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DEAD RECKONING 11:

Vandalism for the Weak-Hearted


"Lock it," Sophia reminded us.


"Why didn't your dad get you a car with power locks," Jo commented as he emerged from the back seat behind Sophia.  "If he's so rich."


"Cause he's a cheap bastard," Sophia answered.


Sure, a dad who gives his daughter a car is a cheap bastard.


I clicked the little button on the door handle and the tab-thing on the door flicked to say "locked".  With this confirmed, I got out of Soph's car and slammed it closed.  We weren't in a very glamorous area, but then there was little about Kilward's surrounding towns that was pleasant.  I don't know why Sophia decided to get her senior pictures done here, when there were plenty of other places around town that looked more professional.  I'd already gotten three or four ads for photographers in the mail.  We were in a small gravel parking lot between two less than sparkling buildings.  The one across the lot, "Lance Hill Photography", was situated under an apartment.  The building we had parked on the side of said "Dobbs Communication Consulting", some insignificant little company that had no purpose I could discern.  However I did notice a sign where we had parked that said "PARKING RESERVED ONLY FOR EMPLOYEES OF THIS BUILDING ALL VIOLATORS WILL BE TOWED".


"Hey," I said.  "Should we be parking here?"  I called to Sophia and Jo as I pointed a thumb to the sign behind me.


The two turned and looked where I was pointing.  "We're just going to be in and out.  I just need to pay for them," Sophia said.


I shrugged okay.  Made sense to me.  I joined up with the rest of them walking across the lot to the studio.


"Hey, do you work in that building?" some old woman from across the lot who was getting into her car yelled.


"No," Jo said.  "Do we look like we work in that building?"


"Then you can't park there."


"We're just going to get my pictures," Sophia said as she gestured to the building we were moving towards.


"You can't park there, that's for employees only.  You can only park on this side if you're going to the photo place."


"There aren't any spots over there," Soph explained.  "We're only going to get my pictures."


"They'll call the tow truck, they'll tow you," the lady retorted.


"I'd like to see them get here in five minutes," she retorted.  The woman said nothing more.  We ignored her and entered the studio lobby.  There were pictures of teenage guys and girls, mostly girls, smiling with great white teeth and bright wide eyes.  They were very beautiful.  Else in the lobby, there was a small waiting room with a small coffee table with a small pile of magazines.  Sophia went up to a receptionist window that was tightly boxed in.  A kind-faced wrinkly old woman with beaded strings attached to her glasses looked up.  


"Hi, I'm here to get my senior pictures."


"OK, and your last name?"


"Price."


"OK, I'll go see if we have them ready."


She got up and went in the back room, presumably, to obtain her photos.  Jo and I occupied ourselves by looking at the sample pictures of the pretty girls, a guilty pleasure of mine, and no doubt a non-guilty one of Jo's.  I glanced back at Sophia, she had her head through the receptionist's window, looking around at what was inside.  I don't know what could be so interesting about it, I guess she was impatient.


The receptionist finally came back with a portfolio.  "Sophia?" she asked.


"Yeah," she responded, confirming her first name.


"Here you go.  Your total is $93.70."


Sophia got out her purse and searched around for her billfold.  She took out one of her dad's credit cards and handed it to her. The receptionist took it and began to run it through the computer, while Sophia opened the book to take a look at the results.  Jo and I stopped our immature gawking and peered over Sophia's shoulder to look too.  There were two packs of card pictures and a book of different poses.


"Wow, these turned out pretty good."


"Yeah," she replied emotionlessly.


Damn.  I tell you, seeing your girlfriend every day and knowing she's beautiful is nothing when you get to see professional pictures of her.  She looked like a model for gothic fashions.  There was one of her leaning up against a white stucco wall, crossing one arm on the other, head tilted against the wall.  Another showed her lying on her stomach with another seductive smile to the camera, arms folded in front of her, keeping her propped up and pressing her chest together, her cleavage displayed in all its glory.  And another had her against a black background giving a sly come-hither look with one arm out and a large black obsidian ring on her finger.  I've never seen her smile so much.


"These are great," I commented in awe.


"Yeah, definitely," Jo agreed.


The receptionist finished her credit check and handed Sophia's card back along with a receipt and pen.  She leaned over and signed her name.


"All right, you're all set" she said.


"All right."


"Thanks," I said, recovering for Sophia's manners.


Sophia replaced the book and photo packs in the box and slid the cover back on.  We exited the lobby, and went back outside.  We turned the corner of the building to the parking lot.  There was a guy in a white-collar shirt writing on a piece of paper on the car's windshield.  


Oh boy.


"Excuse me," Sophia called out.  "Would you like to get the fuck away from my car?"


"I called a tow truck. They're on their way."


"Good for them."  We continued approaching him undaunted.


"Can you read?" the stuffed shirt exclaimed loudly.


"Sure hope so.  It's real hard to drive otherwise."


"You can't be parking here unless you work here."


"I was just in there for five minutes."


"There are plenty of fuckin' parking spaces, dickwad," Jo said.  "Get the hell out of our way."  He went in the front seat.  I followed Soph to the back seat behind her.


Sophia unlocked her car her car and stepped in.


"If you leave, there's going to be a warrant for you."


"If I leave, the tow truck's gonna charge you for making 'em come out here for nothing."  She turned on the car and shifted into reverse, the old guy still writing on her windshield.  She began backing out.


"You'd better stop," he exclaimed gruffly, moving with the car.


"Blow me."


She shifted back into drive.  The guy took his hands off the glass and we left the parking lot.


"God, what a fucking dick," Jo said.


"That fuckin' pisses me off," Soph said.  "There's no way there's going to be a warrant on me."


"What kind of stupid jerk-ass sign is that.  'No one can park here'."


"You know what, we should do the ritual on him."


"Yeah… yeah, that's a good idea," she said, getting excited.  "We can use that sign as the bonding element."


"Yeah, I can come back later in the middle of the night and rip off the sign."


"Yeah, yeah, definitely.  Do that," Sophia commanded as she turned on to the highway.  "Guy like that deserves what he gets."


This night was black as hell, the streetlights didn't make this mission any less inconspicuous.  Jo reached a hand over the gray brick wall and lifted himself up.  In his black jeans, black sweater, and black knit cap he felt like a man on a commando operation, because in his mind that's what it was -- Mission: Impossible.  He could almost hear the music in the background.  There were a few leaves and sticks in the sweater from traveling through the bushes lined against the wall that blocked the lot where he had parked his own car, and the lot he needed to get to.  

He lifted a leg up and pulled himself on the top of the wall.  With a quick turn of his body he fell over onto the pavement, right on his tailbone.  It smarted like a son of a bitch, pain spread in tendrils through his back.  He slowly got up and saw the sign that said "PARKING RESERVED ONLY FOR EMPLOYEES OF THIS BUILDING ALL VIOLATORS WILL BE TOWED", the light shining directly on it, like a spotlight feature.  He flashed a devilish smile.  

Jo approached and unsheathed his screwdriver from his pocket.  Looking at the sign he saw that it was fastened in strongly.  He had brought the screwdriver thinking it was screwed in, but it was bolted into the wall.  No matter.  He inserted the tool in the top of the sign and began to pry it off, pulling the screwdriver toward him like a lever.  He didn't want to pull too far or he might break it.  It didn't seem to work.  He took and inserted where the bolt met the sign and tried to pry it off that way.  It didn't budge.  Jo stood back and thought for a moment how he could get this off.  He stuck the screwdriver in the side of the sign, creating a small gap.  He slipped the palm of his hand under and did the same to the other side, trying to pull it off with the bolts still intact.  His hand slid up and the sharp edge of the sign sliced his palm. 


"Ow, damn," Jo said.  He stepped back.  He could feel the wetness already starting to ooze out.  He looked at his hand in the light and saw a nice clean red streak.


A car approached and shined a flashlight into Jo's eyes, making him squint and turn away.


"Hey you, what are you doing?"


Jo looked back and saw it was a police car shining the light on him.


"Oh shit."  Jo immediately turned and ran back to the wall.  His first jump he couldn't grasp the rough corners.  His palm stung from the salty limestone.  He jumped again and the lack of momentum prevented him from even getting his hands close.  He tried again, still not close.  He felt like a real idiot now.  This never happened in Mission: Impossible.  He took a few steps back and made a short running jump.  All the time he could feel the hot light of the policeman's flashlight watching him screw up, probably laughing at him.  He finally got hold of the wall with one hand and lifted himself up awkwardly, his legs scrambling for traction like a kicking child.  Once on top, he rolled over and fell several feet into the bushes and shrubs.  The branches scarred his arms and wrists with red slashes.


He was just about recovered from his fall and ready to dash for his car when the cop drove up again, shining a flashlight, searching for him.  He'd already driven to the other side of the block while he was struggling to climb the wall.  He stayed in the bushes so as to not be seen.


"Hey kid, get out here," the faceless policeman yelled out as the light blinded Jo again.  


He immediately turned and ran, brush and branches slicing at his knit clothes.  A hole ripped in his sweater.  One taller branch took off his hat.  He looked back.  The branch dangled the cap, like it was offering it back.  Couldn't turn around though.  Pain and scratches continued until he dashed behind the alley of another building.  He ran, obscured from the view of the police officer for a time.  He emerged from the alley and ran across the street.  He spotted a small gap between a garage and a wooden fence he could slip through.  He reached the opening and accidentally slammed his shoulder into the fence in his haste.  Numbing pain was brought to his attention, but he couldn't stop for it.  He kept on running for blocks and blocks.  He never saw the officer again, but he wanted to get as much distance between him and the cop as he could.  

Finally after it seemed he had run a mile and a half he stopped running.  His muscles ached with the battery acid in his veins.  He bent down to catch his breath, spat upon the ground, retched, and breathed heavily.  He was so thirsty, he would kill for a drink.  His mouth felt like he had licked the pavement.  After about fifteen minutes of resting he began the long trek back to his car, which took an hour.  The dark unrecognizable streets didn't help at all.  Twice he had turned onto an incorrect road, thinking the right one was actually the wrong one.  Once he made it to the lot, with the streetlight shining obviously on the black Monte Carlo, featuring it as the sole car in the lot, he looked around for any cops or potential witnesses.  If the cop thought that it was his car and ticketed it or something, he'd be up to his knees in shit, probably get the car taken away from him.  Thankfully, there was no ticket on his windshield.  He unlocked the door, and immediately bumped his head on the roof.  He let escape a yelp of pain, then quickly shut up for fear of potential witnesses.  Muttering a string of curse words and rubbing he head he started the car and drove off.


"Hang on, I got a beep."  *click*  "Hello?"


"Soph, it's Jo."


"Jo, did you get the sign?"


"Uh…"


"Hang on, Caleb's on the other line, I'm going to put you on three-way."  *click*  *click*


"Hello?"


"Hello?"



"Hello."


"Caleb, you still there?"


"Yeah."


"Jo's on the line."


"Hey, Jo."


"Hey."


"So, Jo, did you get the sign?"


"Uh, yeah, I was thinking.  Let's not do the ritual."


"Not do it?"


"Yeah, I slept on it and I don't think we should do it."


"Really?"


"Yeah, I thought about it and, you know, he might… it might draw too much suspicion, you know.  There were witnesses and… you know, and he might have had a family or something, and he wasn't really that important.  And the ritual's a few weeks off anyway and we're probably going to find someone better by then, you know."


"You didn't get the sign, did you?"

###

