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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?”
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