An Unacceptable Fate
Rachel Gomez

“Hold on guys, I just have to pee.”
The night clubs music made it almost impossible to talk at all. The girl made her way past crowds of people grinding and feeling on each other and opened the door to the bathroom.
The bathroom was a dingy little room. The lights flickered and made the room that much more uncomfortable. She thought, Jeez isn’t there good lighting anywhere in a night club? Then again maybe it’s better if you can’t see that well.

Though the door was closed the constant thump, thump, thump of the music could still be heard. 
The girl opened a stall door and stumbled inside. She put her beer on the floor and undid her one hundred and fifty dollar jeans.
When she finished she grabbed her beer and slowly so as to not break her neck on her six inch heels, made her way over to the sink.
She pushed in the lever for soap and turned on the faucet. While she washed up, she evaluated herself in the mirror. Her hair was a little tousled from all the dancing and her shirt was a little wrinkled. And there was definitely an odor coming from her underarms.
She just shrugged her shoulders and decided that she would just have to keep her arms down the rest of the night. 
When she was done she turned off the water and reached for a paper towel. 
As her hand reached up into the dispenser she felt a sharp pain on her palm. She pulled her hand down sharply and saw a needle stuck in her palm. 
Wrapped around the syringe was a piece of paper with a rubber band around it to hold it in place.
The girl pulled the needle out and curiously took off the rubber band. The paper was worn looking and had been crumpled more than once. Wendy opened the note.
If you are reading this it means that you have just been inducted into the world of HIV. As of right now you have two options. One is that you can except your fate and possibly die of AIDS. 
The second is that you can do something about it. You have about 8 seconds before the blood in your hand begins to flow into the rest of your body.

The girl, at that moment, went into survival mode. Without thinking she took her beer bottle and shattered it against the sink. 

She grabbed the biggest chunk of glass she could see and began to hack at her wrist. 

A few minutes later a hand fell to the floor. Blood covered the walls and screams emitted from the bathroom. Only no one heard them.

A cheery looking announcer came onto the T.V screen at that point. “Well, there you have it folks. She really could cut off her own hand. It’s too bad she didn’t know better. The blood was already coursing through her veins before she cut off her hand.”

“Unfortunately, that’s all the time we have for right now. I’m Johnny Kaplar. Join us again next week on Reality T.V!”
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