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DEAD RECKONING 2:

The Seed Planted


We were sitting around my kitchen table: Jo, Quentin, and me.  I had tried calling Sophia, to see what she was doing, but I just got her machine.  So it came to be a guy's night out, or in, as it were.  We were playing poker and each of us had a bottle of beer at our side from the case Jo had brought over.  None of us knew where he got it, none of us wanted to know, and besides, none of us really cared.


"All right, how many?" Jo said to Quentin.


"Four."


Jo smirked and handed him four cards.  Quentin took them and grimaced intensely at his new hand.  


I lowered my eyes and put my hand over my face, mortified.  "Quentin, you do not know how to play poker."


"Sorry, I can't help it," he whimpered.


"Caleb?" Jo prompted.


"Two," I said.


He took two cards from the top of the pile and gave them to me.  I now had three queens, a five, and a jack.


Now with Quentin, it was always easy to tell what he had, and he didn't have shit.  Jo, on the other hand, was born to play poker.  He had a constant unchanging glower on his face.  There was no way to pick up on what he had.  But he was even easier to figure out than Quentin because he would never back down.  If he had shit cards he would go in with them and try to win, no matter what.  


"QT?"  Jo prodded.


"Fold," Quentin plunked down his hand and took a drink. 


"Raise one," I said, putting some chips in the middle of the table.


"See that and raise two," Jo responded, as he put in his bet.


"Call."  Three of a kind was pretty good.


Jo held up his hand.  "Pair of Jacks."


"Three of a kind," I said as I held up my cards.


"Fuck," Jo exhaled.  "Take it."


I dropped the cards on the table and scooped the small pot into my pile of chips.


"So what happened with Soph?" Jo said.


I shrugged.  "Hell if I know, I left a message on her answering machine, told her where we were."


"You don't keep very good track of your woman."


"What?" I said as I stared at him.


"What 'what'?  You let her go wherever she wants without telling you.  She could be anywhere right now."


"I'm not too worried about that, Jo."


"She could be blowing the school's hockey team at this very moment."


I eyed Jo.  "I really don't think so," I answered with conviction.


"Man, I'm just saying you gotta keep your woman tight up.  If you keep it up, she'll just go onto other things behind your back.  She's getting all the benefits of a boyfriend without the bad shit."


"Our relationship isn't like that and you know it."


"Hey, you don't know her as long as I have."


He had a point there.  I'd only been with her for a couple of months.  Jo and her had known each other for close to five years.  There was probably a lot about her that he knew and I didn't.


"Really?" I said.


"Oh, yeah, when we were going out, she-"


"No, Jo, don't tell him about that," Quentin said.


"What?" I said. 


"The eighth grade barbecue."


"The what?"


"He has every right to know," Jo countered.


"What?!" I repeated.


"Look, he's got a great thing now.  Don't ruin it."


"WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU TALKING ABOUT?!" I screamed.


"Whoa, Caleb, chill," Quentin said.  I sat back down, now that I had gotten them to listen to me again.


Jo said, "I'm just saying girls like Soph like to 'wander'," he held up his hands and made quote marks with his fingers, "You know?  And that's why you always gotta watch 'em."


"That's ridiculous," I said.  "They're not slaves, they don't need to answer to us."


"Sure they do.  I sure make my women tell me when they're going out."


"Jo, how long was your last relationship?" Quentin interjected.  "You're lucky to last two months."


"I've gotten more poontang than you ever have, so keep your asshole shut," Jo retorted.  Quentin returned to silence.


"You'd probably last more than two months if you showed them a little trust," I added.


"Hey, if I wanted your opinion I would have given it to you.  You wouldn't know how to treat women if you were Larry Flynt."


That was over the line.  That got me fuming, fury was bubbling inside me, my mind was glowing red with hot rage.  


"You're gonna-"


The door clicked opened and I turned to see who it was.  Sophia walked in, dressed in a black-hooded sweatshirt.  My heart fluttered at the sight of her, her hair and bangs strayed over her eyes as she looked down to take off her jacket.  But then I remembered what Jo said about her being a 'wanderer'.  I could see images of her going out with other guys, making out with them in the back seat of a car.  I tried to push those thoughts out of my mind.


"Hey guys, what's up," she said.


"Hey," we all replied.


"What's the topic for today?"


"Nothing," Jo lied.  "Just playing poker."


Sophia grabbed the extra chair between Quentin and me.  "Deal me in."


"It's QT's deal."  Jo handed the deck to Quentin.  Although no one said it, everyone mentally sighed.  Quentin was inept at shuffling cards, like most everything.  It took him twice as long to do anything cool.  Wasn't a big deal, though.


"We were really talking about women," Quentin said.  He jerked forward as Josiah kicked his leg from under the table.


"What about women?" Sophia said as she was dealt her cards.


"Just guy stuff," Jo quickly answered.


"About how not to treat them," I answered.


"God, you two must be brothers or something," Jo quickly exclaimed.


"I can guess what side you took, Jo," Sophia said.


"Look, these two are idiots, plain and simple.  They don't know what they're supposed to do at all.  You gotta keep a woman under a tight little leash."


Contrary to what I had expected, Sophia kept completely cool about this.  I was ready for her to rip Jo's asshole so wide you could spelunk in it.  But she just coolly arranged her cards like nothing happened.


"Ante," QT said.  Everyone put in their chips.  Sophia got a pile of little red discs out of the case below the table and threw a few in the middle.  "Oh, it's five card draw," Quentin clarified.


"Check," Sophia said, indicating she would place no bet.


"Check," I repeated.


"Bet two," Jo stated smugly.


Everyone put in two chips to stay in the round.


"I'll check," Quentin said.


"So how long was your last relationship, Jo?" she said.


"Don't try to play that with me, Soph.  That doesn't have anything to do with it."


 
"It doesn't," she said smoothly.


"The girls just didn't know their place, that's all.  Some women gotta strafe against the chain, you know."


"Some of us like to do that.  One."  Sophia gave Quentin one card of her hand and replaced it with a new one.  She was being so cool about this, it was incredible.  


"Two," I said.  Quentin complied with the request.


"Yeah, why can't you all just do what we tell you, you know.  Everything would be a lot simpler then."


"Really."


"Sure, then you don't need to be spending time running around trying to find out what she's doing behind your back.  But I don't need to tell you that, Sophia."


"You want any cards?" Quentin asked.


"None," Jo answered.


Quentin exchanged three from the pile for himself.


Josiah just glared at Sophia and smirked, knowing he hit her in a tender spot.  She looked down for a minute.  It looked like she was formulating what to say next.


"Of course, you know why we wander," she finally said.


"What?"


"You know why we don't like to stay, right?"


Jo just sat there speechless, no doubt he didn't know the answer.  I doubt he ever even thought about it.


"Oh," Sophia exclaimed, feigning sincerity.  "Then let me enlighten you."


Now it was on.


She continued, "Women like to stray because they're sick of a man who thinks he's the center of the world and that everyone has to answer to him.  A man who talks about nothing but sports, sex, or scratching themselves, goofing around like kindergarten boys.  When he goes off to they screw around with their friends and ignore the girl, she usually figures this out.  Then she likes to string him along into thinking she's still with him so he won't feel like the pathetic loser he really is."


Silence invaded the room.  Jo slammed his cards on the table.  "I gotta take a piss."  He left the table, jolting it as he got up, and headed towards the bathroom.  Nobody said anything until he left.


"How did this get started?" Sophia asked me.


"I don't even know anymore," I responded despondently.  "I'm just glad he left."


"Yeah, why do people even argue about stuff like that.  You'd think they'd figure it out by now."  She tapped her cards on the table.  "Is there any beer left?"


"Yeah, in the fridge."


"Cool," she got up to get some.  Quentin and I were left alone.


"All right, that does it, I'm looking at his cards."  Quentin lifted Jo's hand from the table quickly and set it back down.  "Aw, crap, I fold."

###


