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DEAD RECKONING 12:

The Sword is Drawn


"Here, I found it."  I took the copy of Face/Off behind its video box.

"OK, now let's get a horror movie," Sophia said excitedly.

"You want a horror movie?  All right."


Sophia may have been a twisted girl, but she was my twisted girl.  She eagerly led me by the hand to the horror section.  She was in a good mood tonight.  And when she was in a good mood, she was very active and energetic.


"God, Blockbuster never has anything good.  It's all because of that damn family marketing," she said, squatting down to look at the rack.  "Where's a good cheesy 80's movie when you need one?"


"How 'bout Candyman 3?"


"No, no, that's 90's.  You have to have the 80's horror.  The 90's S-T-V's just suck, they're boring as hell."


"S-T-V's?"


"Straight to videos," she said.  "Hey look at this.  It's… the Ice Cream Man!" she exclaimed dramatically as she held up the box for Ice Cream Man.  I laughed hard.  "He's serving up 31 flavors… of death!"


"Wait, wait," I glanced near me.  "You'd better vote this November, because it's… Uncle Sam!"  I held up the box for Uncle Sam, which was holographic.  On one side it was a regular human Uncle Sam against a flag background, the other was the gruesome zombie Uncle Sam, wearing his bright red, white, and blue top hat and tailcoat.  "A vote for him… is a vote for evil."


"No, no, wait, wait.  Here comes the Snowman!  He'll chill you… to the bone."  She grabbed the box for Jack Frost.  It was the same hologram like on Uncle Sam, but with a snowman instead.


"Oh, wait.  Here comes… Santa Claus!  He knows who's been naughty."


"No, no, this.  You'd better know geometry because here comes… the Cube!"


We both were having a great time, laughing at these stupid movies.  I mean come on, The Ice Cream Man?  Who the hell thought that would make money?  I bet we could do this for all of them.


"OK, OK," she cleared her throat, calming down from laughter.  "Here's a good one.  Revenge of the Living Zombies.  Now that's what we're looking for."


She showed me the box.  I don't know why, but it disturbed the hell out of me.  All it showed was a picture of a bald decrepit zombie in a red and black plaid flannel holding a severed leg on his shoulder.  It didn't look scary at all.  I've seen worse stuff in PG-13 movies.  But this just left a chill in my soul, I don’t know why.  It was just a box.


"Uh, sure, OK."


She took the movie and we got in line for the checkout.  There are always a lot of people on the weekends.  We saw Quentin was working tonight and got in his line.  A young punk couple walked in, alerting us by the door's ringing bell.  They were wearing leather, both had nose rings and lip rings.  The girl also had an eyebrow ring.


"You know, I think I'm gonna get my eyebrow pierced."


"You are?"


"Yeah, that or my tongue, but probably my eyebrow first."


"Why would you wanna do that?"


"Cause it's cool.  It looks fuckin' cool.  I was gonna do it before, but I didn't have enough money."


I didn't find piercings attractive at all, especially on the face, and especially nose rings.  Just something about the asymmetry of it, or the mixing of metal and flesh was just distasteful. But of course, I wasn't gonna tell her that.  Besides, she already had her mind made up.


"Don't you think that would look cool?" she asked.


"Sure."


"Yeah, I'm gonna get that, then a tongue stud, then a nose ring… then a navel ring."


"You're gonna look like a pincushion."


She laughed.  "I'm gonna look pimp."


We reached Quentin's counter.


"Quentin, should I get my eyebrow pierced?"


"Sure, that would be hot."


Sophia gave her card to Quentin and he scanned it in.


"Hey, Quentin," she whispered. "Can you let us have 'em… free?"


"No, sorry, I can't."


"C'mon, why not?"


"Dude, there's tons of people watching me," he whispered back.  "There's cameras everywhere.  All the managers are here."


"Fine."  She got her wallet out.  QT scanned the movies with his little laser gun.  "$5.75 is your total."


Sophia took a five and a one out of her wallet and gave them to Quentin.


Quentin took the money.  "You know, all the customers keep saying 'ooh, these new five dollar bills, ooh, they feel like monopoly money, ooh, it doesn't feel real'.  It's like, hey, it's money, it'll get you five bucks of something, shut up," he said as he rang it up and gave Sophia back her quarter in change.


"Well, well, walking the dog, I see."


We turned and saw Victor Blackwell and his girlfriend Krisi Sullivan standing in the other line.  They were two of the preps we'd seen in the theater.  Apparently, they'd decided to rent some videos here as well, which I had no doubt would never be watched.


"Get the hell out of my face, Blackwell," Sophia responded.


"Who's this guy?  Your new flavor of the month?"  Victor put his face very close to mine, scrutinizing me, staring me down.  Not a smart idea.  "What's your name, boy?"


"Uh, can I see your card, sir?" the cashier interjected.


"What?  Oh yeah, Krisi, give him your card."  Krisi dug into her little leopard-patterned purse for her Blockbuster card.  "So what's your name, boy?"


"Call me Caleb."  I glowered out from the tops of my eyes, giving him the most menacing look I could.  "I'm your bad feeling."


Victor stepped back and laughed his head off, making complete fun of me.  I didn't much care for that.


"I like this guy.  He's got character.  That's a first for you, Soph."


"He's better than you, prick."


"Better a prick than a trick."


"Shut the fuck up, asshole," she shoved him, hitting on the shoulder.


He shoved Sophia back.  "Come on, bit-"


He really shouldn't have done that.


Before his hand had even started pulling back I grabbed it, twisted it away, making sure to cause as much pain as possible.  I cracked him across the face with a haymaker to the jaw.  As he went down, I twisted his arm even more and let go.


"AHHHHHH!  Mother fucker!  AHH, I have a game tomorrow, you fuckin' asshole.  AH, fuckin' A."


"I'd say I'm sorry, but you know, it wouldn't be sincere."


"Vic, are you all right?" Krisi came to his aid.


"Mother fucker, broke my arm."


Everybody in the store had their eyes turned to us.  I smiled with satisfaction.  Let them look, let them know I'm not someone to be messed with.  Sophia and Quentin smiled with me for the same reason.  In that moment, we were better than them.  We were unstoppable.


Smugly, Sophia and I passed through the security detectors, stepping over Victor's prone body, clutching onto his arm.  Quentin handed us our movies.


"Due back by Wednesday."


"Thank you," I said calmly.


"See ya, Vic," Soph said.


"You're gonna pay for this.  I'm gonna get ya, all of ya."


"You behave now."

###

