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DEAD RECKONING 17:

Friends Don't Let Friends…


"Aw, dude, c'mon.  No, not that guy!"

"C'mon.  Get it.  Get it.  Get it."


"Get- C'mon, take it."


"Go down!  Go down!  Go down!"


"Get him! Get him!"


"Fight!  Fight!  Fight!"


Someone merely listening in may have thought QT and I were watching some mega-war gang rumble or something, but in fact we were playing a Nintendo game – Ice Hockey, truly a vintage classic.


"Stick!  Stick!  Go for the body!"


"Let's see some blood!"


"Aw, no.  Don't take my guy out!"


"Ha, ha."


Hey, at least I had something to do this Friday night.  Sophia had ditched me.  I'd tried calling all night but all I had gotten was her answering machine.  And Jo had ditched Quentin by some circumstances he cared not to repeat and I cared not to listen to.  In any case, we had found each other and were keeping ourselves entertained by many rounds of various video games.  Hey, we were having fun.


"Go down, go down."


"Defend, you idiot!"


"Got, got it.  GOOOOOOOOOAL!"


"Aw, man!" I dropped my controller in disgust.  Quentin raised his arms in victory.


"And the crowd goes wild!  The Fins have won the pennant."


"Finland," I corrected.


"Whatever."


"And there's no pennant in hockey."


"Well, aren't we Mr. I-Know-Everything-In-The-World?" he joked.


I got up.  "You want another Dew?"


Without looking at the coffee table behind him where his current Dew was sitting, he picked up the can and shook it to test how much he had left.  A clink-clink of the last drops of nectar echoed in the aluminum.


"Fill 'er up, barkeep."


I walked into the kitchen and fetched another two green cans of Mountain Dew.


*Brrrrrrring*


And just then, the phone rang.  I picked it up.


"Hello?"


"…Hi, Cal'b."  Sophia.


"Hi."


"How are you?"


"Good."


"Okay… hi."


"Hi."


Oh boy.


"List'n, Cal'b?  List'n, hey.  I jus' really, I jus' wanna t'tell you tha' I think y're the best by'frind I'ver had."


"Oh, thanks."  Okay…


"An' jus', jus' ignore all th' stuff about Victor Blackwell cuz he doesn' mean shit t'me."


"Are you drunk?"


"Heh heh…"


I sighed, "Where are you?  I'm coming to get you."


"I'm at Kim'z."


"Well, where's Kim's?"  Who is Kim, I would have rather said.


"She'z… hang on… Hey, Kim!" she said away from the phone.  "Where'z, what'z the addr'ss of th's place? … I'm 'n th' phone w' my b'yfr'nd … Caleb… Look, jus' tell me the addr'ss of this place...It's 322 Hubbard," she said to me.


"How do I get there?"


"Y'take I-94 d'n to Dussault… um, n' then y' take a right th'r 'n then get onna, uh, Klokstad, 'n f'll'w th't d'n 'n then s'Hubbard."


Well, at least she was cognizant enough to give me directions.


"All right, look, stay right there.  I'm coming to get you."


"But Cal'b …"


"What?"


"… Cal'b."


"What?"


"…"


Oh god, why did she always have to do this to me.  "Look, just stay there, I'm coming to get you.  You took your own car, right?"


"Yeah, but-"


"Just stay there."


I hung up the phone, preventing her from making any sort of counter-argument.  God, why?  Why?  Why?  Why?  Why?  Why?  Can't she ever keep her glass down?  I guess it was up to me, the boyfriend, the hero-in-waiting, to save her from the hand of the evil vodka.


I walked back into my living room (pretty much one step), still holding the phone in my hand, tapping it roughly on my other hand.  A grim look of disgust covered my face as I waited for QT to say what he was going to.


He turned from the team selection screen.  "Sophia?"


"Yeah."


"Drunk?"


"Yeah, can you help me pick her up?"  


"Sure, what do you need?"


"I'll take Sophia's car and take her back to her place and you just take my car back here and wait for me."


Quentin nodded.  "Good plan."


I grabbed my trench coat and hat from the coat rack by the door.  It was cold at night.


"Let's go," I said.


It was about a fifteen-minute drive.  Quentin and I didn't talk much on the way there, we just listened to the radio.  I was too angry at Sophia to get engaged in a conversation and too angry at myself for putting up with it to be angry at Sophia.  It was absolutely wrong the way she was doing this to me.  I felt betrayed, sullen, frustrated.  She called me the best boyfriend in the world, but she didn't treat me that way.  I'm not her babysitter so why do I have to act like it?  This is no way for a relationship to be.  


Kim's house wasn't too big, but it was well furnished and well endowed.  Another of Sophia's well-off friends who could supply alcohol with little effort or complication.  Sophia's car was parked with three or four others.  Quentin and I pulled up behind the line of parked cars and walked into the house like we were invited.  It looked like a girl's only party, just a moderate size of friends hanging out, drinking, having fun.  


"Damn, look at all these girls.  Why wasn't I invited?" Quentin whispered to me.


"I thought you were taken."


"Oh, yeah," he laughed.  "I've gotten so use to being single, I forgot."


Sophia was standing in the middle of the living room, talking to her friends on the couch.  She was doing some sort of little dance with her hand waving in the air and the other holding a lowball with clear liquid close to her chest.  I was embarrassed at how stupid she looked and my ears burned red.  She turned her head and saw me.  


"Hi, Cal'b!"


"Hi."


She approached me and stumbled into my arms.  She jerked up her arm to the side at the last second to avoid stabbing it into me.  Her drink sloshed and spilt a little on the carpet.  She laughed robustly at her mistake, a drunken booming laugh, black-red hair dangling off of her face into her wide-open mouth.


"Okay, you've had enough," I said, trying to take all this in good humor.  I took the glass from her hand, but she kept grasp of it.  I lifted it way over my head so it left her reach and she had to let go.  I placed it on a nearby coffee table.  "It's time for us to go, Soph."


"I don' wanna go," she whined.  "I told y', I'm not drunk.  I feel fine."


I didn't want to argue, I just wanted to see her get home not dead or wanted for arrest.


I kissed the top of her head to subdue her, put an arm around her, tightly holding her against my body so she wouldn't squirm, kind of like a baby in swaddling clothes.


"But m'car's here."


"I know, we're taking your car.  Give me the keys."


I was quite surprised when Sophia actually dug into her pocket and gave me them.  I guess alcohol really does impair your ability to think.  Before the impulse to complain or resist made it from her brain to her mouth I gripped the keys in my hand and led her outside on the pathway.


"Damn, I wish we could have stayed there longer," Quentin said.


"Yeah, yeah, Quent'n, le's stay long'r," Sophia slurred.  She tried to turn around while I was still holding onto her, but I wasn't having any of that.


"No, no, no, get back here," I said as I maneuvered her back to face forward.  I went back in my pocket to get my pick-up keys and tossed them to Quentin.


"All right, just go back to my house and wait for me," I instructed Quentin.


"Aw, we can't stay for a beer," he said, partially being serious, partially joking.


"Nope, sorry."


"All right, I'll see you there."


"See ya."


I got in Sophia's white '96 Camry and Quentin got in my pick-up.  I hoped he wouldn't have trouble driving it, with all the little cars he's driven.  No time to think about that now though.  I started the car and made it out.  


"Were you really going to drive home drunk?"


"I'm not drunk, I kin drive fine."


"You can't even stand up."


"I was standin' up wh'n y' came in."


"Does your dad care if you come in drunk?"


"My dad?  My dad's at fuckin' work tonight.  Do y' think I'd actually walk in if he was there and I was drunk?!" she laughed.  "Yeah, right.  I don't have a death wish.  God, d' you know what he did today?  I come home and he just starts going off 'n my room.  He says I need to clean it up.  I'm fuckin' 18 years old and he's harping 'n me about cleanin' my room.  He says he's gonna take away my phone if I don't.  That fuckin' cocksucker.  I fuckin' hate that guy."  She began digging in her pocket.  "I don't know how I have half his genes.  I must've been adopted."  She found what she was looking for and took out a pack of Marlboro Reds and a lighter.  "God, I need a cigarette."  She took one out and lit it.


And now I found out that Sophia smoked.


'This was new', was my first thought.  Not disgust or loathing or any sort of revulsion.  Just 'this was new'.  Then the disgust came.  I hate smoking, and I hate being near people smoking.  The smell, the look, it's just gross.  I've never understood why anyone would want to purposely inhale smoke.  That's why you crawl on the floor when there's a fire.  I just thought it was really just the grossest thing there was short of anything involving bodily fluids.


"I didn't know you smoked."


"I nev'r have in front of you."


"Why not?"


"Cause you've nev'r been there when I needed a cigarette."


I guess I've 'never been there' a lot during this relationship.


"Anyway," she continued.  "I said to myself 'I need to get wasted tonight', cuz you don't just wanna get drunk, you wanna get wasted.  Y'understand?  So I called up Kim and she said she wuz havin' a party so I went.  And then you came to get me and now I'm happy again," she said.  She laid her head down under my arm, using my hip as a pillow.


Oh god, please don't unbutton my fly again.


"Thanks for pickin' me up too.  I don't know how I was gonna get home," she added as we drove into her driveway.  I breathed out a sigh of relief that we made it without any problems.


"Caleb, will you walk me to the door?" she asked in her sweetest voice.


I could do that.  Besides, it was better to make sure she got in the house all right.  I closed and locked her car door.  Sophia had her door open but was still struggling to get out.  I took her slender hand, cold as ice, and pulled her out.  I suddenly felt like I was helping her out of a limousine to a gala premiere.


I put my arm around her waist and led her to the door.  She smelled pretty good.  Nice fragrant perfume, not too much of that alcohol scent.  We walked up the little cement path from the driveway to the front door, looking like a couple coming back from a long night out.


"Caleb," she said as we reached her door.  "Will you come in with me?"


Oh boy.  You didn't need to be a rocket scientist to figure out what that was code for.  Once again it's time for everybody's favorite game show – "What Will Caleb Do?"


And then, for some strange reason, I realized I had no way to get home.  I never told Quentin to come pick me up, I just told him to wait for me.  Aw, dammit.  I'd have to go in and call him to come get me.  Now I'd have to say yes.


"Sure, but I just need to call Quentin to come get me."


"You… do… that… then," she said in a sing-song voice, playfully poking her finger on my chest with each syllable.   She unlocked her door and led me inside.  "I'll be right back, I hafta piss like a race horse," she said delicately and walked into the bathroom.


I immediately picked up the phone on the coffee table as soon as she was gone and dialed Quentin's number.  Then I remembered he was at my house, hung up, and dialed my phone number.  After two rings, Quentin picked up.  


"Hello?"


"Quentin?  It's me.  You gotta come get me."


"Why?  I thought you were gonna stay there tonight."


"What?!  When did I say that?"


"You didn't, but you never said to pick you up so I thought you were staying there tonight."


"No, you gotta come get me."


"What?  Why?  Go for it, man, if you have a chance.  You've been with her long enough.  You're as uptight as a nun.  Do you need a certificate of authentification for sex?"


I couldn't believe Quentin was saying this to me.  I thought of all my friends he would be the one to preach abstinence to me.  And then I thought about it another second, and remembered Quentin's sexless situation.


"Quentin, I can't-" I heard Sophia finishing up.  "I gotta go.  Just come get me."


"Aite."


"Bye."


"Bye."


I hung up just as Sophia exited the bathroom.  She had removed her earrings and necklace, taken her hair clip out, put on a little more make-up and a little more perfume.  


And taken off her shirt.


She was wearing only a lacy black bra to cover her torso.  If there was anything that I've ever seen on her that was too sexy, this was it.  I could feel my glands inside me starting to activate, sending billions of messages to my brain that it shouldn't have been sending.  She looked so good.  Her skin was a pure milky white color all the way through, no ugly tan lines.  Her black cherry hair looked so fine and silky.  Her figure was so curvaceous, so soft and warm.  And her breasts…


Okay, Caleb, Caleb, get cool, man.  Get cool.  This ain't nothing to spaz out about.  Just calm down, get rational.  You can handle this.  Just be your own stoic self. 


"Are you ready?" she asked as she came closer, moving seductively,


"Put your shirt back on," I said.


"Aw, c'mon.  What is yer problem?"


I was about to say 'I'm not ready', which was my real answer.  But she would never take that.  I'm eighteen years old, I'm a senior in high school, there's no reason I shouldn't be ready.  I should have been ready a long time ago.  It wasn't that I was afraid, I just wasn't… ready.  Maybe if I said I don't have protection, which I don't.  But that wouldn't work.  You don't get the name 'senior slut' by making protection an absolute.  Besides, she probably had a stockpile of things in her room.


"I just don't want to.  Not tonight."


"But why?  Not even a little oral?  A little mouth love?"


Eww, you aren't winning anything if you say it like that.  "No."


"Come on, y're such a prude," she whined.  She leaned up close against me, and wrapped her arms around me in a warm embrace.


She was probably right, but I had to stick to my guns on this.  For all the things I've done for her that I never wanted to do, I had to refuse this.


"I just don't want to.  I'm sorry.  Please try to understand that… I'm just not ready to have sex yet.  I know everyone my age has, but it's just not my time yet.  It's hard to explain.  I'm just not that comfortable with myself to be able to give that much of me to someone.  It's not because I'm a prude or uptight, I just don't want it to be meaningless.  Believe me, when I'm ready, you'll be the first to know.  It doesn't mean I love you any less, it's just something I need to solve for myself.  Do you understand?"


No answer.


"Sophia?"


I looked down and saw her eyes were closed and she was breathing deeply.  She'd fallen asleep, arms still around me.  She didn't even hear a word I said.


I carefully, carefully laid her down on the couch, the closest piece of furniture to us.  She turned on her side as I covered her up with a gray blanket on a nearby armrest.  She remained asleep.


I went out the door quietly, sat down on the step in front of her door in the muggy Texas night and waited for Quentin to come pick me up in my own truck.


At least she didn't hear me say I love her.


But, boy, was she going to be pissed in the morning.

###

