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THE HITMAN STORIES

 

by Gary Jonas


 

SO YOU WANNA BE A HITMAN

 

 

 

Traffic pisses me off.  I can't understand how all these morons get their driver's licenses.  Check this out.  I'm driving along and I see that traffic is all messed up a block ahead.  I whip over to the right hand lane because I'm gonna hop on the expressway, right?  Well, needless to say there's a truck in the right lane who's trying to get over because the driver's an illiterate fuck who can't read the sign that says Right Lane Must Turn Right.

So I have to stop and wait.  Gets on my last nerve.  But it almost turns out okay because I get to rubberneck at the accident that has traffic all screwed up.  This Toyota Camry tried to run over a Buick Regal.  The Regal won.  So I'm watching them pull this bitch out of the Toyota.  She's got on this stupid looking pink outfit that just goes to show that people will wear damn near anything.  I wonder if she'd have chosen that ratty old thing if she'd known she'd get killed in it.

I'm watching the paramedics try to revive the old bat when I hear the screech of tires and my eyes lock onto my rear-view mirror.  This blue Audi almost hits me.  Long-haired hippie at the wheel is flipping me off.  I look ahead and wave back at him 'cause I gotta admit that it was my fault.  Someone had let the truck squeeze in while I was gawking.

I drive on, thinking about how cool it is to see the bodies up close and personal rather than watch Faces of Death.  I mean, you're there and the bodies are there and you can smell the death and be thankful that it wasn't you decked out in a pink jumpsuit with your brains splattering on the concrete.  Only two drawbacks.  One:  There's no pause button.  Two:  There's no rewind.

So I get on the expressway and I'm cruising along at seventy miles an hour when suddenly that Audi, which I'd forgotten about, cuts me off.  The asshole swerves right into my lane and slams on his brakes.  Bad idea.  I've been dealing with morons who stop to turn right.  Dolts who can't figure out that a continuous lane means you don't have to stop.  Idiots who poke along like they're parking in the middle of the road.  No one's gonna cut me off like this loser.

I swerve to avoid the collision and I gun the engine.  He won't be able to keep up.  No way.  I dart in and out of traffic.  But the jerk follows me.  I glance back and see that his passenger, this stupid looking bitch with a mohawk is hanging out the passenger window.  She hurls a beer bottle at my car.  The bottle smashes into the trunk with a loud thunk.  One more dent to add to my collection.  I cut across three lanes of traffic and slip off the exit ramp that takes me to work.  I make a note of the license plate--personalized to say 2-CUTE.

It would have ended right there.  I mean, traffic pisses me off, but I don't hold a grudge for more than a couple of minutes tops.

I say it would have ended.

See, I work at this place called We Cash Checks.  I deal with all these lowlifes who come in with their thousand dollar two party personal checks.  The folks who have huge handwritten payroll checks where you can tell they added an extra digit or two themselves.  People who have no ID.  And of course, drug dealers who want money orders to get rid of all that cash.  Launder it and all.

I get into work.  My first customer is this dude who wants money orders.  I'm thinking, drug dealer, but he's kinda old and hasn't got the look.  You deal with them long enough, you recognize who does what.  This guy has some serious bucks, but I can't see him out there selling dime bags.

“What's your story?” I ask as the money orders are printing.

“I'm in town for a gun show.”  He slides a card under the gate that protects me from potential robbers.  Like that grate will stop a bullet.  Yeah, right.

I pick up his card and smile.  “You sell MAC-10s and shit?”

“I sell anything.”

“How much?”

“Depends on what you want.”

“Say for an Uzi.”

“Thousand bucks,” he says.

“Too much for me.  How about a Beretta 93R like that guy in them books uses.”

“Mack Bolan, the Executioner?”

“That's the guy,” I say.

“The 93R is pretty rare, but I've got a Beretta 92S in the van.  Sell it to you for two fifty.”

“What the hell,” I say.  I've been skimming a little extra every now and then from the company.  The lowlifes aren't the only ones who can add a digit to a check.  “I'll take it.”

So he hooks me up.  “Beretta 92S,” he says.  “One of the most reliable military pistols around.  Made in Italy.  Locked breech, double action semi-automatic.  Takes 9mm Parabellums, box right here at no charge.  Magazine capacity fifteen rounds.”

I pick up the gun.  It has a slide mounted safety.  It's heavier than I expected.  “Fifteen rounds in a clip, eh?”

“It's not called a clip.  It's a magazine.”

“Whatever.  Anything I need to know?”

He explains a couple more things then takes off.

I hold that gun and feel safe.  The rest of the world had better be nice or I'll give them what for.

That night I drive home hoping for someone to piss me off.  No one does.  I go to bed disappointed.

***

The next day I show up for work and I think about taking the Beretta inside with me, but I decide against it.  I slip it into the glove box and go inside.  My boss is there waiting for me.

“I want to show you something,” he says.

I follow him into the back room and he puts a tape in his VCR.  “Watch closely,” he tells me.

The tape is of me.  It shows me altering a check, slipping it into the drawer and taking out a few bills.  If you look real close you can see me tuck the bills into my pocket.

He should have just fired me.  But no, he has to be an asshole.  He grabs me by the ear and pulls my head down onto his desk.  He calls me all kinds of names and punctuates each with a slap or a punch to the face.  He breaks my nose, blacks my eye and damn near busts one of my ribs.

“Get the fuck out of here,” he says.

So I go.

I think about the disgruntled postal employee in Edmond, Oklahoma a few years back who went in, blew away his fellow employees then killed himself.  I think about the nut who shot twenty-two people at McDonalds.  I think about the guy in Killean, Texas.  They all had it wrong.  I sit in my car and finger the trigger of my messenger of death.

Nobody fires me.

I don't go back inside.  I leave like it's no big deal that he kicked my ass and all.

***

When he goes home I'm there waiting at his house.  He has a nice place.  I'm in the back yard kicked back in the hot tub with my Beretta sitting on the side.  My camcorder is set up on a tripod to catch all the action.

My ex-boss isn't married.  He was, but his old lady wised up and blazed a trail after he hit her one too many times.  He once told me that after a hard day cruising around to all his check cashing outfits, he likes to soak in the hot tub and let it take away his aches and pains.

He comes out wearing his towel and sees me.

“I'm calling the cops,” he says and turns.

“Not so fast,” I say.  I stand up and grab a towel.  The night air is chill, but it feels good after being in the tub for so long.  Steam rises off my body.

My ex-boss turns toward me.  His gut sticks out more than I would have guessed.

“Damn,” I say.  “You look like the Pillsbury Doughboy.  You ever think about working out?”

“Listen here, you little punk,” he says and then he sees the gun.

“What was that?” I ask.

“Nothing.”

“I hate that.  If I didn't hear something and I ask you to repeat it you always say 'nothing.'  I believe you said something about a little punk.”

“Put the gun away.”

“Oh, okay.  No problem.  You want me to get rid of the gun, all you gotta do is say so.”

“Put it away.”

“Just say the word,” I say pointing the gun at him.  I walk around so his back is to the hot tub.

“Whatever it is, I'll say it.  You want your job back.  Fine.  No problem.  Just put the gun down.”

“Why is it that whenever someone points a gun at someone in a movie, the person not holding the gun tells them to put it down?  I mean, do you really think that works?  Has it ever worked in a movie?”

“Look, I'm sorry for hitting you,” he says, backing up.

“You're sorry, all right.  You're also dead.”  And I pull the trigger three times.  My ex-boss flies backward and makes a hell of a splash in the tub.

“He shoots, he scores.”

It's easy to kill someone.  Much easier than I thought.  I throw on my clothes and look at the neighbors' houses.  No lights come on.  I figure, they aren't home.  I've got some time.  I move over to the body and pull it up a bit, then turn the face over to the camcorder.  I hold up one of my ex-boss's beefy hands and wave it at the camera.

I hope it caught all the action.  I want to be able to freeze-frame on his face as the bullets strike home.  He looks even dopier in death than he did in life.

My first kill.  I did it for free.

***

I'm at home that night watching the video I shot.  It isn't very good.  Most of the voices are totally lost.  And most of the time the camera is focused on the fence.  None of the good action is on film.  I walk through the frame at one point and so does my ex-boss.  But the good stuff isn't there.

I erase the tape.

I really enjoyed killing him.  It was a thrill.  I figure that if I have a career, it ought to be as a hitman.  I'm not Italian, but I've got an Italian gun.  Still, not being Family might make it tough to get jobs.  Hmm.

I could place an ad in Soldier of Fortune, but I read about some guys getting busted by hiring out as mercenaries.  I decide I'll be a private hitman.  I want to do one more free job, but it can wait.  It'll be 2-CUTE and 2-GOOD to ponder.

So I sit in my apartment and try to think of ways to get clients.  I decide my best bet is through work.  The boss is dead so no one knows I got fired.

***

First thing in the morning, the cops show up at my workplace.  I act like I don't know why they're here.

“What's up?” I say.  It's what I always say to the cops when they come in.  Sometimes they want help finding someone they think plans on cashing a check or someone who uses us for money orders.

“Seen Mr. Paulsen today?” one cop asks.

“No, he doesn't come in 'til three or so.”

“Did you see him last night?”

“I saw him yesterday afternoon when he relieved me,” I say.  “Why?”

The cop gets right in my face as if
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