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I hate people.  Fucking hate them.  I'm sitting in the bus station, okay?  Minding my own business.  Stupid jerk-off sits down in the chair next to me, which doesn't tickle me pink, but doesn't piss me off, either.  I figure, hey, it's a free country.

Anyway, this dude sits down and he's talking to himself about this and that and the retard is slobbering all over his stinky brown suit.  I'm thinking maybe that suit used to be white, but since the wind ain't blowing his scent at me, I'm cool.  I'm kicked back waiting for my bus at two in the morning, reading yesterday's news.

Bastard turns to me.  “Check out the dame,” he says.

I glance at my shoulder to make sure he hasn't spit on it, then lean forward and look at the bitch he's cocking his head toward.  She's not too shabby.  She's reading a paperback novel.  I like girls who read.  Her curves are really brought out by her tight sweater and I approve of that, too.  Best of all, though, her nipples are standing at attention like rigid little soldiers.  I feel a stirring in my pants, but this ain't such a great place to go hitting on broads.

“Yeah,” I say.  “So?”

He leans closer and now his scent wafts to my nostrils.  “I'm thinking I ought to kill her.”

I'm not sure I heard him right, so I give him confused. “Excuse me?”

“I'm thinking about killing her.”

“Why?”

“Because there's no way in hell she'll ever hook up with a guy like me.”

“Oh,” I say and go back to my paper.

“You don't think I'll do it?” he asks.

I don't answer.  I act like I give a shit about whether the Knicks beat the Mavericks.  Like I ever watch basketball.  Bunch of tall sweaty black guys running back and forth throwing a ball around doesn't turn me on.  What can I say?

“You really don't think I will, do you?”

I let out a long slow sigh and say, “I don't give a fuck.”

“I'll show you,” he says.  And he turns to the babe sitting on his other side.  “I'm gonna kill you,” he tells her.

She looks at him.  “You with Jenkins?” she asks.

“Did you hear what I just said?”

“I heard you,” she says.  “And I asked you a question.  Are you with Jenkins?”

“Who the fuck is Jenkins?”

“Piss off,” she says and goes back to the paperback.

The man gets up and pulls a knife.  I see the glint of metal and my hand starts for my Beretta 92S, but I don't pull it.  The lady has things under control.

“Put that away before you hurt yourself,” she says.

“I'm gonna cut you up good,” the man says.

She reaches out, grabs his crotch and twists.

The man howls in pain and drops the knife.  “Let go!” he yells.

The lady is calm, cool and collected.  “You're going to leave now, aren't you?”

“Yes,” the man says. “Let go of my dick!”

“You're going to treat women with respect, aren't you?”

“Anything you say, lady.  Just let me go!  You're killing me!”  Tears are rolling down his cheeks.

“Get lost, asshole.”  She pushes him away and goes back to her novel.

The man looks at her as if contemplating another attack.  He looks over at me.  I open my jacket, show him the butt of my pistol and shake my head.  He starts to bend down to get his knife, but the lady steps on it and pulls it under the seat with a graceful motion.

“I'm gone,” the man says.  He limps away, hands caressing his injured privates.

The lady watches him over the top of her book for a moment, then looks over at me.  “What's your problem?” she says.

“Who's Jenkins?” I ask.

“None of your business.”

“It might be my business,” I say.

“You don't work for Jenkins,” she says.  “You'd have killed me already.”

“Jenkins your husband?” I ask.

“He wishes.”

“Boyfriend?”

“Ex-boyfriend.”

“I see.”

“No you don't,” she says and goes back to her book.

Things would have ended right there.  She's hot, but my bus is coming in and I don't have time to waste in this city.  I just killed a man an hour before and I need to get out of town before the cops get through with the crime scene.

“Good luck with Jenkins,” I say and get up to go to my bus.

She doesn't say anything.

I get on the bus, give the driver my ticket and go take a window seat.  I look out at the folks still waiting on their own buses.  I spot the lady sitting alone.  She's looking around and suddenly she gets up staring toward the entrance to the station.  I lean forward so I can see what she's looking at.  Two burly guys are pushing through a line of morons in the ticket line.  They look like they mean business.  They spot the lady and one of them even points at her, which I gotta tell you is unprofessional.

She starts toward my bus, which is about to pull out.  She's hurrying, casting glances behind her.  The two goons are running now, shoving assholes out of their way.

The lady jumps onto my bus.

“Ticket?” the driver says.

She hands him her ticket.

“Wrong bus,” he says.  “You want the three a.m. to Minneapolis.”

“I changed my mind.  I want this bus,” she says.

“This bus is going to Chicago.  Costs more.”

“I'll pay the extra,” she says glancing out the doors at the men.  They're almost here.  “Just go!”

“Against the rules, lady.”

I get up and move to the front.  “Here,” I say and hand the driver a Hamilton.

He smiles.  “Thank you, sir.”  The bill is gone before I can blink.  “Take your seats.”

The doors swish shut and the bus starts rolling right as the two goons reach the platform.  One of the idiots races alongside banging on the doors with his fist.

“Can't stop,” the driver calls to him.  “Schedule to keep.”

I lead the lady back to my seat.

“Thank you,” she says as she sits down.

“No problem,” I say and sit down beside her.

“You may have saved my life.”

“Temporarily.  Seems to me that if this Jenkins guy wants you so bad that he'd send a couple of gorillas after you, he won't stop until he gets you.”

“I suppose I could call the police,” she says.

“All they'll do is file a restraining order,” I tell her.  “That won't stop him.  Not if he really wants you.”

“What do you suggest?”

I lean toward her and whisper in her ear.  “Have him killed.”

She smiles.  “I already tried that.  Why do you think he wants me so bad?”

“You tried to off him yourself?”

“Once.  He forgave me for that.  But then I sent my lover after him.  Poor Kent.  He'd do anything for me.  He told me he'd die for me.”  She hesitates, then says, “He was right.”

“True love,” I say with a grin.  “Your problem is that you didn't hire a professional.”

“Are you a pro?” she whispers.

I smile.

***

It's a few hours later.  The bus is coming in to Chicago.  Tina--that's the lady's name--told me about this Jenkins guy.  Says he's a bookie.  Handles all sorts of bets--legal and otherwise.  In any case, he has mob connections through his work and because of that, I figure we're probably in trouble once the bus comes to a stop.  Chicago isn't only famous for hot dogs, if you know what I mean.

“I have an office here,” I tell her.  “We'll go there.  Here's the plan.  You'll go out first and I'll keep an eye on you--make sure no goons come for you.”

“And if there are a couple of men waiting for me?”

“I throw in a couple of freebies.”

***

Tina gets off the bus.  She moves through the crowd like a sleek cat.  I take my time so that no one thinks we're together.

Sure as shit, I spot two men following her.  There are too many people in the station, so they don't make a move yet.  Tina does like I told her and leaves the station.  She walks a few blocks, then turns down an alley.

I'm following the two Mafioso types, admiring the sunrise.  The morning air is chill, but my blood is burning in my veins.  I always get excited right before I kill someone.

They turn down the alley and I hurry to catch up.  When I enter the darkened alleyway, I see that the men have already caught up to Tina.  As I figured, they plan to rough her up a bit, then take her back to Jenkins so he can either kill her or have her killed, depending on his taste.

I don't waste time.  I have my Beretta out and I pop the closest guy in the back of the head.  Not very sporting, but I don't give a rat's ass.  I'm alive, he's dead.  End of story.  The other guy goes for his gun and I shoot him in the shoulder.  He falls against a dumpster, disturbing a cat.

“I thought you were going to kill him.”

“I am,” I say.

I walk over to the fallen Mafioso and crouch before him.  He's hurt and pissed-off.  “You fucking bastard!” he hisses.

“Save it,” I say.  “I got a question for you.  Are your orders to take Tina here back to her ex?”

“Fuck you.”

“Wrong answer.”  I shoot him in the kneecap.

He screams.

“Let's try this again,” I say.

“Yes!” he yells.  “Christ, yes!  We take her back and he pays us ten grand.  You shot my fucking kneecap, man.”

“Ya think?” I say and shoot him in the head.

“You don't feel anything when you kill, do you?”

“Sure I do.  Killing turns me on.”

***

We're in my Chicago office.  Tina is looking fine in that tight sweater and I got a hard-on that won't quit.  The killings made me anxious to celebrate life and what better way than a healthy dose of sex?

I close the door and grab Tina, push her up against the wall and kiss her.  Her tongue darts into my mouth.  At first I'm thinking that she's just going along because she's afraid I'll kill her like I killed the goons, but then
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