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  A Perfect Crime




  Big Pete scratched his butt absentmindedly as he stood in the crowded subway train headed uptown. An elderly lady seated behind him made an ewww noise he ignored.




     Teleporters were too expensive on his limited income. He was forced to rely on the squeaking, bone-rattling cattle cars that made up the subway as his transportation of choice (or lack of choice).




  These days every subway car was filled to the max with a seething, stinking mass of humanity all day long. The so-called rush-hours of the past were just that, they were in the past.




  He smirked. “This here’s a condition that’s gonna change, and soon,” he mused. His fingers tightened around the briefcase’s handle in his right hand.




  “What’s so funny, man?” said a greasy-haired, meghead standing next to him. The puke’s sweaty armpit was almost in Pete’s face. He had the appearance of one of those punks who was plugged into a heavy metal I-Pod Implant to listen to his music all day. If you could call that noise music.




  Pete preferred the classics; the Stones, Marvin Gaye, Avril Lavagine. Any music was preferable to the junk this kid no doubt listened to twenty-four-seven.




  The purple rooster ridge atop the punk’s smooth pink head looked like implants. Or maybe his hair had been genetically altered prior to birth. Who knew anymore, and more important why would he care?




  “Nuthin’ that’s any of yore bizness, punk-ass,” said Big Pete, his inky gaze traveling up and down the younger man as if he was eyeing a sidewalk turd.




  The younger man’s eyes shifted to a look of concern. It had obviously dawned on him he had no idea who he was talking to. And while he was a head taller than Big Pete the older man’s arms were heavily muscled, and his wide chest stretched his tight dirt-brown tee shirt to reveal the ridges of an equally muscled torso.




  Pete fought the urge to chuckle at the guy while he kept his eyes fixed on the younger man’s face that was becoming visibly paler with each passing second. Pete always enjoyed the way blood ran from the face of anyone who challenged him.




  “Sumthin’ wrong?” asked Pete.




  The punk shook his head then averted his eyes to stare at the floor of the subway car.




  Pete smirked again and went back to thinking about his part in Armand’s plan. It was the perfect plan for a perfect crime.
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