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DEAD RECKONING 15:

Take a Shot


"So I'm just gonna have to do it on picture day like everybody else."


"That's so stupid.  You don't even need to get a whole set, you just need one picture for the yearbook."


"I know, but my mom won't pay for any of it."


"How much can one picture be?"


"I dunno?  I haven't checked."


"Can't you pay for it?"


"I'd rather save my money than get in the yearbook.  I'm trying to save up enough to get into Newhard Technical."


Quentin and I were walking down the school's near empty hallway at the end of the day.  We came to the intersection of the door outside and the stairs.


"Well, I gotta go.  I got detention for tardies, so I have to go dutifully fulfill that obligation."


"Okay,"


"And then I'm going on date number two with Miriam," he grinned.  "We're going to see The Devil's Advocate."


"You think that's a good date movie?"


"Eh, she said she wanted to see it."


"OK."


"OK.  See ya."


Well, she hadn't ripped out his heart yet.  I guess I might've been wrong about her.  At least he had plenty to do tonight.  Today was going to have to be a "me" day, a "just Caleb" day.  QT was doing his thing.  Jo was making up a test in a class he'd skipped for the better part of the year.  And Sophia… who knows?  I hadn't seen her all day.


So that leaves one.  Me.  Walking back to the parking lot at the end of a dry, dusty school day.  Wind was blowing dirt around in a whirlwind as I was finding my car near the middle of the lot.  My black pick-up probably wasn't going to be too comfortable in this dry heat.  And, gosh, it seems awfully shiny…


Wait a minute.


WHO THE HELL SARAN-WRAPPED MY CAR?


Somebody had wrapped saran-wrap all around my car, they'd used an entire fucking roll to make a thick ring of shiny plastic like a cocoon.  And that wasn't enough for them.  In their plan, they'd also used a can of shaving cream to further demonstrate their immaturity.  Before they'd taped the Reynolds wrap to my windshield they'd written "LOSER" in shaving cream and pressed it into the glass when they wrapped it.  Plus, they'd shaving creamed out my windows, and sprayed what they had left in my truck's bed.  It was disgusting.


I stood there, growing angrier by second at this vile prank played on me.  Behind me, I heard laughing, a slow, snickering, evil laugh.  I turned and saw Victor Blackwell leaning against his blue Dodge Viper, watching me from the shade of a tree he was parked under.


"Like the decoration?"


"You son of a bitch," I gritted.


"I thought you could use a nice detail job, seeing as your car's such a piece of shit."


I was so pissed I didn't even want to come up with a witty one-liner.  I hate practical jokes.  I fucking hate them.  They're only for people who delight in the misery and pain of others.  They're never funny.  And they're really never funny when they happen to me.  

I took out my small pocketknife attached to my key chain to cut away the wrap, so I could get into my greenhouse of a car.  Victor gave a final laugh and got in his Viper.  He started it and drove out of his spot, coming straight for me.  I flinched when I saw it looked like he was gonna hit me, but he swerved at the last minute.  He was just trying to scare me.  I should have keyed his car when it passed by.
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