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DEAD RECKONING 20:

Cake


I cut school.


I just didn't want to deal with it anymore.  No more.  No more of the shit they put before me to swallow down and force a smile.  I don't cut school very often, but this time – fuck it.  I had just too much to deal with.  My simple little life had twisted into a complex downward spiral.  Sophia was still pressuring me to have sex.  And she was smoking in front of me all the time now.  I think I almost envied Quentin's relationship with Miriam.  I had to deal with Blackwell and his cronies harassing me every damn day.  I couldn't even pass them in the hall without them stepping on my shoes and tripping me up or pulling on my backpack or any of that kind of shit.  I got a fuckin' F on my biology test.  That was the clincher.  After that I just didn't want to have to deal with the bullshit today.  I didn't even stop to think if I needed to be there at all for anything, any big tests or projects due.  I just got in my truck and busted out of there for my mall and stayed there the rest of the day.


I just stayed holed up in the Sunsoft Furniture store the entire time, I only went out to get some Taco Bell for dinner.  I just wanted to be alone.  All alone.  A psychotherapist would have said that the last thing that would be good for me was to be alone, that I should have been surrounded by people I could talk to and share my feelings with.  But I ain't no psychotherapist.  And there's a difference between what's good for me and what I need.  A fine line difference.  So I did what I did.  Watched some TV, listened to music, read, stared at the wall.  They got some interesting TV on in the middle of the day.  You never get to see that stuff when you're in school all day.  Mostly it's either talk shows – "Send My Wild Child To Boot Camp" or "Are You My Baby's Daddy?" or reruns of old syndicated shows like "The Golden Girls" and "Empty Nest".  They switch 'em around a little every fall.  


I had no stereo though.  Not anymore.  That while back when those thugs tried to steal my shit, they dropped my stereo and it busted.  So I was using one of the boom boxes I had won at the carnival.  The sound was pure crap and it only took tapes and radio.  Virtually useless.  The only tape I had was a band called K's Choice, an alt-rock band from Belgium.  Good thing the music fit the mood I was in.  That melancholy, static, background, low-tone melody was just what I needed to fade away from reality.  I just sat there and listened to the music.  The sound of no one trying to get me to fuck them.  No one blowing smoke in my face.  The sound of no one yelling out my name or pulling 5-year old pranks on me.  


No, none of that was here.  It was lonely, yes, but none of that was here.  It was like Superman's fortress of solitude or the Bat Cave or something like that.  I wished I could live here.


Anyway, that's where I stayed all day.  All day and all night.  It was about 11:00 when Quentin came down to the mall too.  I was trying to get some sleep on the couch.  The sooner I got to sleep, the sooner tomorrow would come and this day would end.


"'Sup, Caleb."


I was facing the backrest, head on a throw pillow.  I knew it was him by his voice.  If it was Jo or Sophia I would have been angry that they'd disturbed me, but it's hard to be angry at Quentin.  I groggily craned my neck toward him, eyes half shut.  "Let a man sleep."  Then plopped back on the pillow.


"Where were you all day?"


"Cut school."


"Cut school?  Never seen you do that."


"Mmph."


"Everyone asked where you were."


"Mmph."


"Y'okay?"


"Long day."


"Sophia puttin' the pressure on you?"


I lifted my head up and tilted it toward Quentin.  "You know about that?"


"Duh."


"How?" I asked as I sat up and fixed my hair (I get a bedhead easily).


"Don't need to be a genius.  No one told me specifically.  Just that, I know Sophia.  I know you."


I sighed.  A deep long sigh when you're trying to catch up to everything happening to you.  "What am I doing wrong, Quentin?  I try and be the best boyfriend I can be.  I listen to her, I laugh at her jokes, I support her, I stand up for what she believes in, whenever she needs me, I drop whatever I'm doing and go to her.  She's the biggest priority in my life.  And all she wants to do is fuck.  That's it.  Is that all I am to her?  Isn't this supposed to be the other way around?"


"Uhh…"


"I mean you, what would you do?  If you were in this situation, how would you deal with it?  Would you do it?"


"Uh, Caleb…"


"Is it worth it to give up something that important to keep your girlfriend?  Who you might just end up breaking up with anyway?  Is it worth losing something like that to you?"


"Uh, Caleb…"


"I mean, you're the guy closest to my situation in life than anybody else."


"Uh, Caleb, I'm not as close as you might think."


"What?"


He just kinda looked at me with his dark brown eyes and shifted his brows a little, like he was trying to say something he didn't want to say out loud or something he wanted me to figure out.  I hate when people do that.  I never get…


Wait…


"No!" I exclaimed with wide eyes.  Quentin simply nodded his head.  "No!" I repeated.  


"Yeah."


"No way."


"True."


"There's no way you could have…"


"Well, thanks for the vote of confidence, Caleb," he said sarcastically.


"N-not you and Miriam…"


"No, no, Christ, we don't do anything like that.  In fact, we don't do much of anything."


"Then when?"


"Ah, about a year and a half ago."


"How?"


"Well, do you want graphic detail?"


"Well, no," I laughed.


"I mean you should have learned that in Health class," he laughed with me.


"All right, all right," I smiled.  I was so stunned my brain had derailed.  "But how come you never mentioned it before?"


"I don't know, it never really came up.  No one ever asked me.  No one ever really expected it from me.  Besides, it's a personal thing."


"Well, can you tell me… how… or how it happened?  I mean, if you don't mind."


"Sure, no problem.  It happened when I was 16.  We were having a sort of a family reunion at my aunt's house in Austin.  We were having a big thing going on in her backyard with, like, all my cousins and grandparents.  I got to try out my grandma's wheelchair.  That thing is sweet too.  I don't know why I've been using my legs like a sap all this time, when I could just roll around everywhere I wanted.  I'd only need to walk upstairs and stuff.  Although it would be heavy to carry around with me."


"Point, please."


"Oh, sorry.  Anyway, we’re eating and one of my little cousins points to some really, really hot girl at the other table.  He tells me she's his sister or something.  She had on a black little summer dress that was low cut and showing just a little cleavage.  Anyway, he bets me that I can't get a piece of ice down the front of her shirt.  So I give it my best and amazingly I hit the mark perfectly.  She gives me a look and goes on eating.  Then my cousin tells me he lied and has no idea who she is.  And I'm like 'yikes'."


"I bet."


"Yeah, I'm thinking 'eeeee'.  So after dinner I go up to her and apologize.  She wasn't too upset, she joked she was a little hot anyway.  We went for a walk and I found out she was a few years older than me and in college.  I couldn't keep my eyes off of her when I was walking with her.  She was, like, 5'9" tall with black hair and the softest blue eyes.  It was like looking into a pool of stars.  We stopped in a park to talk some more and I'm not sure how it happened.  All of a sudden she reached over and started rubbing my crotch."


My eyes got wider.  "Oh my god."


"I'm just getting to the good parts.  I was a little unsure about what to do.  Or actually, I was hella unsure.  I just kind of laid back and let her do the work.  We played around and got naked in this city park."  


"You're kidding."


"I swear I'm not.  This is the gospel truth.  It was really dark and I was afraid of being caught.  I kept asking her to be quiet.  She kept saying 'Kiss me and I won't say a word!'  She was wild, man.  I didn't think we were actually going to have sex.  It was more like playing and stuff.  Then we went to lay down under this tree…"


"Whoa, whoa," I stopped him.


"Yeah, that's when we get into the X-rated material."  


I sighed, "Wow."


"Yeah, that's about the long and short of it.  Never did see her again.  I hope she wasn't my cousin or something."  


I shook my head.  "You know, I think I have you figured out, I think I know you and then…  It's like there's new mysteries to you every time."


"Really?  Doesn't seem like that to me."


I rolled my eyes at him.


"In all honesty," Quentin continued, "I really didn't find it all that special.  It's not a big deal at all."


"I know a couple people who've said that.  But I think it's that very, you know, under the bleachers type of sex that makes it not special.  Maybe it needs to be romantic to be fulfilling cause that's where the specialness comes in."


"I don't know about that.  Some people think sex under the bleachers is exciting.  I mean when I was doing it I was scared to death, I was filled with adrenaline.  It was an amazing feeling though."


"Yeah, but I don't want that amazing intense feeling.  I want that romantic feeling."


"(You've lost that lovin' feelin'(," Quentin began to sing.  I smirked. 


"The way Soph talks about it it's like it's a missing part of a typical relationship."


"Yeah, well, Sophia's not a typical relationship girl."


"But, I mean, she never wants to kiss.  We never go to restaurants, or picnics, or go for walks under the stars or anything like that.  We never wrestle, or tickle, or spell words on each other's backs and have them guess what they are."  


Quentin started laughing.  "You really think Sophia would want to do any of that?"


"Well, no, I'm just making a point.  That's the way a relationship is supposed to be.  I give her my heart and get nothing back.  It's like I have to have sex to prove myself, to prove there's nothing wrong with me."  I took a deep breath.  "Did Jo ever have sex with her?"


"Dunno.  He says he did.  But then, Jo says a lot of things.  He'd say he invented the Internet."


"That's for damn sure.  I can only trust him as far as I can throw him.  Especially for anything about Sophia."


"Dude, I know Sophia better than Jo does, okay?  Jo only knows about her what he wants to know.  But I know the reason why she strayed is because she didn't like the relationship with him.  She liked it better with other guys cause she could get something out of it.  If she wants to have sex and you don't she's probably going to break up with you.  Or just start cheating on you and let you end it so she doesn't seem like the bad guy."


I put my head in my hands.  "Why aren't relationships easy?  Whatever happened to just two people liking each other and just wanting to spend time together."


"I can assure you, I don't know."


I sighed.  "Thanks, Quentin."


"Sorry to be the harbinger of bad news, but… "


"It's not your fault."


"Guess that 'can't have your cake and eat it too' thing is true, even if it doesn't make any sense.  Well, I'll leave you alone.  Sorry to interrupt you in your time of wallowing.  I was just trying to find where you were."


"Don't worry about it," I said as I laid back on the couch, staring at the high ceiling.


"I can see you wanna be left alone.  See ya."  He left.


Left alone.  I wanna be left alone.  I want to hide away from the world and live here where no one can hurt me.  No one can harm me.  Where the world is nothing more than a shell.


I turned the stereo behind me back on and tried to go to sleep.

###

