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DEAD RECKONING 9:

Break Stuff

Aw, to hell with all this.  Fuck this entire night, and fuck everything after that.  First I have a shit time at the party and then Sophia gets pissed off at me.  Arrgh, I hate everything tonight.  I feel like a ticking time bomb waiting for a trigger.

I was just coming back from dropping Sophia's drunk ass off at her house after she had dumped a boatload of shit on me.  She found out I was a virgin and started ridin' my ass about it.  And she was acting so nice to me at the party.  So what if I'm a virgin.  I don't care.  It's not a big deal, not like anyone can tell.  Suddenly it becomes a mark of hatred with her.  Fuck it.

Right now, I was in my truck, no mood to go back to my house and go to sleep even though it was 1:30 in the morning.  There was no way I was getting to sleep tonight, not even if I really wanted to.  I was so full of rage I just wanted to rip someone's head off.  I was headed to the mall now.  Maybe I could find some way to relax there.  Did not want to have to deal with this shit tonight.

I drove for a long while to the mall and there was nothing but my own hate-filled thoughts to keep me occupied.  There was nothing on the radio I could listen to that would calm me down, nothing but N'Sync's garbage and Christina Aguilera's shrill voice.  Nothing that didn't make me sick to listen to.  And that just made me angrier.

Finally, after torturous alternations between boy bands and other romantic teeny-bopper shit I made it to the mall parking lot, abandoned as always.  I sped through the never-ending lot like a madman, trying to vent my rage in any way I could, taking my frustration out on the car, making turns too strenuous for my pick-up.  I pulled up to the back entrance, the loading dock, a tiny door with a padlock on it, already unlocked.  I opened the door with all my rage, practically tearing it off its hinges, and entered the mall.  I was in the large shipping warehouse.  Some square piles of boxes were in one corner, some bays for trucks to pull into.  None of that was significant, but this was the closest route to my private space.  I moved through the warehouse back to some storeroom and from there into the mall's open court.  Usually the vacant vastness would have left me a little humbler than when I came in, kind of like a church, but that didn't even register with me right now.  I moved like a storm past all the scorched compartments and turned into the wing where my stuff was.

As soon as I turned the corner I saw a group of about four or five individuals down at the end of the corridor where my Sunsoft furniture store was. The double entrance doors at the end of the hall were open and a car was waiting there with headlights on, blaring into my eyes.  Two people were holding boxes, one was holding my stereo.  They wore red bandanas on their arms and some had denim jackets or black shirts on, and I don't know why but the first instinctual thought I had was fresh… meat.

They didn't notice me at first and I kept walking down the hall towards them.  As I got closer I could see that they were Mexican and not much older than me.  Nothing but young, petty thieves.

I got closer and closer, my lust for violence had taken hold of me now and was doing all the walking for me.  If the one holding my stereo hadn't spotted me I would have immediately leapt on them and started tearing them apart.

"Hey, Chico," then he started saying something in Spanish that was too fast to understand, but I heard the word 'gringo' in there somewhere.

"Hey, fuckers," I called out, now that they had seen me.  "The choice is yours: walk now and live, stay and die."  I screamed through gritted teeth.

They all started laughing.  One of them who was carrying something light put his item down and started walking toward me.  "Hey, man," he said with an accent as thick and greasy as his hair. "Why donchu get out of heer before you loos an eye?"

"Do I look like someone you really wanna piss off?" I yelled back, still walking forward.  "Get the fuck out of here!"

Even before I had finished my sentence he pulled out a pistol, automatic, midsize, probably a nine millimeter.  Did that stop me?  Hell no.  Should it have?  Hell yes.  But my bloodlust had taken over.  I was close enough to him before he pulled it out and had it aimed that I grabbed his arm with one hand, twisted, and backhanded him with the other in the stomach, knocking his wind out.  Then I held his arm aside and punched him dead in the face.  He started to go down, but I just kept laying down on him, bam, bam, bam, over and over, still holding onto his gun-holding arm, until he was bloody and unconscious.  And then I still kept smashing his broken skull.  It felt so good.  Hit after hit.  Then I took the pistol out of his hand and pointed it at the low-life thugs.

"Put my goddamn shit down, and get the fuck out of here now."

I began firing the pistol.  I first shot the guy holding my stereo in the arm.  Time began to slow down to a crawl.  I could see the bullet embed itself into his arm and blood spurt out of the wound, like Kool-Aid.  He dropped the stereo, partially from the pain, partially from fear, all from me.  It crashed on the ground.  The others dropped their things and ran out of the hall so fast Carl Lewis would have been jealous.  And I continued firing, blasting each bullet with a vengeance, the squeeze of the trigger, the booming crack of the gas chamber, the flare out of the barrel, it all seemed to calm me, like it was bringing me home.  I didn't hit any of the rest of them, they moved too quickly, and I was blind with fury.  And after the clip was empty I still kept firing, only the click of the trigger remained in the air as they busted open the door, climbed in their probably stolen car and flew out of the lot.

Once they left, I finally realized what I had done.  I had fired a gun.  I had fired a gun.  I've never fired a gun before in my life.  Not a real one.  Not one that could hurt people.  And I shot someone.  I saw the blood gush out of him.  I could have killed him.  I could very well have killed all of them if I had thought that hard about it.

I dropped the pistol.  Oh god, oh god.  Did anyone hear me?  Did- no, no one's here, no one could have heard it.  Oh god, they're going to take him to the emergency room and then they're going to tell the police about me and then I'm going to get arrested and go to jail and my life will be over.

I turned and saw the unconscious remaining member of the gang still lying on the floor.  Oh god, what if I killed him.  No, I couldn’t have, I just knocked him out.  Yeah, but I hit him pretty hard.  No, there's no way I could have killed him just by hitting him.  Is there?  

I crept over to his body and saw he was still breathing.  His face was dripping with blood, it had all run down onto his shirt, staining it dark red.  Oh god, what am I going to do with him?  I can't just leave him here.  What happens when he wakes up?  I know, I'll put him in my car and drop him off on the side of the road.  Yeah, that sounds like a good idea.  Am I nuts?  No it isn't.  Leaving a guy on the side of the road?  Well, what else am I going to do?  Oh shit, why was this happening to me?  Why?  Why?  Why?  Why?  I picked up his arm and tried pulling him up.  Ooof, he was heavy.  I decided to just drag him down the hall and take him out the door and leave him outside.  No wait, what if I tied him up and kept him here- no, that's terrible.  Then what would I do when he woke up?  That would be way worse and more complicated than the situation already was.  I was just going to have to drag him outside.  I picked up his other arm and heaved back, he began sliding on the smooth tiled floor.  I maneuvered him around my dropped stolen merchandise, all the time I was praying that he wouldn't wake up.  There was a little trail of his blood where I had dragged him.  I nudged open the door with my body and took him outside.  It looks like they broke in by smashing the glass.  Great, more stuff to clean up.  I pulled him along the sidewalk around the corner of the door and wall, so that he was out of the view of the door.  I kept dragging him, feeling my muscles straining from the adrenaline crash, until he was far enough away from me.

I went back into the mall, praying that nothing would go wrong.  I looked at the trail of blood.  Thank god it had wiped itself out after a while.  I used my shoe to try and clear it up, it didn't work, just smeared it.  I ran into the store and grabbed a pillow from the sofa and came back out, using it to wipe up the mess.  It wasn't Bounty, but it would do.  Throwing the cushion somewhere back into the store, not knowing or caring where, I next looked at the stereo.  It had dropped on the ground pretty hard, but landed upright.  There were buttons on the tape deck that had fallen off.  I picked it up and heard something inside rattling around.  I was almost sure that it was busted, I'd be lucky if the radio was still functional.  I went inside the store and placed it on the couch and I went back and did the same with all the other items, which weren't significant at all: a clock radio, a lamp, a fan, and placed them on a table inside the room.  I didn't want to play re-organizer right now.  In fact, I didn't want to stay here anymore tonight.  This was already a bad situation.  My original intent to just come here and hang out was trashed.  Now that I had just committed two acts of manslaughter and whatever other crimes, I was afraid to stay here.  I just wanted to leave this place, go home, go to sleep and forget that this whole night ever happened.  I gave the area a once over to make sure it wasn't obvious a major crime had been committed here and went down the hall back to my truck – scared to hell.
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