

[image: Cover]



​Table of Contents

title page

The Homophobic Hitman


 

 

 

 

 

THE HOMOPHOBIC HITMAN

Gary Jonas

 

Originally published in Quick Shots by Gary Jonas, 2011


It's not that I hate faggots, you understand, it's just that the thought of two dudes hugging, kissing, and what-not is downright revolting.  But so long as they keep it in the privacy of their own bedrooms and all, I won't bitch.

But it never happens that way, does it?

So there I am coming out of a Jean Claude Van Damme action flick late one night and the two guys in front of me are holding hands.  One is really skinny and the other looks like he belongs on one of those ESPN fitness shows—the ones I watch to check out the sweating babes.  I roll my eyes, figuring it takes all kinds.  I'm just gonna ignore it, right?

No such luck.

Problem is that there's a third guy who pulls up in a hot pink Cadillac and screeches to a halt.  He gets out of the car, and I can see the tears in his eyes.

“Charles!” he cries.  “Oh I just knew you were cheating on me!  I feel ... devastated.”

“Myron,” the big guy says, “I told you it's over.  Find someone new.  I'm sick of your crap.”

They stop right in front of me to have their lover's spat, and I'm not in the mood to wait or to walk around.  I don't want to sound even a little bit sensitive around this trio, so I don't ask them to excuse me or anything, I just start to push past them saying, “Get outta my way, assholes.”

“Oh what a rude brute,” the skinny guy says.  And I hear him whisper to his muscle-bound lover, “But he sure has a cute butt.”

“You could say 'excuse me,'“ the big guy says.

I flip him the bird without looking back.  Then I'm thinking, I hope he doesn't take that as an invitation, and I quicken my pace toward my car.

“Hey!” the big guy yells.  “I'm talking to you!”

“Charles,” Myron says.  “I'm talking to you.”

“I got nothing to say to you, Myron.”  And then I hear footsteps coming toward me.  “Hold up, you rude bastard!  I want to talk to you.”

By now, I'm at my car.  I open the door, reach below the seat and pull out my Beretta.  When the big guy gets close I let him see the gun.  “Anything you say to me, you say to my friend here.  And just so you know, my friend wins all his spitting contests.”

Charles stops short and holds his hands up.  “A lesson in manners isn't worth dying for.”  He turns away and calls to his skinny bed partner, “Theodore, let's make like a fetus and head out.”

I almost shoot him on general principles, but decide he isn't worth the bullets.  So I get in my car and start the engine, watching Charles and Theodore walk away hand in hand.

I put the car in reverse and the damned pink Cadillac screeches around behind me and blocks me into the parking space.  Myron gets out of the Caddy and races up to my car.  He taps on the glass and motions for me to roll the window down.  I ease it down an inch.

“What the hell do you want?”

“I need your help.”

“Do I look like a good Samaritan to you?”

“No, but you sure handled Charles.  And I'm so distraught I don't know where to turn.”

“Well, don't turn to me, pal.”

“I need your help.  I'm so co-dependent I have a hard time urinating without someone to hold--”

“Don't go there.”

“I'm sorry.  Please can we talk?  I'll buy you dinner.”

“Get away from me, sissy boy.”

“You're so insensitive.  You're perfect for what I need.”

“I don't swing that way.”

“I'm not trying to pick you up, sir.  I want to hire you.”

“For what?”

“I want you to use that big gun of yours to kill Charles.”

I don't tell him that if he were a contestant on What's My Line? he would have just won the big prize.  “You walk up to a total stranger and ask them to commit murder?  Are you out of your mind?”

“Yes, I am.  I've lost the love of my life and if I can't have him, by God, no one will.  Certainly not that toothpick Theodore.  Can you believe he actually wore those horrible shoes with that jacket?”

“I didn't notice.”

“You wouldn't.”  He hesitates, then leans toward the window.  “What do you say?  I have lots of money.  Can we talk?”

“How about if I arrest you for trying to hire a hitman?”

“You aren't a policeman.  And if you were, I'd beg for the death penalty so I wouldn't have to bear the thought of Charles holding Theodore in those oh so wonderful arms.  Those rippling biceps and--”

“Enough!” I shout.  “Give me your phone number.  I'll think about what you've said and if I decide to help you out, I'll give you a call.”

***

I meet Myron at an old coffee house.  There's some retro-jerk off reading bad poetry into a microphone and a bunch of damn teeny-boppers bemoaning their fates as they sit around the cluttered shop and nurse their coffees.

Myron waves and smiles as he comes in, and I roll my eyes.  “It's so good to see you!  When you didn't call for three days, I didn't think you were going to accept my offer.”

“I haven't accepted it, yet,” I say motioning for him to sit down.  “And I waited because I wanted to make sure you were serious.  People say the damnedest things in the heat of passion or rage or hurt.”

“My passion, your profit.  I just can't believe Charles would dump me for that total geek.  We were so close.  Did you know that I paid for his membership to his private health club?  And how does he pay me back?  By jumping into bed with the first boy he can find.  He probably only likes Theodore because since he's so skinny, he'd be really tight and--”

“Can the bullshit, all right?  Here's the deal.  I want to know how much you're willing to pay.”

“Name a price.”

My normal rate is five hundred dollars, but I don't really want the job, so I say, “Ten thousand dollars for Charles.  And I'll throw in the toothpick for another five.”

“That's a great deal!  You got it.  I thought it would cost more!”

Shit.  I should have said twenty.

“I'll need their names, addresses, and phone numbers.  I need to know if they have any pets.  Do they have any set routines?  Work schedules, certain clubs they frequent and all that.”

“I have it all written down for you.  Can you read my writing?  It's in cursive because I just love those curly-Qs.  Don't you?”

“No,” I say.  “Let's talk about the money.  Do you want to pay cash or Western Union?”

“Can't I write you a check?”

“I'd have to put a name on the check, pal.  And it would be a bitch to cash.”

“You'd need a name for Western Union, too.”

“I'd use a fake one.”

“But you'd need an ID.”

“Not with a test question.”

“How about a bank transfer?”

“Too easy to trace.”

“I get the feeling you've done this before.”

I shrug.  “Go Western Union.  Use the name Vincent Vega.  Test question:  Pulp Fiction.”

“No problem.  I'll do it tonight.”

“You'll need to spread it around some.  Use different locations to
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