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Matte Finish II


Twenty-five years later it was actually pretty easy to do it again as long as you knew how to fly a plane. Harun did because he had asked a large language model for help, getting extensive lessons in the operation of one specific type of aircraft in a way that seriously was not at all suspicious. The LLM must have believed that Harun was simply preparing in a neurotically thorough fashion to be a great commercial airline pilot, and was all too willing to review over and over the purpose and operation of the dazzling array of buttons, switches, and gauges that dizzied civilians so thoroughly they all made jokes about it. The LLM assisted cheerfully; aviation was a noble art and science and an airplane was not a weapon— few thought that one could be used that way ever again.

It was actually startlingly simple though and Harun had gotten the idea that it was possible from another completely ordinary flight he had taken. All he had to do was get a seat in Row 1 or Row 2; that fateful day he had been slightly fucked over and was sitting in Row 2. He had called the airline beforehand to declare a medical condition so they would assign him a favorable seat and no clarification was needed; it could have been pregnancy for all they knew. As Harun plopped into his seat with his two bags of real stuff packed in the overhead bins (the port side Row 2 was up against the bulkhead so there was ample legroom but nowhere to shove a backpack), he realized that Row 2 was actually not strictly worse than Row 1 because he could get a running start.

On the starboard side of Row 2 there was this fucking annoying old man with hair blooming out of his ears like broccoli who had a little dog with him in a terrible black cube and when the flight attendant asked him if he could push the box further under the seat he said, “It’s too narrow; yeah, sorry, I wish I could help you” and then

Harun’s opening lasted basically an eternity. It lasted so long he almost talked himself out of it. Those general announcements the flight attendants made after boarding was nearly complete but before the safety equipment demonstration? Yeah, the door to the fucking cockpit was open that entire time. If you were a fit guy who knew how to fly exactly one plane like Harun, all you had to do was—

Harun had taken Advanced Placement United States History in high school and the textbook was a newer one at the time even though the subject matter of the course barely made it to the twentieth century. Once Harun had read that final chapter anyway and there was this whole full page taken out about this pilot announcing to a plane of passengers that even if someone did get into the cockpit, which they could not because it was a big, electronically locked, steel-reinforced motherfucker of a door, they would be totally screwed anyway because the captain had, like, a fucking axe in the cockpit sharp enough to shave with, and yay, everyone on the plane was totally safe.

All Harun had to do was unbuckle his seatbelt, get up, dash forward about ten feet, pop the speaking flight attendant up front with an elbow clothesline, pass the threshold to the cockpit, shut the door, and start beating the shit out of the pilot and copilot. He had already practiced a couple times by ambushing people in an elevator. It turned out that beating people on fights was very easy if they didn’t know they were about to be in a fight and left themselves open to five or six unanswered blows. All he needed to seal the deal was a couple tactical flashlights he’d brought in his bag to clutch in his hands and use as force multipliers. He had always wanted to test cracking skulls with these things and they were such pretty colors too; one was a soft, elegant lavender as if you were supposed to put it in a woman’s Christmas stocking and the other was shiny silver that despite its status as the default color gave off an eerily soothing shimmer.

The cockpit door was closed behind Harun. Was it called something else on a plane, like a portal? Harun heard screams behind him but it didn’t matter any more than it ever mattered to the crew up in there what the sardine-packed hoi polloi were doing. Most importantly he had heard the crunch of skulls caving in and once that was done he could heave the men aside and why, what was this that fell to the floor in the fracas from the pilot’s grasp? A package of roasted and salted pistachios that was supposed to be for the passengers. One hundred twenty calories and five grams of plant protein goodness. Harun interpreted the pistachios as a good omen. It was like being at home.

The door to the cockpit opened. The conscious flight attendants knew the code to the keypad! But Harun had remembered his APUSH textbook and found that axe and had it nearby, so as soon as he heard the click of the door and the slightest increase in the volume of terrified voices, he turned around and swung. Almost without looking his task was accomplished. It was much easier to fuck someone up with an axe than a flashlight or even two flashlights, he had to say. Thick red raspberry blood caked in the flight attendant’s tightly curled hair and dribbled down her face into her crossed eyes just like in the movies. He pushed her back and shut the door again.

Now all Harun had to
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