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I don’t like the way the two cops are watching me. The woman—thirties, 

black, in a faded ash-grey suit—looks ready to doubt every word that 

comes out of my mouth. As though I’m a suspect, not a victim. Cops 

always hate defence attorneys, but you’d think she’d cut me some slack 

right now. 

The man—same age, white, unshaven, in crumpled jeans and a stained 

flannel shirt—is focussed mainly on picking his teeth. But whenever he 

does glance in my direction, my skin crawls. 

Men don’t usually look at me that way these days. Can’t say I’ve 

missed it. 

If I call him out, his eyebrows will go up, he’ll glance at his partner, 

and then he’ll say something like: Jesus, lady, take a compliment. He might 

even wonder aloud, suspiciously, why I would care about such a small 

thing, given what I’ve just been through. And then I’ll have to resist 

making some kind of crack about his “small thing,” and there goes any 

hope of the cops taking this seriously. 

And I need them to take this seriously. I don’t want Liam coming back, 

with his paranoid theories, his hard knuckles, his meth-head bloodshot 

eyes. So I keep my mouth shut. 

‘Dispatch said he was five eight?’ the woman asks. She introduced 

herself as Agent Reese Thistle, FBI. 

‘No,’ I tell her. ‘The guy in the alley was about five eight. The guy who 

came in here was taller. Six one, maybe. A hundred eighty pounds, blonde 

hair, blue eyes, no wedding ring.’ I could tell them about the tattoo on his 

back, but they’d ask me how I knew. 

‘We’ll get to the alley in a moment,’ Thistle says. ‘You’re positive the 

guy who came inside was alone?’ 

I gesture around at my cramped office. ‘You see anyplace his buddy 

coulda been hiding?’ 

The woman takes this as rhetorical, but the man—he called himself 

Blake—looks around curiously, like a prospective buyer who’s only seen 

the building from outside. He scans the narrow doorway, the folded 

camping bed barely hidden behind the rickety desk for when I’m too drunk 

to drive home—which, in Texas, is very drunk. His eyes linger on the 

dented filing cabinet, which has held very few files since the invention of 

the laptop. I mostly use it for hiding bourbon. Lastly, he examines the 

bloody footprints—my bloody footprints—on the thin carpet. He looks 

fascinated, like an art critic in front of a Vermeer. 

Blake dabs a fingertip in the blood, sniffs it, and wipes his hands on his 

dirty jeans. Even on a cop’s salary, you’d think he could afford better 

clothes. Come to think of it, only Thistle flashed a badge on arrival. Maybe 

Blake is a consultant of some kind. 
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‘You said you didn’t know the guy,’ he says finally. ‘The one who came 

in.’ 

‘That’s what I said.’ Technically true. I did say that. 

‘But you let him in.’ 

It’s hard to keep my voice level, with my ribs still aching from Liam’s 

fist. ‘I didn’t let him in. He just walked in.’ 

‘That’s a good quality lock you got on that door.’ 

‘By law I have to keep my clients’ files secure.’ 

‘Sure,’ Blake says. ‘But you don’t keep the door locked when you’re 

in?’ 

I force myself to hold his gaze. ‘That’s right.’ 

Blake doesn’t look like he believes me, but he also doesn’t seem to care 

that I’m lying. He’s chewing the toothpick now, like he’s trying to make it 

sharper. Preparing to stake a tiny vampire. 

‘Shouldn’t you be out there looking for him?’ I say. ‘He’s getting 

further and further away—’ 

‘Houston PD is on it,’ Thistle says. ‘Might help if you told us what 

really happened.’ 

She lets the remark sit there a while. 

‘No-one walks into a random office, attacks a stranger and leaves 

without taking anything,’ she continues. ‘How about you save us some 

time?’ 

Under other circumstances, she might be my type. Tall. Authoritative. 

Nice skin. Kind of a bitch. 

‘You think I made this up?’ I lift my tank top, exposing the purple 

bruises all over my ribs. Blake avoids looking at them, like he’s squeamish. 

‘I’m not saying you weren’t attacked—’ Thistle begins. 

I say, ‘It might help if you told me why the FBI is here, rather than the 

Houston PD.’ 

I need to know what Liam is mixed up in. If they catch him, is my 

problem solved? Or does he have friends—business associates, he would 

surely call them, with a sniff and a wink—who might come after me? Was 

one of them responsible for the scream in the alley outside? 

The two cops look at each other. There’s a weird tension between them, 

like they want to sleep together, or they already did and they both regret it. 

Blake shrugs. Thistle turns to me and leans forward, giving me a 

glimpse of her cleavage between the buttons of her blouse. She doesn’t 

notice me looking. I think Blake does, but he just nods slightly, like I’ve 

confirmed something. 

‘This stays off the record, OK?’ Thistle is saying. ‘I don’t know if they 

explained confidentiality to you at law school.’ 

The irony stings. I would have told the police everything, except that 

Liam is my client, so the fact that I know him is privileged information. But 

he doesn’t trust me to keep it privileged, which is why he wanted to steal 

his old client file in the first place.  

He was my client. I’m sure as shit not representing him on any more 

assault charges. I should know off-hand whether I can break privilege 

under these circumstances. But I’m tired, tipsy, and frankly not a great 

lawyer. 
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‘We think the guy’s name is Liam Quaid,’ Thistle says. 

I blink. They already know him? 

‘Yesterday he called an associate to say that he thought someone was 

following him,’ Thistle continues. ‘A Caucasian man, brown hair, in a white 

Ford Focus. The associate’s phone was tapped for reasons I can’t disclose, 

so we heard the call. When we ran the plates of the Focus, it turned out to 

be stolen. Next thing we know, someone matching Liam’s description beats 

up a low-rent lawyer—no offense—not far from the garage he works at.’ 

I nod slowly, and regret it. The bourbon was supposed to help with the 

pain, but it just added a seasoning of nausea to go with the bruises.  

I can still smell Liam’s body odour in the air. Still hear his voice: Give 

me the fucking file, you goddamn whore. Now. Get it now! 

‘Tell us again what happened after he walked out,’ Thistle says. 

I swallow, hurting my dry throat. This is the hard part to talk about. 

I’ve been hit before—often by Chad, before I stopped calling myself bi and 

“went full lezzo,” as Mom put it at the time. Even after that I got the 

occasional beating, since Texas isn’t always kind to its queer community.  

But I’ve never seen anything like this. 

‘After he left,’ I say. ‘Maybe a minute later, I’m not sure, I heard a noise 

in the alley outside. It could have been a tyre screeching. But then it turned 

into a gurgle, and then I realized it had been someone screaming. I ran 

out—’ 

‘You didn’t look out the window?’ Thistle asks. 

Even if the window were clean, which it isn’t, it would only offer a 

view of the graffiti-stained rear wall of the coin-op laundry opposite. 

Neither end of the alley is visible. ‘I looked between the blinds, but didn’t 

see anything. So I ran out, and by the time I got there, the alley was empty.’ 

I clamp my hands between my thighs to stop them from shaking. ‘Except 

for the blood.’ 

‘Which you stepped in,’ Thistle says. 

‘Hard not to. The tarmac, the walls—it was everywhere. Like someone 

exploded out there. And then I looked down to see what I was standing in, 

and I saw… whatever it was.’ 

‘Blood.’ 

‘Not the blood. The…scrap.’ 

Blake cleared his throat. ‘We think it was a piece of the guy’s 

oesophagus.’ 

‘Jesus. Liam ripped someone’s throat out?’ For a moment I’m not 

seeing my office. I’m back out in the alley, looking down and standing still, 

like the blood has glued me to the ground. 

Thistle doesn’t answer my question. ‘So then you walked back in here 

and called the police?’ 

I nod. 

‘At what point did you see the other guy?’ Thistle asks. ‘Mr five foot 

eight?’ 

‘That was a half hour earlier, when I was closing up. I went to shut the 

blinds and saw someone walking past outside. I noticed, because it’s not 

exactly a thoroughfare, you know? People almost never go by there. 

Anyway, I didn’t see his face.’ 
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‘It’s a common height—what was he wearing?’ 

‘I don’t know. There was no reason to pay attention.’ 

‘Race? Hair colour?’ 

I just shrug. ‘Sorry.’ 

Thistle looks annoyed, but Blake doesn’t seem overly concerned. 

‘There are a lot of unknowns here,’ Thistle says. ‘The victim could be 

the mystery man, or Liam, or someone else. And the attack could be related 

or unrelated to what Liam did to you, which in turn could be related or 

unrelated to our investigation of his associate. All we know is that 

someone’s dead—Dr. Norman tells me that the blood is arterial, and that 

there’s almost a gallon of it. Christ.’ She sighs. ‘What a mess.’ 

‘Wait,’ I say. ‘You don’t think Liam was the killer? He might have been 

the victim?’ 

‘Well, if the guy who walked past your window is the same one with 

the stolen car, it sounds like someone was stalking him. Waiting for the 

right moment, maybe. If I were you, I’d start using that fancy lock on your 

door.’ 

Blake says, ‘Hypothetically, if the guy who hit you was your client, 

could you tell us?’ 

It’s almost a relief to be caught out. ‘I guess not. Hypothetically.’ 

He grunts. ‘You done, Agent Thistle?’ 

Thistle raises an eyebrow at me, and then stands up. ‘I’m done, Mr 

Blake.’ 

As Blake gets to his feet, I notice he’s about five eight. Common height, 

like they said. 

I say, ‘If it was Liam got attacked in the alley, why?’ 

Blake pauses, halfway out the door. ‘He sounds like a bad guy. And 

bad guys have a way of calling attention to themselves.’ 

‘What do I do now?’ I don’t know how I’m gonna sleep tonight. Here 

or at home. 

Blake gives me a reassuring smile. ‘My gut says you won’t see him 

again. Ah!’ He pulls the toothpick out of his mouth and examines the 

morsel speared on the tip. ‘Finally. Got him.’ 
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jackheath.com.au/just-one-bite 

"I devoured Just One Bite. Jack Heath is alarmingly skilled in all 

things dark and sinister. Luckily he is also bitingly, outrageously 

funny.” 

 --Sarah Bailey, bestselling author of The Dark Lake 

"Timothy Blake is a brilliant creation, guided by his own 

wayward moral compass, full of contradictions and black 

humor. Fast-paced and compelling, suspenseful and comic. Just 

One Bite is a terrific read." 

--Chris Hammer, international bestselling author of 

Scrublands 

http://jackheath.com.au/just-one-bite
http://jackheath.com.au/just-one-bite
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"Jack Heath's writing is tight, twisted, and terrific. He's given us 

a monster to root for, a monster who makes us laugh, a 

monster who will follow you around well after you've finished 

reading. Keep the lights on at night and you should be fine. 

Maybe hide the cutlery too." 

--Paul Cleave, international bestselling author of A Killer 

Harvest 

"Jack Heath does an astonishing job of continuing to make the 

reader root for the cannibal detective. ... Highly 

recommended!" 

--Carpe Librum 

"A funny, chilling, thought-provoking book with a killer ending. 

So to speak." 

--The Sydney Morning Herald 

"Just One Bite (and Hangman) are not for the faint of heart, 

but they are damn good thrillers that will have you turning 

pages... What I can appreciate about Blake's character is that 

he knows exactly who and what he is - he knows what he's 

doing is wrong but he also doesn't know how to curb his 

behaviours, despite trying - and he's a delightfully complex 

anti-hero who the reader can be empathetic towards, even 

when he's doing really horrible things... creepy and engaging 

and thrilling in equal measures." 

--Noveltea Corner 

"There are multiple and complex strands to this novel which, as 

it progresses to its dénouement, gradually become entwined... 

Timothy is a complex character and, in the hands of a lesser 

writer, it would be almost impossible for the reader to develop 

much sympathy for him. However, Jack Heath has written 

enough about Timothy, his tragic background and his moral 

system for the reader to - at least - have some understanding 

of why he does what he does." 

--Queensland Reviewers Collective 

"This compelling thriller opens at a brisk and grisly pace and 

keeps the reader engaged as it veers down some dark and 

disturbing paths." 

--Canberra Weekly 


