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The bus shuddered and came to a stop in what passed for a bus station in Lordsburg, New Mexico. Getting off, Crissy and the other passengers found themselves standing in the dim, barren, cracked asphalt parking lot of a closed McDonald’s restaurant.

“We’ll be here for an hour,” the driver said. He raised his thermos and waved down a dark street. “There’s a convenience store two blocks that way.”

You could see the lights. It wasn’t too far. And an hour wasn’t too long. Just long enough to change your mind about being a good kid and riding the bus all the way to the truck stop on Highway 40, just outside of Oklahoma City. 

The ticket she’d bought in LA called for changing buses in Las Cruces and then again in Albuquerque with a day layover there.

Crap. 

Crissy stood by the driver, taking a deep breath of air. He turned and looked at her, and she didn’t like the scowl on his face.

“Did you hear about the dead hooker they found in the gas station bathroom?” she asked.

“No. Where?”

“Up around Oklahoma City,” she said.

He shook his head. He’d lost interest. Too far away. 

“I don’t go that way, and I haven’t heard it on the news.”

She nodded. “The news cycle is short when it comes to dead hookers, I guess.”

“Most people don’t care,” he said. He didn’t. You could tell.

“How many dead hookers would it take to make people notice?”

He shrugged. “Listen, I need to go on the bus and eat.”

“Fine. Is there a bar around here somewhere?”

He gave her a superior look. The kind you give a slut. He fixed it on her nose ring. Good thing he couldn’t see her tattoo in this light.

“You can’t have booze on the bus,” he said.

“I wasn’t looking for takeout.”

“There is a dive a few blocks that way,” he said, pointing. “Don’t come back with a snootful.”

A dive was perfect. “I wouldn’t dream of it,” she said. 

And she wouldn’t, although she might dream about taking out her blade and carving his smug smile off his face. That would be a nice dream.

The prick.

Sticking her hands in the back jeans pockets, she walked the empty streets to the bar. Lordsburg was not a happening place at midnight. 

She’d thought of the small bag she’d left on the bus. There was nothing in it she couldn’t live without. Well, there was a wallet in it with no money and a driver’s license that identified the owner as Polly Barkley. But she’d stopped using that name after mugging that guy back in LA a lifetime ago. 

Yesterday, that is. 

The poor idiot shouldn’t have taken a shortcut through a dark alley. Some people had no sense or, if they did, they didn’t use it much. And when a woman knew how to play them... 

The guy was probably a teenager. She hadn’t really looked at his ID before she tossed the wallet. Didn’t matter. It didn’t even matter that he was cute. What she wanted was his money. She needed bus fare and flashing her tits at him in the alley put him off balance. That made it easy. Cissy had no problem smashing his cute little face into that nasty wall, then kicking him a few times when she fell.
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