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1.

​ It was late
Friday night when Steve and Christina ran out of blow.

“Call Eduardo, see if he’s still awake,”
Christina said, putting her hair up in a ponytail. She kept running
her tongue across her lips, and her bright green eyes were electric
pandemonium.

“Eduardo is out, I already tried him,” Steve
sighed. It was Christina’s end of semester celebration, but it was
only midnight and they were already empty. Perhaps they had started
partying too early? The brunch Bloody Mary’s were one thing, but
the shots of Irish Whiskey coupled with the gram of coke they
bought around 3 that afternoon were starting to take their toll.
The two of them were absolutely blasted as they bounced around the
city, drinking cocktails at every bar they could get their hands
on.

“Well, figure it out babe,” Christina said,
sliding her D cups across his forearm and playing with a lock of
his hair. “Because it’s still early and I want to party…and if we
can party, that means something good for you later.” She licked his
lips quickly, like a lizard, and smiled. Christina pulled the last
of the baggie of cocaine from her purse pocket, ripped it down the
middle, and licked the inside of the bag.

“Save some numbies for me, Christina!” Steve
all but shouted. They were in an alley on their way to a speakeasy,
and lucky for them there were plenty of places to duck down and get
a sniff. In the case of an empty bag of cocaine, one had to settle
for “numbies” as opposed to an actual bump. Certainly, something
was better than nothing. Christina rubbed the residue around her
gums and her charged eyes turned up another degree, now wide as
saucers.

They entered the speakeasy just after
midnight and took a seat at the end of the bar. The place was
packed, the music was loud, and a small dance floor in the back
corner was already overcrowded. As Steve and Christina sipped their
Manhattan at the bar top, Steve could not help but notice the looks
his girlfriend was getting from everyone at the bar, including the
bartender.

“Jesus, Christina. You’re just too fucking
hot,” he laughed, sliding an arm around her.

“The fuck you talking about, Steve?”

Even the way she was sitting at the bar was
driving him wild. Her tits were pushed close together, and her
cleavage threatened to spill right out of her black top. A quick
scan of the room revealed too many eyes to count looking in their
direction.

“Come on, babe. You know. You have to know,”
Steve said.

“Know what?” She said, feigning innocence,
using her arms to push her breasts together even more.

“That you are an absolute ten. A dime piece.
The hottest girl in the room. This room. Any room. I love you.”
They kissed at the bar with every man watching. Most never took
their eyes off Christina’s tits to even notice she had a boyfriend.
Steve copped a feel, something Christina might have scolded him for
had it not been for all the booze and drugs in her system.

“Any leads?” Christina asked as they left
the speakeasy, searching for what was going to be the last bar of
the night. “It’s almost last call and we haven’t had a bump in
hours.”

“Relax, Darling,” Steve told her. “I’m doing
my best. And I’ll tell you what. If it comes through, if by some
miracle I can find us more…it won’t be bumps you’ll be doing!”

Christina squealed and grabbed her man by
the arm.

“Lines?” She asked excitedly.

“As big as my dick, dear,” he told her.

“In that case, I’ll take the bump!” She
erupted into laughter, and Steve stood there looking confused.
“Relax, Darling,” she mocked him. “It was a small penis joke, but
it was only…a joke?”

“Hmm,” Steve grimaced. “You’ve been making
more of those lately.”

“Don’t get emotional on me, Stevie. Focus on
the task at hand! More blow!”

Annoyed, Steve returned to his phone and the
multiple lines of communication he had open. All around them the
city was alive with drunkards roaming from bar to bar, some groups
now hailing taxis to get home while others pushed on towards the
inevitable Last Call. What he did not tell Christina, was that he
indeed had a hookup for the coke. He found it an hour ago. But he
was holding out hope that a different connect might come through.
Someone a little…less sketchy.

He laughed to himself. Usually phrases like
“less sketchy” and “coke deal” did not go hand in hand, but in this
case, he thought it best to exude some caution and patience. The
hookup he currently had was notorious. Steve bought coke off these
people about a year ago and had no trouble at the time. But he was
alone then, single and with no lady friend to speak of. You see,
this particular dealer was known for certain…perversions. Steve
heard stories about them and about their methods of payment.
Suffice it to say, he was in no rush to bring his keyed up,
revealing girlfriend over to their house.

“Remember, big boy,” Christina said as they
entered the establishment at the end of the street. “More blow for
me, means blow for you. And not just the kind that goes up your
nose.” Christina thought this hilarious as well, and when she
finished laughing at her own joke, struck up a speedy conversation
with the mustachioed bartender. They were sidled up at their
favorite bar in the city to round out the evening. Steve sat
quietly next to her, pouring over his cell phone and potential
leads on purchasing cocaine.

Steve bit his lower lip and stared at the
contact info of the dubious dealers.

Black and Rusty. Next to their names
was a devil emoticon and a black heart. Steve thought back to the
night he was over there but unsurprisingly, it was a blurry memory.
It was late and they were his last opportunity, so he went. He
remembered their apartment was a mess, without much furniture to
speak of. They were certainly friendly enough, had even offered him
some free lines.

And then it came back to him.

“Got any girlfriends looking for some,
Steve?” One of them said through the fog of his recollection.
“Just playing with you, Steve…. but seriously. Any lady friends
lonely tonight? Not your girl of course…not unless you wanted to.
Ha! I’m just playing with you Steve, just playing…” It made him
feel uneasy even back then. He could not possibly subject Christina
to that kind of thing.

“How’s the hunt going?” Christina
interrupted his thoughts, bouncing on her bar stool and shaking her
tits for all to see.

“Well, it’s not looking good babe,” Steve
said, shutting his phone.

“Oh boo, boo on you! But that’s fine. The
bartender said he might have some at his place. We could go there
after he closes maybe?” Christina pleaded.

Steve eyed the bartender, who was busy
helping other patrons. Always, his mustache turning back towards
them, ogling the hot girl with the big rack and electric eyes. The
nerve of this goof, to try and lure Christina back to his apartment
while her boyfriend sat next to her.

He pulled his phone back out.

“Oh, would you look at that!” Steve
smiled.

“Oh what! What is it my sexy, sexy,
darling?” Christina whispered in his ear and nipped at his
neck.

“Looks like we’ve got a connect.”


2.

​ The Uber across
town took nearly 30 minutes but with Christina in his lap, grinding
on his stiffening dick, the ride seemed fly by. They passed good
neighborhoods and bad neighborhoods and ended up in the sketchiest
of them all. By the time the ride dropped them off it was close to
2 am and all the bars were closed. The plan was to get the bag and
head to a friend’s house to keep the party going.

“Which house is it?” Christina asked,
snuggling up to Steve’s thin, lanky arm.

“I’ll know it when I see it,” Steve said.
And of course, he would. It was the only house on the block with
lights still on in the window, and loud music shaking the front of
the home. An awful, sinking feeling crept into Steve’s gut and he
contemplated running after the Uber that had disappeared from
sight.

“Well, let’s do it!” Christina said, taking
him by the hand and leading him through the front yard. The music
was louder on the porch as Steve knocked hard on the front door.
Fairly certain no one inside had heard anything at all, he knocked
again. The sound of movement and chatter followed.

“Sounds like a party in there,” Christina
tittered.

A moment later the door flung wide and dim
light poured out onto the porch. A tall, slim man was a silhouette
in the door frame, and it took a moment for the couple to adjust
their eyes. He did not have a shirt on and was covered in tattoos.
His hair was slicked back and styled, and his shorts were denim and
torn. Even in the doorway you could see his feet were large, almost
clown like. When he spoke, it was raspy and sneering.

“Damn,” the man said, his eyes shifting up
and down Christina’s tight body, “what do we have here?”

“I’m Steve, texted you about thirty mins
ago? Friend of Stu’s.”

“Oh, Stu! You know Stu! Fuck yea! Love Stu,
great guy.” He was excitable and jittery, occasionally wiping at
his nose. “What’s your name honey?”

“I’m Christina,” she said, “and this is my
boyfriend Steve…thanks for helping us out.” Christina was shy when
she said it but the excitement in her voice was hard to miss. You
could smell the cocaine from the doorway.

“Well, I’m Rusty. Pleased to meet you and
your…man, here. Come on in.”

The living room was scant except a
flat-screen tv that was too large for the stand it was on, and a
dirty couch adjacent. In between the couch and the tv was a large
coffee table with a glass top. It was covered in blow and when
Christina saw it her sea green eyes exploded.

“Looks like you’re having fun here all by
yourself, Rusty,” Christina said, her voice a tad too provocative
for Steve’s liking. But then again, it always was.

“We’ve been
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