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DEAD RECKONING 7:

At The Movies


"Quentin, let me have some of your popcorn," Jo said. 


Quentin took his large bag of popcorn for the second time and passed it to me who passed it to Soph who passed it to Jo.


"You know, Jo," Quentin said, "If you wanted some popcorn, you could have bought your own."

"I didn't want a whole bag.  Why should I pay five bucks for an entire bag when you've got too much anyway."


Quentin didn't say anything.  We all knew his statement was ridiculous.  I decided to say something before another repeated fight broke out.


"I can't believe we all finally agreed on a movie.  We've been trying to do this for weeks."


"Hey," Quentin exclaimed, "Does anyone wanna see the new Drew Barrymore movie with me?  It opens next week."


"What?" Jo said incredulously.  "Are you kidding?  Why do you wanna see her?  She's not attractive at all."


"What?" Quentin replied just as incredulously.  "She's hot!  She's completely fine as anything.  She's the most beautiful woman on the planet.  She's the ultramate babe."


"The 'ultramate'?"


"'Ultramate'.  It's a new word I made up."


Sophia just smiled like I-can't-believe-this-guy.  "Whatever."


"Oh, she's perfect.  She's my dream girl.  She's sweet and innocent and pure…"


The three of us just busted out laughing.


"What?"


"Dude, you're not serious, are you?"


"What?  Why?"


"Dude," I said, "Do you know anything about Drew Barrymore?"


Quentin eyed me suspiciously.  "Why?"


"No, no, don't tell him," Jo said between chortles.  "It's funnier this way."


"What?  Tell me," Quentin said.  "Tell me!" he growled, getting angrier and more frustrated, but in a funny way.


"Dude," Sophia said.  "She was an alcoholic at eight, addicted to coke, she dropped out of high school, she's done Playboy, she's bisexual…"


"What?!  Shut up," Quentin said, "Why are you lying?"


"She flashed David Letterman," I added.


"Oh yeah," Jo said.  "They've shown that on TV a dozen times."


Quentin just squirmed in his seat acting like he couldn't believe a word of it but had to.  "I don't know why you guys are lying like this."


We all busted up with laughter again.  It was so funny to see him act like this.  It was like dangling a mouse over a snake, cute and horrid at the same time.


"Quentin, you like any cheerleaders too?  Cause you know they're pure and innocent." Sophia said.


"Hey, hey, now," Jo said.  "Now there's nothing wrong with cheerleaders.  Especially the ones on the Cowboys."  Jo nodded his head in approval.  


"Yeah, not like the ones in our school.  All the ones in our school are a bunch of sluts."


"Exactly.  Aw, yeah," Jo said, in a studly voice.  


Sophia ignored the remark and continued.  "They're all just whores for the sports players."


Suddenly, a flying Coke hit Sophia in the back of the head.  The cup splattered everywhere behind us.  It somehow managed to avoid us, but Sophia got hit bad with sticky soda in her hair.


We turned around to see who did it.  Some guy sitting way back in the last row was glowering down at us with his three other friends, a guy and two girls.  He was wearing a letter jacket from our school that was literally coated in bars on the right sleeve.  The girl next to him on the right was sitting slightly to the side, clutching onto her boyfriend's arm, wearing another letter jacket and a cheerleader outfit under that, showing off all of her legs, professionally done nails, very prissy.  The other guy on the letter jacket wearer's left had to weigh at least 300 pounds, little beady eyes, more chins than Chinatown, obviously a football lineman.  The girl next to him on the end had dark glasses and long soft brunette hair.  I didn't recognize any of them.


"Watch what you say, asshole," the letter jacket wearer yelled.


"Fuck you, dickwad," Sophia said as she flipped him off.  "It looks like you and your girlfriend are a prime example."


"Sophia, shut up," I said quietly through gritted teeth.


"At least she's better looking than you, you skank ho," he said.


"Why don't you and your blow job machine come down here and say that."


"Hey, at least she ain't the senior slut."


Oh… my… god…


Sophia stood up and rolled up her sleeves and angrily made a 'come here' motion with her fingers.  "C'mon, limp dick.  I'll fit you for a wooden box."


"Sophia, sit down." I said a little louder.

The fat friend next to the letter jacket wearer said, "Hey, why don't you keep your cat on a leash," in a bass voice.


"Rerow," the leader's girlfriend said with a smarmy smirk on her face, making a clawing motion with her long nails.  


"Oh, that's it," Sophia said and started to climb over the seat.


"No, no, no, no, no."  All three of us jumped up with her to hold her back.  Our four antagonists laughed at us. 


"C'mon, calm down, calm down," I said.  "That's just what they want you to do.  Just ignore them."

Sophia turned back around and sat down again.


"Go back to the hole you guys crawled out of," he continued to badger.


"Hey, lighten up, jerk," Quentin turned around and declared.


"Oh, shut up, Quentin," the dark-haired girl at the end said.  "Why don't you get a life instead of hanging out with your loser friends."


"They're not loser friends.  Quit pestering us."


"C'mon, little boy, what're you gonna do to stop me?" the leader said.


Quentin opened his mouth like he was going to say something, then closed back up.  It just made him look even more stupid.


"Yeah, that's what I thought.  I'll send Butch after your ass," he said, referring to his large-sized friend.  They all laughed, 


"Why?  Doesn't he get enough from ass-raping you every night?" Jo retorted.


We all 'ohhhhhh'ed like it was a boxer landing a hard punch.


"You little bitch," Butch exclaimed furiously.


His leader put a hand up to calm him down, smooth as ice.  "Don't worry, Butch, he's used to getting anal justice from his faggot friend's strap-on."


"Oh, now it's on," Jo exclaimed and tried to jump over the seat like Sophia did.  This time Sophia and I lunged for Jo to stop him from making a bad mistake.  Personally, I was surprised he hadn't gone for an attack already.  "C'mon, assholes, do you know how badly I could beat you?"


"Big talk, but do you have the balls for it?"


"I'll CRUSH you!  I've chunks of people like you in my shit!"


It was really hard to keep Jo back.  Sophia and I were using all our strength to keep him from leaping out of the row, because we knew he would have done it, he would have gone up there and started a fight, and we knew that big guy alone would have wasted him.


"Jo, Jo, stop it, stop it."


"Excuse me, gentlemen."


We turned around and saw that the manager of the theater had come in while we were arguing.  


"We've received some complaints from our patrons about the noise level in here.  Now if you don't quiet down I'm going to have to ask all of you to leave the premises."


"Tell these fuckers that," Sophia said as she pointed to the top row.


"Sir, these people have been antagonizing us since we got in here," the letter-jacket wearer said.  "They've been harassing me and my friends, they've made fun of my friend here's obesity problem."


"Is that true?" the manager said.


"Fuck you guys.  They're lying.  They started it.  They threw a Coke at me."


"That's not true, they actually threw one at us."

"All right, you four, let's go."

"What the fuck?" Sophia said.  "I ain't fucking going anywhere."

"This isn't fair," Jo and Quentin said.

"I don't want to have to call the police to force you out.  Please leave."

"Aw, bullshit," Soph commented as we all got up.

"Fuck you assholes.  This ain't over," Jo said to them.

We walked down the aisle and to the exit.  These preppie jerks probably have a lot of pull in this town.  That's why the manager kicked us out without giving us a fair chance.  Plus the fact that everyone's so discriminatory against us just cause of how we dress, we're automatically labeled as trouble-makers while people like them are treated like V.I.P.'s.  It's as if their letter jackets are royal robes.  The rest of the town just fawns over them cause they play football.  Jo was right.  This wasn't over.  We don't take shit like this too lightly or lying down.  That's how the ritual got started. Vengeance runs cold in the 'Chosen's' veins.  All I knew was one thing.

We have made an enemy today.

###

