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DEAD RECKONING 19:

Spin That Wheel


"So what did you get Quentin for his birthday?" Sophia asked Jo.


"Me?  I didn't get him shit.  You think I got money to spend on his ass?  Forget it."


"I didn't get him anything either," I admitted.  I didn't even know it was his birthday until a week ago.


"What?" Sophia exclaimed to Jo.  "You've been friends with him since kindergarten and you didn't get him anything."


"Man, I haven't gotten him anything since sixth grade.  That's when my parents stopped paying for stuff like that.  Why, did you get him something?"


"No, that's why I was asking you.  I was wondering if I could add my name on it."


"Still, we should do something," I said.


"Right, what should we do?"


"Aw, no, man, I got it.  I got it.  Let's get him a prostitute."


"Jo, that's so stupid," Sophia said, "We're not gonna get him a fuckin' prostitute."


"No man, no, this is like his coming of age thing, since he's turning 18 and he can buy porn and go to strip clubs and shit."


We frowned disappointingly at him.


"Well, c'mon, the man ain't never had no poon before, I feel bad for the guy, he's missing out."


"No prostitutes," Sophia commanded with finality.


I was about to say we should just ask him what he wants to do when he comes in but, as if in answer to my thoughts, he walked in the door.


"Hey, Quentin." 


"Hey, Quentin."


"QT!" Jo exclaimed.  "The man of the hour!"


"Hey, guys," he said as he shut the door.


"So what do you wanna do, Quentin?" I asked.


"Well," he pondered, "All right, this is gonna sound weird."


"Huh," Jo laughed, "That's new."


Quentin ignored him and continued.  "But I've never been to a dance club before.  So I was wondering if we could go to one."


The three of us looked at each other.  I wasn't too keen on dancing or the type of music they play there.  But I've never been to a dance club either and was a bit curious about them.


"We don't need to dance or anything we can just hang out and drink Coke and such.  And it's industrial night so they won't be playing any poppy Hanson-shit."


I shrugged.  "No objection."


"Me neither, I guess," Sophia said.  I guessed the proposition had surprised them all so much they couldn't think of a gripe.


"All right, which one are we going to?"


"Sneakers.  Soph, can we take your car?"


"We always do."  Sophia had the best car out of all of us and the best to fit all of us in.  And Sophia didn't mind because she was driving, she had the power.


In a while, we were in the club sitting around a table, drinking Mountain Dews and Dr. Peppers.  I was staring at the 'X' mark drawn on the back of my hand, indicating I was under 21 and not allowed to drink.


"Man, if I knew we were doing this I would have gotten us some fake I.D.'s," Jo had said.


Anyway, we were bobbing our heads along to the loud music playing, Crystal Method I think.  I guess industrial night wasn't a big money maker here because the place was still set up like a teenybopper disco – pink and blue flashing lights and such. Not really industrial oriented, or at least not how I imagined it.  I mean, you don't need to be a goth superclub, but jeez, at least take out the friggin' disco ball.  And they were playing the lightest industrial known to man, only the stuff they play on the radio, nothing heavy at all.  Still, Quentin was enjoying himself and that was what was important.


"Hey, you know," he bellowed over the bass.  "We should get on the floor."



"What?  You mean dance?" Sophia questioned.


"Yeah, it'll be fun.  If we all go as a group we won't look as stupid."


A little voice inside me was screaming 'NO!  NO!  NO!  NO!' because every fiber of my being did not want to do it.  But on the other hand, it was important to Quentin.  But on the other hand, I really didn't want to do it.  I didn't want to disappoint him.  Ah, the moral dilemma, so we meet again.


"Hell no," Sophia said.


"No fuckin' way, man," Jo said.


"All right, all right, just a suggestion."


Ah, the moral dilemma, there it goes.


"It's just, Krisi Sullivan seems to be enjoying it," Quentin pointed.


"What?  Aw, don't tell me that bitch is here," Sophia said as she looked.


There she was across the dance floor, on top of a little platform about as high as a table, writhing and grinding like she was a veteran pole dancer.  She wore a really tight… well, you can imagine what she wore.  You know her type.  Her friends were grooving around her, like her backup dancers or something.  One guy on the floor acted like he was dancing with her, trying to grind with her, apparently oblivious to the fact she was about three feet higher than him.  Krisi took his head in her hands and played with it erotically, almost bringing it into her honey pot.  She toyed with it awhile, then threw it away, almost propelling him into falling over.  Her seductive smile grew wider from the tease as she crouched down like a stripper.


"Damn, that's a piece of ass," Jo said.


"God, I so want to just claw her eyes out," Sophia said.


"You could throw your drink in her face, like they do in movies," Quentin suggested.



"That only works with alcohol.  It's because alcohol stings your eyes."


"That is true," Jo added.


"Could just do it for the shock value."


"Or you could just throw the entire glass at her," Jo suggested, "That'd be cool."


"What's she doing here without her boyfriend?" I mused.


"Hm, good question," Quentin said.  "She's usually symbiotically attached to him."


The Crystal Method song faded into something with a hip-hop tone to it, like Cypress Hill or Dr. Dre or something.  Krisi jumped down off her pedestal and she and her minions began walking across the dance floor towards us.  Uh-oh, why was she doing that?


"Hi, Sophia," she said in a sing-song voice.


"What the fuck do you want?"


"I saw you over here and I just had to say hi," she said in a deeply sarcastic tone.  "And look it's your boytoy, Caleb.  He was in the paper Monday," she said to her friends, still sarcastic as if they already knew that.  "Hey," she leaned towards me.  "I'd be watching my back on Monday if I were you," she smiled.


Damn.  I glanced at Quentin briefly and then back to Krisi.  "Leave us alone.  We never did anything to you."


"Boy, better-"


"Bitch, get the fuck out of here," Sophia shouted.


"Don't you talk to me-"


"You cock-sucking whore-"


Krisi picked up my Sprite and threw it in Sophia's face.  Sophia's eyes widened to dinner plates and her mouth gaped in ghastly surprise for a split-second.  She gripped her black leather purse in hand and swung it at Krisi's head.  Somehow, Krisi blocked it, smacking her hand on Soph's wrist.  I guess somehow she hit a nerve because Sophia let go of the purse in mid-swing and it went flying with tremendous force and hit the DJ in the head.  He staggered backward and fell down out of view.


"Aw, shit."


"C'mon, let's go," Krisi said to her friends.


"That's right.  Run away, bitch!  RUN AWAY!"


Krisi paid no attention to her and left.  Apparently, no one was paying attention to us or the flying purse, as we glanced around.  The music was still playing, albeit DJ-less, and the people kept dancing.


"I gotta go find my purse," Sophia said.


"I'll help you," Quentin said excitedly.


Quentin and Sophia got up from the table and ran back behind the DJ booth, hiding behind a black curtain.  Sophia found her purse, lying next to the DJ, who had apparently fallen from his platform, which was near six or seven feet tall.  Needless to say, he was knocked out.


Sophia picked up her purse, wanting to get out of there as soon as possible before any bouncers could catch her.  She lost Quentin, looked around for him and saw him climbing up the ladder to the platform.


"Quentin, what the hell are you doing?" she whispered.


He didn't respond, he just kept climbing.  From the table, where Jo and I were watching and waiting anxiously, I saw Quentin rise up from the DJ equipment.


"What's Quentin doing?"


He picked up the headphones and held them to his ear.  He began to spin one of the records.  The hip-hop sound became blended with The Crystal Method.  It sounded really cool.  He bent down under the table as Sophia was walking back toward us.


"What's he doing?" she asked.


"I don't know," I responded.


Quentin had pulled out a pile of records, ones he liked I guess.  He pulled the headphones over his head, it looked like he was intending to stay there a while.  He spun the two turntables and it sounded even more amazing, he blended them so well.


"Hey, he's not bad."


"Yeah, he's pretty good."

The hip-hop stood alone, he took off one of the records and slipped another on.  I couldn't believe it.  Dre was now accompanied with Deep Purple's Smoke on the Water, a riff I knew Quentin loved.  Dr. Dre was rapping to Smoke on the Water.  I couldn't believe it, I had never heard anything like that before.  It was like hearing some divine light, if you could do that.


Quentin spun for about twenty minutes until they finally realized it wasn't the right DJ, I guess it was because the music never stopped.  Quentin spun some amazing records.  He blended Metallica with Madonna, Madonna with Nine Inch Nails, Nine Inch Nails with Creed, Creed with Garbage, Garbage with Bush.  That one was for me, I could tell because he pointed me out and smiled as it started.  He was good.  I wouldn't have been surprised if he'd mixed Prodigy, the theme from Friends, and the Wedding March.  Security finally took him down though, replaced him with a tape, and helped out the semi-conscious DJ back to the stand.  They kicked him out and we went outside with him.


"Dude, that kicked ass!" Jo exclaimed.  Even he was impressed.


"Where did you learn to do that?"


He just shrugged modestly, "Eh, I just picked it up."


"I never knew you could do that.  You should do that for money."


"Nah, I just do it in my spare time."


"What's your name?" I asked.


"What?"


"What's your name?  Your DJ name."


"Oh, well, I've got it down to either DJ Spider Legs, DJ Poser Joe, or DJ Sticky Bit."


"Sticky bit?  What the hell is that?" Jo said.


"It's a computer term I heard somewhere."

"That's the stupidest thing I've ever heard."

"I think I just liked the sound of it I guess."


"Take my advice, never make that your name."


"Well, there's a guy named DJ Alligator Project, DJ Peanut Butter Wolf, DJ Q-Bert."


"And those names are stupid too."

###

