuckilingchuckling as she walked by. She heard themand shuffling about as she walked by, and smelt the stale smell of marijuana.  
“Ooi!” oOne of the younglings shouted while sheI was in hearing distance. SheI ignored them and carried on shuffling past.
“Ooi you, girly! Come over here. We got something to show you.” They began to giggle as if this was apparently hilarious. SheI turned hermy head and rolled hermy eyes at them while sheI continued tooto walk.
“That bitch has got some kind of attitude!”
“Wwe should go teach her a lesson,.” one of the others chimed in.
SheI turned to look at them. “Hhey boys, would you mind kindly leaving me the hell alone?, I certainly don’t want to get idiotic boy guts on my shoe.”
They looked at each other, dumfounded. Clearly, they were unable to believe that a girl like herme would be able to stand up to any of them, and, sure enough, sheI could agree. SheI was five5 foot six6, 120 pounds with blonde hair and blue eyes. SheI certainly was not a body builder or a heavy weight champion. SheI watched as they eyed each other up, clearly trying to figure out what to do next.   Suddenly, fromform what she could tell, the biggest boy came forward with something shiny in his hand. Upon closer inspection, sure enough, it was a knife.   
“Wwhy don’t you come closer and say that again,” hHe said menacingly.,
She took a step closer to them, completely calm and collected, not an ounce of fear on hermy soft lady features.  
“I would, however I am deeply concerned about catching something…..incurable.”
“You bitch!” “ Aat that, he lunged forward with the knife., Aa quick side step from hermyself meantmeans sheI avoided an impaling. SheI twisted sharply and gave a roundhouse kick to the side of his face, watching as he went down while simultaneously bringing his hand to cover the infectedaffected area.
“Oone down,” she said nonchalantly.
Another two2 lunged forward trying to hit her from two2 different aidesangles. Of course, she wasn’t blind so she saw what they were doing. As they began to try and sandwich her in, she moved to the side, causing them to almost collide into each other., Lluckily for them, they righted themselves before they managed to collide into eachothercrash. She had to wonder how it felt for them in that moment, being bested by a woman—, or, letslet's be honest, based on her height, a girl would be more accurate. 
She waited for them to right themselves fully before she carried on, which, even for her, she knew was an odd thing to do, —giving the enemy a chance to compostcompose themselves.  She watched them as they glanced at each other, as if trying to figure out what had just happened, before they made their way towards her again., Tthis time, she stepped toward one of them to lose the gap and ducked down., Aas they closed the distance, she came up, elbow first, and cracked him in the jaw before quickly turning to duck down again and sweep her leg under the second sailant assailant’s legs. CausingThis caused him to flip to the side and land hard on his shoulder before the rest of him followed.   She got herself upright and surveyed the damage done. She watched as they all scrambled away from her in what she supposed was fear of what she might do next, considering just ducking, weaving, and two2 blows had sent three3 of them on their asses.  
“So, I assume you now understand your mistake., Yyou know….. you really shoudn’t assume, as it makes an ass out of you and me, and I don’t like being an ass, ya know?” All five5 of them looked at her like she had three3 heads.	Comment by Jennifer Roachford: Query to author, asking if they would prefer to choose another word here instead of "assume", since the character then goes on to say that she doesn't like to assume things.
“Okay,ok. I will take that as a yes, so ImaI’ll leave you guys to your evening., Ttoodles!” Aand with that, she left as gracefully as she arrived.

Following that event, she had been given many glares from bypassers due to the blood on her shirt and a serious reprimanding by her roommate., Nnow, you might be thinking, this doesn’t seem too bad., Tthey got what they deserved and she got home safe to tell the tale,tail right? WelllllWell, here’s the thing:, it is all about who you know, and unfortunately for Amanda, they knew perhaps what could be classedclassified as the most dangerous people in the city., yYep, she had only gone and beaten up the mafia bossesboss's son, and now? They had a hit out on her.




