
Joe’s Story


First, there was security.  Infinite ways around security, but in contrast, security had its own infinite backups.  You have to find that extra little something that they forgot.  It could be the top floor, the basement, the sleeping guard in the parking garage, even that simple combination to the front lock.  The simplest mistakes were sometimes the least obvious.  This was going to be an easy job though.  Even if it were impossible, it would be done.  When one devotes his life to one and only one action, security or anyone for that matter is hard pressed to stop that action from taking place.  At least, that’s what I figured.  If it didn’t work, then I was no worse or better off anyway.


The building had five entrances, the most obvious three being the front entrance, the parking elevator and the back door; through the alley.  That had a lock and a regular guard on patrol.  For an amateur, it would have been the obvious choice.  Waste the guard and pick or break the lock; job well done, come again.  The obvious choice though, usually was the worst.  The problem with the back was that to get from the back to the main part of the building, you had to follow a mind numbingly complicated serious of corridors and halls, the likes of which contained the very core of building security.  I knew this though, and while I could have possibly sneaked right the hell through, this was a large-scale operation, and thus called for heavy machinery about as inconspicuous as a fat man in a thong screaming days of the week at the top of his lungs.

There was the elevator from the garage.  There were never many people on the top floor of the parking complex. The few guards posted on each level would doubtlessly be gone during lunch break.  No at lunch, the local Mexican taqueria would be the place to avoid for heated criminals such as myself.  The parking garage was practically a safe haven.  However, I digress.  While the lack of cops would be almost definite, the lack of innocent bystanders would probably be a factor.  There is something about people that make them yell like crazy whenever they see a big gun and a slightly dangerous face.  Just the ignorance of the masses in my opinion, but it didn’t matter if I was right or wrong because anyone there would have gave me away better than any cop could have.  I could take a chance; maybe there would be no one around.  And maybe I could just click my heels three times, say, “there’s no place like central”, and end up in the middle of the building.  Neither of which was very likely.


The last, and most obvious, were the giant front doors of the building.  Glass, slightly tinted, bullet proof (of course), but most importantly, fraught with people.  I could carve a big chunk out of the cities population right at the door; but that would mean missing my target, and I just could not have such a thing.  The doors led into the gigantic golden lobby, which looked like a fancy hotel more than a place of business.  I didn’t concern myself too much with the décor, being, as I would no way, no how get anywhere by waltzing throughout the front door.  The security was a given: extreme and dripping with pigs.  It’s all-good though.  I’m not out of options yet.


There were two more possible entrances into the building, that would require a little more work, but would be much more covert than walking in, arms outstretched, proclaiming “arrest me, shoot me, stop me now for God’s sakes.”  There were the vents on the sides of the building.  It was a comparatively old building when compared to the skyscrapers around it, and the ventilation still included big metal shaft circulating throughout the building.  If one were to get into the building without being seen, this would be one of the best ways to do it without a doubt.  In any other case, I would have used this route to get into the building, but this time, my heavy artillery again hindered me to being able to have more room than the little metal grates provided.


That left me only one choice.  There was a small window at the back entrance of the building that led to the custodial office.  Herc, the head janitor at the building, used to be a good friend of mine.  On my breaks, I would go down to his little office, and we would shoot the shit for a little bit while we ate and watched the game on the TV in there.  It usually didn’t matter which game was on, just that one was on.  He showed me a little trick to the window one day while the Braves played the Mets.

“Look at this piece of shit they give me, “ says Herc in his faded Lebanese accent.  “You see this square?” He says, pointing to a little square carved out in the corner of the window.  It is covered by a piece of black electric tape.  “Those sons of bitches put it right by the lock.” He says.  “They might say ‘please open.  Anyone want in, here you go!’”  I don’t remember taking any special note of the conversation; I just remember it as a little piece of information that maybe no one was supposed to have.  I had it though, and security didn’t count on that.


How does one go about getting into the most populated area of a building without being noticed until it is too late?  They don’t.  I had to.  I knew I could.  I just needed to analyze the situation.  Damn, there were a lot of variables to deal with.  How to find a majority of people at any one place at any one time.  How to move throughout the building without being noticed, starting from the custodians office.  What to do about the custodian in the office, for that matter.  I had to sort this out, come up with a compromise, working in my favor throughout this operation.  I thought of each new problem as it’s own entity with it’s own demands and stipulations.  I had to satisfy both mine and it’s problems with one foul swoop, before it would let me go anywhere.  I taxed my mind for weeks upon weeks going through each and every detail.  I had many thoughts most of which canceled out others, proving one another improbable ipso facto and never ceasing to frustrate the hell out of me.  It is for these reasons that I will not guide you through my thoughts.  I actually want you to be interested in the story. (P.S. tell your friends.)  I will instead jump right to my final plan, where everyone was happy.

I went to the local gun store on a cold Friday evening.  I could pick up a couple things there; just the basics.  I got a shit load of ammo, and I picked up a Winchester 1300 defender shotgun.  Damn nice gun.  I was gonna have fun with it too, I could tell.  With the gun and the ammo, I got a pack of spearmint gum, for good measure.  There was a gun show that Sunday as well, and that was my next target for sure.  Oh the things I saw!  It was a veritable psycho heaven!  I had to bite my lip to keep from laughing and it was all I could do to keep myself from skipping around the crowded warehouse like a little schoolgirl.  After some hours of searching, I settled upon five guns for the job.  First was the Remington 700 LTR.  A classic sniper gun if I ever saw one.  It would do quite nicely for my opening arguments.  I then picked up a classic vintage Remmington 870, an old school shotgun with a punch like no other.  I was practically drooling when I found the little table with the pistols.  I bought not one, but two Glock 19s, just in case I wanted to have some real fun.  With those Glocks, I could bust that shit up Jean Claude Van Damme style.  Lastly, I went searching for the big guns.  I asked around to all the shady looking guys as to where I could pick up my brand new AK.  They pointed me to a rather well dressed man with a white cane and a top hat.  His name was Franklin.


I went to Franklin’s table and introduced myself.  He noted me with as much interest as he did anyone else at the show.  This was a little annoying at first and I thought to just bust out one of my newly acquired Glocks and show that punk how it was, but I thought better of it.  Like it or not, I needed Franklin right then, and I didn’t want to go through any blood yet.  So I kept myself in check, and sparked up some friendly conversation.  We got to talking, and joking around and laughing, and just having a good time.  He really wasn’t that bad of a guy.  Once I had befriended him so to speak, I casually approached him about the AK.  His casual demeanor broke down just a little bit.  I could feel a little bit of pressure build up around him, and his eyes started to move rather nervously.  You could always tell what a man was thinking by his eyes.  You couldn’t hide your eyes and your eyes looked directly into your head.  I saw into Franklin’s head, and I saw apprehension.  I tried to tell a joke to lighten the mood, but I screwed up the punch line and in a way worsened the situation.  Franklin was serious now, as he beckoned me to follow him into the parking lot.


We walked to Franklin’s car and he opened up the trunk to his ’89 Honda Civic.  I regarded that little trunk light as a golden ray from heaven then, and in my mind I swear I heard angels sing a mighty hallelujah ring out.  In Franklin’s trunk was the finest assortment of heavy assault machinery I had ever witnessed.  I couldn’t help the drool sliding down my chin or the beads of sweat on my palms as I gazed upon this assortment of death.  He asked me if I was sure I wanted an AK.  I was sure.  He picked up a case in the corner of the trunk.  It was brown and old; it looked like snake or crocodile skin, and I thought it might have been quite attractive in it’s prime.  Franklin opened the case to reveal the sole object of my desires.  A sleek black finished AK 47, fully equipped.  He even threw in the bullets.  I could have kissed Franklin right then and there, and if I was a gay man, I might have done so.  I paid Franklin, thanked him for his services, and hurried off with my new assortment of guns.  I was all set except for my Winchester, which I could pick up in five days.  I waved goodbye to Franklin as I drove by, and I saw him stare blankly at me.  I had the strangest feeling that Franklin knew precisely what I was going to do with that gun, but its not as if he could have done anything about it.  I wished he would stop looking at me like that.


The following week, I picked up my sweet Winchester.  I loved that gun, and was going to have lots of fun using it.  I had even planned on having lots of fun using it.  It was only a rough plan, but it was the best I could do and still be certain.  There were about 1300 variables in the building and I didn’t want to have to rely on any of them.  That didn’t leave much room for improvements, but you played with what cards you got in this type of situation.  Therefore, my plan was rather simple, the security part was easy, and I have already discussed it.  I decided to go in the morning, around 9:00.  By then, everyone that was coming in would be in, including Perez.  I was looking forward to him the most, but I will get to that.  So at nine I would sneak into the undoubtedly deserted custodial office.  From there, I would secure any keys I would need or anything else of that consequence.  Also from Herc’s office were the controls to the electricity, in case there was a shortage or some shit like that.  I didn’t know, I wasn’t a janitor.  Nor did I care what the controls did, other than override all elevators and doors in the building, including the giant bullet proof front doors.  I got excited once or twice planning it out.


Once I had sealed the doors and stopped the elevators, Herc would be coming along to greet me.  Easy, enough.  Waste Herc and gain the attention of a security guard or two.  No sweat off my balls.  Security would find me, call more security and die.  Fine.  I wait for the rest of security and some cops to show up.  No worries I got plenty of ammo.  One problem there was the rate of the cops vs. the rate of security.  If the cops arrived before security was all clear, I could be dead before I even got cooking.  One solution to dealing with problems like that.  Spell it out: H-O-S-T-A-G-E, yyaaaaaayyyyyyy Hostage!  Moreover, who would make just the perfect hostage, caught completely off guard and walking right up to my candy ass?  Good old’ Herc, that’s who.  OK, so instead of wasting Herc, I would capture his ass, let a few shots go, and get on with the party.


Police like to shoot things, and that’s a fact.  However, if you have a hostage, they can’t do jack or shit to you.  And when that hostage turns into roughly 1000 hostages, the cops have a real shit-hole of a problem.  This was going to work and I knew it.  Perez was going to get what was coming to him, I would make sure of it.  And the stupid ingenious bulletproof glass was going to help too.  You see, no matter how good the sharpshooter is, he has a real tough job ahead of him when there is bulletproof glass between him and his target.  I knew this, and that’s why my attack would center on the lobby.  I could see them, but unless they wanted to kill a whole bunch of innocent people, the cops were going to have a tough time busting through those front doors.  This was going to work great.


 For the most part, that was the extent of my plan, and it seemed solid enough.  Sure, some what-ifs and buts came into play, but with some luck, I could get past those.  Oh god this was going to be great.  This would show him, show everyone what they were doing when they got rid of me.  You don’t just push guys like me around.  Sure, it worked in high school, and in college for that matter, but this was real life, and you just don’t disrespect a man like Perez did to me.  I would show him that.  That would be the last thing he ever learned too, and I would see to that one, if I had to do it bleeding and miserable with no arms, legs, or teeth, I would gum his goddamn ankles off.  And you know I would too, ha!

Monday, February 19, 1997.

Downtown Chicago, Illinois.

43 degrees and cloudy.

9:00 AM

I wore a black trench coat with black boots, as well as black gloves and black sunglasses.  I wore black leather pants, not tight, but just right.  I wore a black long sleeve shirt and I thin black sweater over it.  I was decked out for today’s job, and quite ready with the black duffel bag over my shoulder.  Its contents, well, you know what its contents were, hehehe.  I stopped on the busy sidewalk and looked up.  The building loomed in front of me, glaring at me with a slight glint from the faded sun. It beckoned me, almost saying, bring it on punk.  You think you can take this?  You got nothin’ bitch, and we both know it.  I smiled.


I walked around the back of the building to the back entrance casually, as any one man might walk behind any building at any old ordinary point in time.  I really was good at walking.  I spotted a security guard at the fabled back entrance and we made eye contact through our shades.  It was fun time.  I smiled award winningly at the guard at kept on walking.  He smiled and nodded back, visibly suspicious, but well aware that he could not do a damn thing about it until I blatantly said; Hey, look at me, I’m plotting a crime, wanna hear about it?  I could just kiss the Supreme Court for their harsh penalties for police corruption.  So I kept on walking excellently.  The guard, now satisfied enough with me, turned his head and looked down the other side of the alley.  Apparently, he didn’t know the number one rule in my game.  Never turn your back on a dirty crook like me.  With a flick of my wrist, I brought out the hunting knife from beneath my belt.  I took a quick glance over my shoulder, saw that the guard had his head still turned, and the lights flashed.


I really have never regarded the lights with that high of a priority.  I definitely know they are there however.  They just kind of pop in my eyes, whenever I am about to do something gutsy.  Without them, I’m not sure I could have done what I did that day, or any other day for that matter.  Its almost like they give me that extra push; that little edge of insanity that is just so essential when you do dumb shit like this.  Nevertheless, again, I digress.  The reader does not want to be informed of my terminal quirks, but instead, of the incident I have dedicated this tale to.  So, if I am satisfied with myself; let us continue.


I spun and leapt so that my coat struggled to keep up, flailing behind me like Superman’s cape.  Only, this was not Superman’s kind of deed.  As I careened toward the guard, I brought out my right hand (and the knife) and spun it in my hand so that the cutting edge was facing me and my arm crooked out to the side.  I saw that guard’s head start to turn, but it was far too late for him now.  I grabbed his face and covered his mouth with my left hand, simultaneously snapping his head back, exposing his gooseneck.  I squeezed on his face with the full force of my grip and I could hear his muffled cries.  Once more, I smiled.  I brought down the knife on his neck and made a little squirt gun out of his throat.  It’s a good thing I was behind him, because his blood was not what I was after really, although it was a bonus.  I felt the knife carve through the tough flesh in his throat and I pushed harder on both his face and on the knife.  He was dead by now, I was sure, but why let go of such a good thing?


All at once, I yanked the knife hard out of his neck and dropped his lifeless body to the ground.  I looked around.  Not a soul in sight truly, the gods were with me on this a fine morning.  I took off my gloves and dropped them by the guard’s corpse.  I reached into my coat, pulled out a new pair, and put them on.  I couldn’t be bothered with any sort of slipping of the fingers or any such nonsense on this outing, lest it be ruined for everyone.  I took another quick look around, casually walked to the custodial office’s window, found the little taped over square and pushed my finger in on it.  It came off quite easily and I reached with my finger to the little bronze lock/latch to open the window.  As I pushed my hand to get my finger further in, the window slowly creaked open. It had been left unlocked for some odd reason, which made me nervous but I dismissed it as a fluke on Herc’s part.  Old Herc was forgetting things a lot, the foreign bastard.  I took a deep breath and opened the window wide.


Everything was exactly as I had left it, except for all evidence of the existence of Herc.  On the desk, where Herc’s family photos once stood, now loomed framed degrees and declarations of such and so.  I didn’t pay much attention to the actual photos, seeing as these could in no way be Herc’s.  I took a closer look around.  On the bookshelf, there were more books; they looked like schoolbooks.  The subjects ranged from History 101 to Adv. Calculus 4.  This proved that it wasn’t Herc’s crap.  I was starting to get flustered and lost in the moment; a very bad thing to do when all concentration is needed for one operation.  I was, however, trapped in limbo by the sheer fascination of how much has actually changed since I came and left.  Its almost insane how similar things can look on the outside, but how very different they are once you really get into detail and get inside.  Take that down kids, that’s a good one.


I heard footsteps from outside the hall and I froze.  I slid my bag underneath the desk and hid behind the door, hoping with all my might that this was just some corrupt pig looking for the donuts or something.  The footsteps grew louder outside the door, and I recognized them as high heels, which was interesting enough.  Unless there was some new female security, there was no woman I could think of that would want to come down here to the custodial offices.  The footsteps grew louder and louder, until they became roaring explosions in my head.  Each explosion rocked my brain back and forth, to and fro, and I could feel myself getting woozy.  And still louder they grew, until they were in front of the door, and deafening.  I squinted my eyes and grimaced.  The footsteps had stopped in front of the door and the key was being inserted into the other side of the door.  My eyes snapped open and my emotions cooled.  It was super fun time.  I reached into my belt and lay a hand on one of my Glocks.  The door handle turned and I smiled.


I didn’t want to kill this one.  Obviously, Perez had gotten to Herc, and to my hostage along with him.  I would have to take this substitution.  This might have made me a little nervous had I not been in my zone, if you will.  After all, I really don’t do well with new people, and the women tended to be extremely stubborn and, well, just plain dumb.  Even if you were nice, the bitch would always start moaning and crying and shit right after you tell her to be quiet or you are gonna blow her dumb ass head off.  What exactly goes through a female’s head upon hearing something like that anyway?  Inane nonsense if you ask me.  However, back to the story.


The woman walked into the room and (thankfully) left the door open.  She stood about five-seven, dark brown hair, thin build, glasses.  She was very typically a female worker as they come.  Or at least, as the media portrays them.  She looked like she worked out, not muscular so much, but firm.  That was fine, I was confident that I could take an 800lb gorilla if I really wanted to.  And confidence was all that mattered.  She walked to her desk and started to shuffle through some papers, her back turned to me.  And we all know what happens when people turn their backs to me.  I pulled out a Glock with my right hand and shut the office door with my left.  She turned around, and was greeted with the barrel of the little pistol that could.  I held up my left hand to my mouth in a gesture of silence and she just stared.  Her face remained placid and unaffected by this ordeal.  Oh great, I thought.  She’s a goddamn feminist too.  Those are the dumbest fucking ones.

I pointed to a chair and gestured for her to sit.  She did, her eyes never leaving mine.  She was trying to psych me out.  It was the only thing she could do.  She had a gun in her face for God’s sakes.  I was not a guy who could be psyched out though.  Those guys are and will always be, the weak and insecure.  I was fine right then and there.  Honestly, there was no place that I would rather have been.  This one looked like she would co-operate out of a rebellion, like succumbing to me so much that I would just humiliate myself.  What a bitch.  Just looking at her disgusted me.  I would have not flinched if she exploded screaming across the room, but she didn’t.  And although I wanted nothing more than to end her right then and there, to do so would jeopardize my chances of getting the one I really wanted.


Well, needless to say that little skank messed up my plans big time, but there were always going to be variables.  Every situation was avoidable and these exceptions could be dealt with as this one could.  I just had to think of how.  I took a seat in the chair by the door and scratched my chin with the gun.  I watched the bitch out of the corner of my eye though.  I knew she was going to try something stupid.  She wasn’t looking so innocent as before.  I tightened the grip on my gun and reached into my pocket and grabbed the knife handle, not exposing it.


“They will hear me if you shoot me.” Said the bitch.

“No shit,” I told her.  “You think I’m a fucking idiot lady?”  I said.  “You think I don’t know that guns make noise?”  I stood up violently and knocked over the chair.  I pointed the barrel of my gun at her face.


“I’ve killed one person today, what makes you think I won’t kill again, hmm?  Do you think that you can convince me to let you go?  That you can sway me to give up my evil ways, as if I wasn’t aware that they are wrong?  Lady, I don’t know who you are, or where you came from, but I do know right from wrong.  And if you want to live, then you will proceed to shut the hell up for as long as humanly possible.  It would be goddamn wrong of you not to.”  I declared with the gun inching closer to her face with every word.  I saw the gleam in her eye and I smiled.  I loosened my grip on the gun and tightened my grip on the knife.  I yelled out enough for her to flinch while I locked the safety on the gun.  I wagged it in front of her face laughing.  I watched her eyes, waiting for her to grab it and turn the tables.


I wasn’t to be disappointed.  Sure enough, the stupid little bitch grabbed the gun right out of my hand.  I didn’t move.  The bitch swung the gun in her hand so that I was staring down the barrel of my little Glock.


“How does it feel, asshole?”  She asked me with just the smuggest look on her face.


“Well,” I said.  “Sort of like this I guess.”  With that I whipped out my knife and hit her as hard as I could in the face with the handle.  The blow spun her head back, along with the rest of her body as her chair turned around.  Once again, I smiled.  I raised the knife and with a triumphant grunt, I plunged the blade down the back of her neck and into her spine.  I felt the bones crack as I hoped I had hit the spinal cord.  If not, there would be a lot of yelling about to happen.  I watched as her head fell and she slouched in her chair.  I pulled out the knife and spun her chair back around.  She was paralyzed, but not dead.  Her eyes were watering and spinning madly, and she could feel it, but it hadn’t killed her.  That’s really to bad, I thought.  That must suck for her.  I guess the only gentlemanly thing to do…  I spun the knife in my hand and plunged in into her throat.  I stepped out of the blood spray and watched as she died within the minute.  Only a variable easily solved.  I picked my gun up off of the floor, and unlocked the safety.  I felt better.  I walked to the control panel on the left wall and opened it.  The idiot-proof panel had a large label that read “Front Door Locks”.  Under the label was a keyhole with a handy dandy key left right in.  I turned it to “lock” and removed the key.  I put the key in my pocket and shut my eyes.  It was gametime.

10:18 AM


I walked down the halls gaining many stares.  I greeted each and every one of the people walking past me.  A simple trick to human nature.  If someone sees a guy in all black with a large duffel bag slung across his shoulder, they might be a little wary.  If said individual were to greet them warmly however, they would see that this man was no threat.  Merely and eccentric janitor or something along that line.  I had to make sure and smile to everyone though, because all it took was one nosy jackass to call security and give me a fucking headache.  So I walked, until I got to the lobby.  It was set up so that as you walk through the hall, the floor passed through the back of the lobby, enabling you so watch the doors and all the hustle and bustle therein.  Keep on walking and you would get to the elevator, granting you access to even more spectacular views.  I got on the elevator and pressed the 9 button on the panel.  The 10th story was the roof and I didn’t want that.  I needed to get those on the inside, not the outside.


The elevator was vacant when I stepped into it.  I leaned against the support rail, for support, and wiped my brow.  It was about halfway over and yet the fun hadn’t even begun to start.  I looked at the security camera in the top corner of the elevator and smiled.  Look into his eyes, but don’t trust him.  He can seem like the friend you’ve never had and then you know you’re in the shitter.  Perez.  My eyes snapped wide and I slammed the emergency stop button.  What the fuck was I doing?  I had almost completely forgotten about the most important part.  I guess I was just having too much fun.  I pushed the 3rd floor button and felt better.  First that sonofabitch would get his, and then I would rejoice.  For like the 10th time, I smiled.  It was a happy day to say the least.


The elevator stopped and I picked up my bag.  I looked down the hall both ways, like I was crossing the street when I was five.  What a little scout I had turned out to be, eh?  The coast was clear as I made my way down the rows of cubicles.  I turned a corner, then another, and I stopped.  The big oak door on the front read ‘Perez’.  It was go time.


“Looking for Mr. Perez?”  A nameless voice said.  I froze.  What was I to do?  Kill this man?  Slice his throat or shove my knife right into his mouth and into his head?  Turn tail and run?  I nodded my head, still facing the door.


“He’s in the break room…..hey are you okay?”  The voice asked.


“Getting better.”  I said.  I turned away and walked to the small crowded breakroom.  I had been in there countless times before, sipping the horrible coffee and trying to wake myself up in the mornings.  I remember sitting there asking myself why I tortured myself like this, when Mr. Perez would walk in and smile.

“Keep up the good work.”  He would always say and chuckle to himself.  And I would chuckle back.  Perez was my boss, and my friend.  He was a great guy to work under.  He was always on top of whatever our office needed and when the going was tough, he would get down dirty and file reports and all that kind of harsh busy work that takes up time, just so that we could meet our deadlines and get bonuses.  He got the bonus either way.  All in all, he was a damn great guy.  We became pretty good friends and he and his wife would often go out with me and mine.


And then the layoffs came.  The powers that be, regardless of Perez’s pleading were firing everyone around me.  I remember the day he called me in by the donuts.  There was a big box of donuts for the remainder of the team in front of his office.  All jelly.  All with sprinkles.  I was finishing up my third when he called me in.  I threw away the donut.  I knew what was coming.  I packed up my things and returned home that night unemployed.  I was searching for jobs for about a month, going out for interviews whenever I could.  I came home one night to find my wife in bed with another man eventually.  I hadn’t been able to perform.  Stress I guess, but it didn’t matter, because she got her kicks from someone else anyway.  Perez.  I was goddamn horrified.  I just watched in blank shock as he grabbed his clothes and ran out of the door to his parked car about a block away.  The tears built up in my eyes as his BMW peeled out and sped out of the mess he had left for me.  I filed for divorce the next morning.  I elected to move out, seeing as I had the money and I couldn’t live in that house if I tried.  I bought an apartment not too far away and reviewed my life.  Then, one night, I found myself with a gun to my head, staring death in the face.  I was looking in a mirror.  That stuck with me.  Whose fault was this?  My wife’s?  No, I had been to blame for my impotency.  Or had I been?  I couldn’t get it up because I was too preoccupied with my job finding and finances.  Whose fault was that?  The powers that be?  They were just doing their job.  Perez?  Had he tried hard enough to keep my job?  He was after all, fucking my wife.  No, I decided not.  Indirectly, Perez had been at fault for my terrible turns in life.  I remember looking into the brown spotted mirror and seeing the face of death.  The answer was clear enough.  If I was going to go, why just let that bastard get away with taking me?  No, I decided right then and there that what was now occurring would indeed occur.


And here I was.  I could see Perez through the small window on the door.  He sat alone, drinking a cup of coffee and massaging his temples.  I stopped and opened my bag.  I pulled out my Winchester and made sure it was loaded.  I slid it into the loop in my trenchcoat and took a deep breath.  I opened the door, turned around, backed in and closed it.  I locked the door.  I turned back around and Perez was staring at me, white-faced and getting paler by the second.  I stared back, as hard as I could.  I wanted to see if my hate could manifest itself into a clean hole through his forehead, but alas, the Jedi mind trick wouldn’t work now.


“You..”  Perez stuttered.  “Don’t….I cant…”  I reached into my coat and began to slide the shotgun out of the loop.  I did it slowly, waiting for him to move.  He scooted his chair back and instantly the gun was out, cocked and pressed up against his temple.  I held it tight with both hands.  Perez wasn’t small, but he wasn’t big either.  He was however large enough to knock the gun of course if I wasn’t careful.  I noticed and bitter sweet smell in the air and looked at Perez’s soaked pantleg.  I almost broke out in a fit of hysteria right then and there.  What a tension breaker this guy was!  Always taking into consideration the other persons comfort.  I couldn’t help but smirk as he noticed my amusement nor could I help laughing a little as he started to cry and pray.  He let out a sob that was just a little too loud and I tensed up.  I brought the barrel of the gun back a foot or so and smashed it against the side of his head.  Perez flew off of his chair and landed sprawled on his back on the cold tile.  I quickly crouched down and took aim at Perez’s head.  I watched with one eye closed as the tears streamed down his square cheek.  I stood back up and walked over to him and kicked his in the side of the head and shoved him away from the wall.  Perez lay completely flat against the ground and I jumped down, spun once in the air, and landed on my side at his feet with the barrel of the gun inches from his groin.  Before he could lift his head, I fired.  It was louder, louder than I would have liked, but it was worth it.  Blood and little bits of flesh flew around the breakroom and cascaded the walls as well as myself.  The blast had sailed right up his nuts, through his stomach and lungs and heart and throat and eventually through his brain, which was now splattered on the wall above the remains of his head.

I stood up and moved my shoulder around in its socket.  I had landed right on it.  I bent over, opened my bag and pulled out a towel.  I wiped my bloody face and hair and got most of the blood and guts off of my coat.  In my right hand I still clutched the gun.  I heard sharp knocking at the door and the nameless face from before demanding to know what was going on.  I turned to the door, cocked my gun and fired a blast through the door, as well as through the mans head.  The deed was done.  I didn’t feel as different as I thought I would though.  I felt.. kind of.. distant.  Like this wasn’t really happening and I hadn’t just killed the man I hated the most.  So this is what it’s like to win the lotto.  I opened my bag and took out the AK.  I put the Winchester back in and closed the bag, slung it on my shoulder and left the room, along with the rest of my past.

10:33 AM


My AK was loaded and swinging with my arms as I strutted down the hall toward the elevator.  As I walked, a general murmur started to come out of the cubicles and I saw the gopher- like heads of employees striking out above their cubicle walls.  They pointed and whispered and many began to brave their way into the hall itself.  Maybe they wanted to catch a glimpse of the man and his gun.  Maybe there were heroes in the office, just looking to save the day.  I pointed the gun at the ceiling at let a few rounds go.  There were screams and all heads and bodies disappeared once again into the maze of small plywood walls.  This amused me.  To see that with all the glory we give ourselves, we are nothing more than chipmunks; scattering away at the first sign of real trouble.  Good old human nature.  Almost always you could depend on it to be the exact opposite of what you were taught in school.  I continued to stroll triumphantly through the hall, when my ears picked up the sound of running footsteps behind me.  Ordinarily, I would have excused this as some sensible type running down the hall, away from danger and most importantly me.  But these footsteps were different.  They grew louder as I walked and I realized that whoever it was, was gunning for me.  The hero had emerged.  I turned with my gun pointing directly at the individual and fired.  Blood splattered across the ceiling and the man, a little guy in his mid forties with glasses and a nice tie, fell to the ground with a glorious thump.  What an idiot.  I turned around and I was happy.  It appeared as if everyone else in the building understood the concept of guns killing people; or rather, me killing people.  I walked on.


The elevator remained as I had left it.  Unused and with the door still gaping open.  I stepped in pressed the 9 button for the second time.  The elevator doors closed as a few more heroes dashed to get in.  I held up the gun and fired through until the doors closed.  That ought to get things stirring.  The people in the lobby, by now, had surely figured out that the doors were in fact locked and that they were stuck.  Maybe some had known about the back door and had sought it out, discovering the body of the dumb bitch I had iced, as well as that first pig I so aptly slaughtered.  Probably someone had checked and found Perez’s dead body, cored and lying in a large pool of blood.  News spreads much more rapidly than anyone would like it to and I knew that people were already trying to open the doors and cops were probably streaming into the building through the back.  I looked at the floor indicator light.  It was a fancy electronic one, which not only showed you what floor you were one, but how far you were from the next.  I waited until just before the 9th floor push the emergency stop button again.  I opened the elevator doors and looked up into the shaft.  I reached into my bag and took out the knife and gripped it tight.  I jammed the blade into the floor doors and wedged them open.  I pried the doors open with my hands and wedged the knife back under the doors, like I had seen on the movie Speed.  I crawled out onto the 9th floor and reached bag in and grabbed my bag.  I took out the Winchester and checked the ammo.  It still had two shots.  I took aim at the elevator cable and fired.  It snapped and went wild, screaming all over the shaft, hitting the steel walls and sending up sparks.  The elevator did not fall.  I looked deeper into the shaft.  I took aim again and blasted away the patented safety cable.  The elevator accelerated down the shaft and I stood, waiting, ears pricked.  A giant crash warmed my heart as the elevator crashed into the basement floor of the building.  I heard distant screaming and I knew that panic had now taken hold of the masses downstairs.  The time had come.


I fired my AK wildly into the air and watched down either hall as the mindless squirrels skittered away for the stairs, away from harm.  I threw the AK down and reached into my bag, for the sniper gun and my old school Remington shotgun (which I had sawed both barrels off of).  I loaded both and moved to the banister overlooking the lobby.  It was time for the last stand.  Duck Hunting.  Now, I know I said I had been looking forward to Perez, but this was really what it was all about.  This was real fun.  I pulled up my shotgun and looked at the frenzy in the lobby below.  There were people hiding in potted plants, under counters, banging relentlessly at the door, and a ring of people in the middle; praying.  Something about the hit close to home with me.  The thought of prayer in a place like this, at a time like this, it irked me.  These were the people who were surely going to heaven.  Those so devoted to their God, that they would rather die than run.  But it hit me in a different, more profound way as well.  These people saw me as death, as evil.  I had become the embodiment of their nightmares, of their hate and fear.  I was everything wrong with these people’s lives.  They saw me as certain doom, and better to die and go to a better place peacefully, than to try to frantically outrun the inevitable.  These people would have a good eternity.  I owed it to them.  I took aim and fired at the circle.  Two heads exploded, but the circle kept intact.  I felt a tear build up in the corner of my eye. I cocked my gun and fired again at the circle.  Another head exploded and two necks to boot.  Most people in the circle now held hands with a corpse, but still they held.  I emptied my sawed off Remington at that circle, confident that I was doing the right thing for these people.


I tossed my shotgun, along with my fatty Winchester, knife and AK, over the banister and onto the people below.  I picked up my sniper and scoped out the people by the doors.  I fired into the skulls of at least 20 people, and reloaded.  I picked off those in the potted plants and those under the counters.  I was starting to feel kind of tired I noticed.  I fired on.  I had a little time; the cops had to run up 9 flights of twisting stairs to get to me.  I had destroyed the only elevator in this wing of the building.  Which was odd in itself.  This was a very large building, and to only have one elevator? Well, it was kind of stupid yes, but I guess it kept its artistic integrity alright.  I ran out of ammo as I heard the first cop scream “Freeze!”


I tossed my sniper over the banister and adjusted my coat, and making my magic Glocks reappear in my hands.  I stuck both arms out with a gun in each hand and began to fire.  I killed at least five cops on either side of me, and then I crossed my arms over and completely emptied the clips.  I was pretty fucking exhausted by this time and when my triggers began to click and I heard the first shot that wasn’t my own, I decided I really didn’t have any gusto left in me.  I had harbored a deep rage inside me, and with each bullet hole that opened my skin up, some of the hate depleted.


I was a dead man.  I had been since the day I had caught my wife and Perez.  The only thing that kept my heart pumping was hate.  I thought of that ring of prayer that I had destroyed.  Why?  They had done nothing to me.  But that was all I had in me.  All I knew was death then, and as lead sailed into me, I was about to reap what I had sewn.  I was really tired now.  The bullets did not hurt, I was already numb.  I stumbled forward and with my last bit of energy, leapfrogged over the banister.


Falling to my death was really enlightening.  I reflected upon all the things I had accomplished in my life before today.  There wasn’t much.  I was just your average nameless, faceless Joe.

At10:59 AM on Monday, February 19th, 1997, I fell to my death off of a 9th story balcony.  I had killed 60 people, set the record for largest non-governmental mass murder by a very large margin.  I was declared dead on impact, possibly before, for I had suffered 7 bullet wounds to the side legs and 1 to the throat.  I do not and never will regret what I did.  It was my mark on this world.  If you are to learn anything from my story, learn to keep your head in something, other than work or relationships.  Once that is gone, all you have is me.  And we all can see how that turned out.
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