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Detective Andrews leans across the table, fixes me with a cold, hard stare and says, “How can you kill so many people and have no remorse?”

I shrug. “I used to work retail.”

“I’m serious,” he says.

“So am I.” That’s not the answer he wants, but I’m not in a giving mood. “The truth is that if you’ve pissed someone off enough that they’re willing to pay me to kill you, I figure you deserve it.”

“Fine,” Andrews says, leaning back a bit. “How many people have you killed?”

“Oh come on, officer—”

“Detective,” he says.

“Whatever. I don’t notch my gun after each hit, and I damn sure don’t report what I make to the IRS.”

“Gimme a ballpark figure.”

“For the Psychopath Trading Cards from Topps?”

“Don’t be a smart-ass.”

“I’m guessing you’re new to this. You’ve never talked to someone like me, have you?”

“Don’t be so full of yourself, I’ve interrogated killers before.”

“I’m sure you have.” I start to get up.

“Sit your ass down,” he says.

“Or what, you gonna pull a Rodney King on me?”

“Take it easy, all right? I’m not used to this.”

I take a seat and look around at the plastic people eating plastic food in the McDonald’s restaurant, then look back at the detective.

He hesitates. Looks around. Lowers his voice. “I want to hire you.”

I know what you’re thinking. He’s a cop. It’s got to be a set-up.

Truth is, Andrews reached me through a trusted referral, and I knew he was a cop before I met him.  I stare into his eyes and get the feeling he’s legit and really wants to hire me. When you’ve been doing this as long as I have, you learn to trust your instincts.

“Spill,” I say.

So he does. He arrested a couple of bangers who swore revenge. It’s the usual—bangers have friends who will murder the detective, his family, and everyone he’s ever known. He shows me pictures of his pretty wife and his little brat of a daughter.

“Why are you worried about a couple of bangers?” I ask.

“They’re not just a couple of bangers. They’re MS-13.”

That changes things. Mara Salvatrucha, or MS-13, is a Salvadorian gang notorious for extreme violence and retribution. While they have access to plenty of big time weapons, they’d rather use machetes. Hacking victims to pieces fucks with people’s minds in a more visceral way than just shooting them.

“Don’t the Feds have a task force devoted to MS-13?”

“We can’t prove they’re MS-13—no tattoos and they ain’t talking, so that makes it a local crime. These assholes massacred and dismembered the family of a witness who was going to testify about another killing. I made the arrest. Long story short, they put word out to have me and my family executed, and since it’s not Federal, the only protection I have are some buddies on the force who watch my family when I’m working.”

“You’re saying they’ve put the word out already?”

“Yes.”

I shake my head. “Bit late for me to take them out then.” Probably just as well since I don’t want to mess with MS-13. Those guys have good memories and they aren’t your typical gang members. Most are trained in guerilla warfare.

“I don’t want you to kill them,” the detective says.

Now I’m confused, so I say, “All right. Who am I supposed to kill?”

He jabs a thumb to his own chest. “Me.”

I give him another confused look.

He leans forward again and speaks in a whisper. Most of the customers are parents trying to appease their kids’ Mickey-D joneses. With all the screaming little shits, nobody cares what two guys are saying in a booth at the back. “Me and my entire family.”

“Excuse me?”

“I want you to film yourself executing me, my wife, and my daughter. Use the recording to get paid for the killing.”

“I’m pretty sure they keep things in-house.”

“No, they’re offering a reward for our heads.”

“How much?”

“Fifty large for me and twenty each for my wife and daughter. Basically, I want you to film the execution. I have a friend who will doctor the film. Add the blood, brain matter and such.”

“You’re kidding me, right?” Just what I need: another loose end.

“No, he works in Hollywood and he’s agreed to CG the shit out of it. He said it’s easy and while it might be ideal to do a lot of it with practical effects, even without them, he can add muzzle flashes, blood spatter, the whole nine, and he can have it ready in a few days.”

“It won’t look right. Hollywood always gets it wrong.”

“He has the benefit of an actual filmed execution from evidence to work from. We’re going to stage ours the same way.”

“Why not just have him put your face on the footage of the real execution?”

“It needs to be my house. They’ve already made an attempt on me there, so they know what my place looks like. Everything needs to look authentic.”

I lean back in the chair and consider this looming shit show. “I’m not an actor.”

“Daniel Day-Lewis isn’t available.”

I sigh. “I’ll think about it.”

“Don’t think too long,” he says sliding a card across the table. “School lets out early tomorrow and I want my family safe and out of town by Saturday.”

“You going into Witness Protection?”

“I hope it doesn’t come to that.”

***

I’m kicking back in my hotel Googling MS-13 when Jenny gets back from shopping.

“Hey, killer,” she says. She’s still amused by the nickname, and if it makes her happy I suppose I can let it slide. “I got us some bullets and burritos.”

She sets the box of cartridges on the nightstand and hands me a bag with a foil-wrapped burrito.

Jenny and I have been together for six years. We met when she hired me to kill her husband. She got all hot and bothered afterward, and I reaped the benefits. She’s almost as sick as I am, so she ran away with me. She’s got steady hands and can film my kills better than anyone. I like to relive the kills a few times before I erase the video files. 

“Tell me about the gig,” she says and gives me a kiss.

I give her the rundown.

“Sounds like fun,” she says.

“If you say so.”

“What bugs you about it?” she asks.

“Why hire a hitman to do something an actor could do?”

“Why not? Think about this.” She stretches out on the bed. “When I was a little girl, I wanted to be an actress. In college, I worked as an extra on a movie, but it was dreadfully boring. They took forever to set up lights and then we had to keep doing the same damn thing take after take because the lead actor was drunk and couldn’t remember his stupid lines and then, when he did get it right, the sound was fucked up, or he missed his mark and they had to do it over. When they finally got it, they had to reset everything for a different angle and go through the whole fucking thing again. I’m amazed movies ever get finished.”

“So we pass.”

“Not so fast,” she says.

“It has to look authentic,” I say.

“Fine. So it needs to be a oner.”

“A what?” I ask.

“One continuous shot, no cuts. Just like we do it now.”

“Okay.”

“So we just have to run through it a few times to get it right.”

“These people aren’t actors either,” I say.

“What’s your point?”

“They won’t be able to pull it off. It’ll be obvious that they’re faking it. And rehearsing it will make it worse. I really think we should pass.”

She frowns. “We need the money.”

“There are always other jobs.”

“I want this job.” Her voice gets sultry hot. “I need it.”

I consider her and weigh things in my mind. She’s great with the camera, and that makes all the difference. “Fine,” I say. “But we have to change things up.”

“Like what?”

“Simple. We do it for real. That way we can collect the reward money too.”

Jenny smiles. “I love the way you think.”

***

I pull out the detective’s card and use a burner to ring his number.

He answers on the fourth ring. “Detective Andrews.”

“It’s Leon,” I say, giving him the name he knows me by, which is Jean Reno’s hitman character in 
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