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It was a normal day of work at the local convenience store for Wick before a brick smashed against the side of his head and he became the victim of a robbery. But he would not be the last...

The robber, Kenny, whose fuse is always lit, keeps only one thing in mind: you’re either the predator or the prey, and he will not let anyone get in the way of his objective.

On opposite sides, Wick and Kenny must learn the meaning of friendship and betrayal before time runs out and they find themselves on the wrong side of the counter.
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He waited.

The car radio was tuned to a Classic Rock station, low enough not to disturb Kenny’s concentration as he watched the convenience store’s entrance. He heard the mellow guitar of “Dear Mr. Fantasy” begin to play.

A couple came out of the store and Kenny’s eyes moved with them. The man handed his wife a plastic bag and then bent to tie his shoe on the brick flowerbed. 

The couple got in their car and drove off. 

When they were gone, there was only one car besides Kenny’s in the parking lot, lonesome in a designated employee spot.

Kenny walked into the store with the hood of his black hoodie over his head. His sunglasses covered a good portion of his face.

Inside, he picked a pack of gum off the rack and placed it on the counter for the cashier to ring up. The cashier, Wick, was a couple years younger than Kenny, not even old enough to drink.

The guitar solo of “Dear Mr. Fantasy” played over the convenience store speakers, loud enough to keep customers company, low enough not to disturb them.

“That will be seventy-five cents,” Wick said.

Kenny held out a five-dollar bill.

Wick pounded a key on the register with his middle knuckle and it banged open.

Kenny held out a bill. Wick reached out to grab it, but Kenny’s hand grabbed Wick instead. Kenny’s hand held Wick there, half-over the counter. In an instant, a brick smashed against the side of Wick’s head.

He went down. Hard.

Kenny hopped over the counter and one of his feet landed on Wick’s motionless body. He took a small plastic bag with blue print that read “Snacks n’ Such” that would have been for his purchases, had he actually bought anything, and filled it with the cash from the open register. He even lifted the till, where the big bills hid, and took those as well.

Kenny had no time or empathy for the condition of Wick’s body by his feet. But he did have plenty of time for browsing. He ran his forefinger over the cigarette cartons until he found the Newports—his brand—and stuffed them in the bag as well. Then Kenny rolled back over the counter and double-timed it out the front door. 

The ding of the bell signaled the danger had passed.

Outside, Kenny placed the brick back on the flowerbed, before he got back in his car and drove off.
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WICK HELD A PINT OF vanilla ice-cream against the scrape on his head while the cop interviewed him.

“You may want to put some sort of lotion on that,” the cop said, pointing to his own head, meaning Wick’s. 

“Nah, this works,” Wick said. “I can eat it after. Comfort food.”

The cop wrote on his notepad. “Did he say anything?”

Wick shook his head as he put the ice cream back on his forehead, wincing before it even touched.

“We’ll look into it and let you know if we find anything.” The cop did not seem confident that they would.

“No sweat off my back,” Wick said. “You better get out of here before the owner shows up, that is if you want to avoid yelling.”

“Let him know to call the department for further details.” The cop pointed to Wick’s head this time. “You’re dripping.”

Wick took the carton off his face and saw white cream drip down the side of the carton and then down his cheek.

Lance was in his late twenties, but looked younger. He had built up his physique to be taken more seriously, with criminals and within his own department. When he got back in his squad car outside the convenience store, he stretched out his back nice and good, just in case he’d be stuck in that seated position for a long period of time. 

“Dispatch to twenty-one,” a female voice came in over the radio.

Lance took a final stretch before sliding into the car and picking up the receiver. 

By the time Wick’s boss, Gail, got to the store an hour later, Wick’s enthusiasm for the job dropped to an all-time low.

“Stay alert next time and maybe it won’t happen,” she said in a tone that Wick took as a sign she was nearing the end of her rope. She did not even wait for the store to be clear of customers.

Based on their past, Wick did not expect empathy from her, but did think he’d get something better than the treatment he was currently receiving. “Would you like me to ask customers if they plan on robbing the store from now on?” Wick handed a bag to the old woman opposite him. “Did you find everything okay, ma’am? Do you plan on hitting me upside the head with a brick?”

The old woman glanced at them both.

“Forget it, it’s a joke,” Wick said. “Have a nice day.”

The phone rang beside the register. Gail picked up. “Snacks n’ Such, how can I help you?” Her eyes rolled towards Wick. She held out the phone for him. “How many times do I have to tell you? No personal calls. Fast.” Wick took the phone and Gail headed to the back office.

“Suck a dick.” He knew Gail was too far away to hear it. “What’s up, Dustin?”

“Hey,” Dustin said between crunching on potato chips. “Wanna go to a party tonight?”

Wick rubbed the side of his head. His battle wound was already starting to scab. “Not in the mood.”

“Don’t be a nancy.” The crunching stopped. “Karen will be there.”
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THE STORE CLOSED AT nine o’clock, and after a short wardrobe change, Wick arrived and parked outside Dustin’s house at nine forty-five. He didn’t have to wait long. Dustin ran from his front door and jumped in Wick’s passenger seat. 

“Drive.”

Wick did, but without the speed the excitement in Dustin’s voice called for.

“Swiped some cash from the old man,” Dustin bragged.

“Smooth,” Wick said.

Dustin leaned forward to get a better view of Wick. “Turn your head.”

“I’m driving.”

Dustin leaned forward to see the other side of Wick’s head. “The fuck happened to you?”

“A brick.”

“Nice.”

Kenny was in his own car at this time, chewing gum he did not pay for and rolling joints in his lap as he drove. At a stop sign and with no cars behind him, Kenny laid a piece of rolling paper on his legs. He flipped a baggy upside down and shook it. 

Empty.

Wick and Dustin walked up the apartment stairs since the elevator was broken—or at least they assumed it was.

“How much do you want?” Wick asked.

Dustin held out the handful of cash. “How much can this buy?”

“Put that away. These aren’t the type of guys you want to know you have that kind of money. We only have twenty. Forty if pressed.”

Wick could tell by Dustin’s “mm-hmm” as he ran his hand on the wall that he was too distracted by the crust and graffiti to hear him or notice he stopped at a door.

Wick knocked twice fast, then twice slowly.

The makeshift cardboard peephole opened and two eyes stared at them.

Dustin gave a senior portrait smile. The door opened.

Lou was your average thirty-year-old high school drop out. His sweat-stained shirt his work attire.  He eyed Wick’s head wound.

“A brick,” Wick answered Lou’s questioning stare.

“Wick got hit with a brick. Badass.” Lou smiled.

Corey came in the room and took up most of it. If anyone were to question whether they should try to fuck over Lou, Corey’s stature answered it for them.

“Money to him,” Lou said as he plopped down on his couch, stuffing exploding from the holes.

Dustin tried a smooth cash-hiding handshake. Corey stood still. “We’re not on the damn street. Gimme that. What’s with your boy? He all right?”

“I’m awesome,” Dustin said nervously.

“An ironic optimist would say you’re aw-full, right?” Lou laughed while he stuffed the cushioning back in the sofa.

The apartment was a mess and the windows were caged to keep them in, or others out.

Dustin froze at the sight of the disassembled Beretta on the table in front of Lou.

Lou rolled his own joint. “Want a hit?”

“Just the weed and we’re out,” Wick said.

“Chill pill, man. Chill pill.”

They waited silently while Lou rolled his joint. “Hey, you guys got any X?” Dustin finally blurted out.

Wick shot him a look, but Dustin either didn’t see or ignored it.

“Hell yes we do. Bring out the E too!” Lou shouted to the kitchen and Corey. “I like your friend, he’s a partier.”

Dustin shot Wick














[image: ]









































[image: ]







[image: ]



























d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
e

To wash-his hands clean,
first he must get them dirty





d2d_images/image001.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





