
        
            [image: cover]
        



 




 


 


Detroit Cracked - Book 1

Copyright © 2008 by Marsell Morris

Smashwords Edition

All rights reserved.

 


 


 


This ebook is licensed for your personal
enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to
other people. If you would like to share this book with another
person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If
you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not
purchased for your use only, then please return to Smashwords.com
and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work
of this author.

 


 



 


 


The characters and dialogues contained
here-in are products of the author's imagination, and are not to be
construed as real. Any resemblance to an actual person, living or
dead, or an establishment, existing, or defunct, is entirely
coincidental. The situations here-in, although fictional, mirror
real life situations.

 


 



 


 


Other works by Marsell

 


 


Detroit Cracked — Book 2 — Big-D’s Return

Detroit Cracked — Book 3 — Boss-man’s
Rise

Detroit Cracked — Book 4 — Boss-lady’s
Rise

Detroit Nympho

Detroit’s Sin Hotel

Snakes Don’t Walk

Midnight Sex in Detroit

Rage in Detroit

Alien Plot — Man’s Extinction

Alien Plot — Man’s Extinction — Episode
Two

Alien Plot — Man’s Extinction — Episode
Three

Alien Plot — Man’s Extinction — Episode
Four

Beyond the Beginning - Brock’s Adventures -
Earth Two

Beyond the Beginning - Brock’s Adventures -
Episode Two

 


 



 


 


This novel is written for entertainment
purposes only, and should not be considered, or used as a reference
material. Be forewarned, to keep it real, some of the language
contained here in is in the street vernacular, but with few, if
any, vulgarities.

Some might find the sex references candid,
and the violence graphic, but necessary to the telling of the whole
story. It’s because of the sex and violence, this material should
not be considered proper reading for minors.

 


 



 


 


Acknowledgments

 


 


The author is extremely grateful to all of
you, who shall go unnamed, for your assistance in unraveling the
intricacies of the drug life, and sex trades. Without your aid, I
would not have been able to write this work. You know who you
are.

 


And for those of you, who don’t want me to
publish, thinking I have exposed too much, thank you for your
concern, which reinforces my desire to tell it like it is. Besides,
all the characters are fictional. Only those who might have been in
similar situations as those depicted in this work may know of what
I’m writing.

 


Thank you.

 


 



 


 


Dedication

 


 


This novel is dedicated to all who’ve fallen
victim to, or may fall victim to the every expanding crack
epidemic. It is hoped those who read this work may change their
minds about experimenting with crack, or better yet, any drug for
that mater.

 


I speak of the misery and utter futility of
addiction, not for closed eyes who will not see, or covered ears
that will not hear, but for those who seek the truth.

 


The author.

 


 



 


 


Detroit Cracked - Book 1

By: Marsell Morris (Mojo)

Mojo7books.com

 


 



 


 


Table of Contents

 


Introduction

 


Prologue

 


Chapter1 Nancy and Rob, pay the price.

Chapter 2 Tiny and a crack-whore.

Chapter 3 James loses to a lesbian.

Chapter 4 JC meets his match.

Chapter 5 T and Jam get jammed.

Chapter 6 Jeff, Quick, and Amos, looking for
trouble.

Chapter 7 Big-D on the scene.

Chapter 8 Edward and his dope house.

Chapter 9 Officers Drake and Johnson on the
job.

Chapter 10 Slow gets laid.

Chapter 11 Big-D is being watched.

Chapter 12 Big brother flexes his
muscles.

Chapter 13 The sting.

Chapter 14 Candy and Shirley only want the
rock.

Chapter 15 Big gets a dose of reality.

 


 



Introduction

 


 


Most people have heard of crack cocaine, but
how many know how crack is rocked and smoked? How it affects the
people who distribute and use the drug.

The reader will see through a series of
individual experiences, how the drug affects the people in the life
— will peep into the lives of the mid-level supplier, the drug
house operator, and all the way down to the bottom layer of the
pyramid, the street user, whom some might call the victim.

The reader will witness through these
cautionary tales how sex is traded for drugs. Will see how the
lives of most people in the drug world usually end in tragedy.

 


 



Prologue

 


 


…Unknown to JC, as he was negotiating with
the woman, he was being watched by two men in an old car parked in
the lot across from him.

"Hey Benny, I think that’s the mutha who sold
me those peanuts about a week ago,” Willie told his buddy, while
sitting his half-cup of gin on the dash. “Hold on a minute. I'm
going to get my money back from that punk.”

"Taking the gun?" asked, Benny, while
reaching under his seat to retrieve the deadly pistol the men had
been riding around all day with while, unconsciously, looking for a
reason to use it.

"No, I'll be back for it, if he gives me any
crap,” Willie said, while climbing out of the ancient vehicle…

 


 



Chapter 1

 


Nancy and Rob, pay the price.

 


 


Rick jumped behind a loud knock on the front
door of the abandoned house he and his woman, Nancy, were squatting
in. He’d just finished smoking a 51, a concoction of weed and crack
rolled into a joint, and was jittery. Smoking either crack or weed,
individually, has a tendency to make most people paranoid. Smoking
them together was really doing a job on Rick. All kinds of
thoughts, some rational, others not so rational, raced through his
mind.

“Damn, who is that?” Rick thought, aloud. His
first thought was it might be the police, which was quickly
replaced by a thought of someone attempting to come in and rob him.
He being minor crack dealer who sold rocks to support his and his
woman’s habit, and just barely at that, had no shotgun protection
in his dope house. He’d never be more than a step above an addict.
He had a problem — he smoked as much as he sold, leaving very
little profit to re-up.

He, at twenty-two, and his thin body showing
the results of his constant drug use, knew he’d told his customers
to never knock on his front door. He told them to always go around
to the back. So, who the hell was this, he wondered?

"Nancy!… Nancy!" Rick yelled, as loud as he
dared, while jumping up from a folding TV table, and starting for
the bedroom, and looking back at the front door.

One of his feet entangled one of the table’s,
wobbly, legs, almost tipping the it over, and nearly spilling the
plate of crack and weed he had there, causing his already racing
hart to practically leaped out of his chest, but he managed to
catch the table at just before that critical moment.

Now beginning to get angry, he called again,
"Nancy! Woman! Get your ass up, and see who’s at the door!" he
yelled over his shoulder as he headed for the bedroom.

Asleep on the broken down, thread bare,
couch, Nancy stirred a little, and rolled over onto her back, and
stretched with a loud yawn and quickly fell back into a half-sleep.
To look at her face, one could tell she was mixed. A very beautiful
and intelligent, red-boned, young lady, of nineteen, she at about
five-foot, one-hundred and three pounds, had long, naturally
straight, black, hair, inherited from her white mother. Her large,
bright, green, eyes, were framed by naturally long lashes. She
could have become an excellent model with a couple more inches of
height, but instead, thanks to Rick, she was a strung out crack
addict.

 


******

 


Nancy was introduced into the drug world by
Rick. He was using crack at the time they met, but only
recreationally, as he struggled to become a major roller in his
neighborhood already filled with dope houses. He wouldn't become a
heavy user until later.

The first time Rick laid eyes on Nancy, his
first thought, he had to have him some of that.

He was out taking a casual drive in his
pimped out, vintage, Jaguar, with massive, double-nickel, spinner
wheels, and she was walking to the store one summer day. He had his
oversize speakers in the trunk booming to a recent rap tune, and he
was in full player mode. He pulled over to the curb, and his
confidence showing on his angular face, asked her if she’d like a
ride.

Because Rick wasn’t a bad looking young man,
at just under six-foot, with a medium build at that time, and a
dreadlocked framed face, which was the platform for a face
splitting smile, and because she liked the car, and had a distance
to walk, she accepted his offer.

Little did Nancy know the ride she was
accepting would change her life forever. Before she met Rick, she
was planning to go to college and major in criminal justice. She
hadn’t decided what aspect of law she was going to pursue, but
she’d make up her mind once she was in school. Those lofty dreams,
now, long forgotten, her only ambition now was for the next hit of
rock cocaine.

 


******

 


After yelling at her once more from the
bedroom, Nancy moaned, rubbed her face with one hand, and finally
got up from the couch. She was naked from the waste down, and
burning eyed tired, and had a crook in her neck from her odd
sleeping position. The night before, Rick had demanded she bend
over the couch while he made her from behind, as he took a
particularly strong hit of a stone from his stem, causing him to
immediately finished. The drug sometimes had that affect on men,
particularly, if the drug was of high quality. But the insidious
side of the drug is it affects the pleasure center of the brain
while tricking the user into thinking he wanted sex, to sometimes,
rob him of his ability to perform until the affects of the drug
wore off. Rick rewarded her with a couple dime rocks, which took
her all night to smoke by the time she’d pushed her stem several
times, rinsed, and pushed several more times, while trying to
extract another cloud from the weak residue. She’d just managed to
shake the ever-present desire for another hit, and hand shaking
weary, fell asleep on the couch without bothering to cover her
nakedness.

Nancy picked up her shorts from floor near
the couch, quickly slipping them on, and not bothering with her
underpants. She stumbled to the window beside the two-by-four
barricaded door. With her eyes half closed, she pulled back the
ripped bed sheet they used as a window covering, while peeping in
the direction of the knocker.

"Who is it!? " she yelled, irritated she had
to answer the door.

That damn Rick is getting worse with his
paranoid ass, she thought.

"Rob," came the reply.

"Damn, fool, you know better than to come to
the front door. Go around to the back," Nancy responded, releasing
the sheet and heading for the side door, now more irritated Rick
wouldn’t answer the knock himself. She eyed the pile of crack on
the TV table as she passed, wondering if Rick would set her out a
piece after Rob was gone — her anger now dissipated by the sight of
the crumbs on the table.

"Who is it?" Rick, quietly, asked, as she
passed the bedroom on the way to the side door.

"That thieving crack-head, Rob," Nancy,
replied in a tired voice.

"That dumb asshole," Rick said, as he
frantically slipped on his pants.

I told him a hundred times to always go to
the back door, and he still comes to the front. He'd better have
cash or something good for me this time, or I ain't letting him in
anymore. I'm sick of this crap. I ain't letting him go short
either, he added, almost as an afterthought, as he searched for
his shoes.

After climbing over the pile of stolen
property nearly blocking the hallway and spilled into the kitchen,
Nancy made it to the rear door. She wet a thumb with her tongue,
and ran it over a scratch she’d received when she failed to
completely step over a microwave. Seeing there would be no blood,
she turned to the door, and stood looking at it, not wanting to get
a splinter from the bracing two-by-fours placed across the door to
prevent unwanted entrance.

 


******

 


After realizing most of his customers rarely
had much money, Rick began receiving stolen property in place of
cash for his drugs. He could later take the holdings to the
pawnshop, and get more money for the property than what he gave out
in drugs. The problem was he was beginning to do more and more of
the stash he had for sale, and made fewer trips to the pawnshop,
resulting in the growing pile of stolen goods in the hall, and
kitchen, and less dope to sell. Without he noticing, the drug was
already robbing him of the ability to conduct business, and would
only get worse with continued use.

 


******

 


After carefully removing the three
two-by-fours, Nancy opened the door. She then, without saying a
word, wheeled around and started back towards the living room,
stepping this way, and that, to avoid being scratched again.

Rob, who knew the routine, closed the door
and replaced the lumber. He then made his way to the living room
behind Nancy, as he watched her shapely behind and well-formed legs
hanging below her skimpy shorts.

Damn, she’s fine, he thought, his mind
going where it shouldn’t. I’d ride that all day and every day if
she was my winch.

Rob entered the livingroom, wearing only a
stained T-shirt, a filthy, torn, threadbare, waist length, cotton
jacket, on which the broken zipper was hanging loose. A pair of
dirty sneakers with no shoestrings covered his bare feet. His
oversized jeans had a large hole at the right knee exposing a
unwashed, rusty, leg, underneath. It was early winter, and cold
outside. Anyone who saw him knew he was either homeless, or a drug
addict, possibly both. He had a laptop computer tucked under one
arm.

Rick was back at his table rolling another
51. Now, slightly less stressed out, he looked up at the
approaching Rob. His eyes locked on the computer under Rob's arm.
His previous thoughts of getting into Rob's case about coming to
the front door, now gone. He’d been wanting a laptop for some time,
and until now, no one had brought one to him, and he wasn't about
to let this one get away, no matter the cost.

Rick's mind went into calculation mode,
wondering how much dope Rob was going to ask for, and what’s the
least amount Rob would accept for the computer? He knew the
computer was stolen, but he also knew Rob could take it to any
other drug dealer in the neighborhood and get a deal. He couldn’t
let that happen.

Time to barter, he thought.

"My man Rob, what's up?" Rick said,
enthusiastically.

"I'm cool," Rob responded.

Although, Rick knew what it was Rob had
brought him, he tried to not act excited.

"I know you got cash this time?" Rick said,
as he looked down to the 51 he was rolling. He, also, knew Rob
would be focusing on the plate of dope he had on the table.

Be cool, he thought, let him stew a
while longer.

"Come on man. No, I ain't got no money,” Rob
replied, “but I got something you might want."

Rick had finished rolling his 51. He slowly
lit the joint, inhaled deeply, turned towards Rob, and blew the
smoke into Rob’s face. He was hoping the odor of the weed and crack
would send Rob's cravings in to overdrive.

"I told you before, I got all the junk I
need," Rick said, a little louder than necessary, and in a choked
voice.

Be cool, he reminded himself.

"I know, I know, but you gotta take a look at
this, Rick. It's a computer, and I know it works, and it's heavy
too. Come on man, take a look," Rob said, almost in one word. The
smoke in his face having the desired affect.

"All right, let me see what you got," Rick
said, in an uninterested tone. On the inside, he felt like it was
Christmas, and he was receiving a valuable present.

Be, cool, be, cool, was all he could
think.

"It better work," Rick continued, as he
looked for the latch to open the laptop. "I don't see the power
cord, or the battery charger adapter," Rick mumbled, as he turned
the weighty computer over in his hands. He was really trying to act
as if he didn't want the it. He knew those accessories could be
purchased later. He found the latch, and raised the shiny cover and
hit what he thought was the power button. It, not being protected
by a password, lit up like a Christmas tree, the Windows program
chiming as it came into view. The battery seemed to be on full
charge. His heart began beating faster. A bead of car window glass
fell to the floor.

Rob must have just stolen it from the back
seat of some poor fool, who thought his car would be safe in this
neighborhood with the doors locked, and alarm set, Rick
thought.

 


******

 


Anyone, who lives in their neighborhood,
knows you don’t leave anything, unguarded, on your car seats —
never. There were thieving crack-heads, who rode bikes up and down
the streets while looking into the parked cars as they passed,
hoping to find something they could steal and trade for a rock.
They didn’t care if the car had an alarm. They knew they could
smash the window, grab anything on the seat, and be gone before the
owner came to investigate.

 


******

 


Rick quickly closed the computer, and handed
it back to Rob.

"What you want for it?" Rick asked, trying to
act indifferent, and taking another long drag of the crack filled
joint while, again, blowing the smoke into Rob’s face.

Rob’s eyes got as large as saucers. He
started to fidget nervously. His mind started to race. He tried to
figure out how much the computer was worth, and had no idea? This
was the first time he’d even laid eyes on one.

How much dope would Rick give me, without
shortchanging myself, he wondered?

He decided to ask for much more than he’d
settle for.

"Ca... ca... can I get an 8th?"
(One eight of an ounce, about $140.00 of crack) Rob managed to ask
after stuttering a couple times.

Rick chuckled to himself. He was up on what
Rob was trying to do. After all, he’d been rolling drugs since a
littler after he met Nancy this past summer...

 


******

 


When Rick met Nancy, he used, but not
heavily. The main reason he got into heavy dealing was to impress
her with extra money. Once he started to role, and had access to
more dope, he started to use more. Then the unexpected happened. It
happened so gradually he didn't see it coming — he got hooked.

Because he had less money with which to
impress Nancy, the result of his increased habit, he was afraid he
might loose her. Rather than loose her, he decided to make her
dependent on him in another way. He introduced her to the drug. At
first, she was reluctant, but behind Rick’s constant pressure for
her to try it just one time, she relented, and once was all it took
for her to become hopelessly hooked. Her extra use took all of the
extra money he was making. He was now dealing to support both their
habits. He could no longer afford to lavish her with gifts, and she
didn't miss them. The drug was now the most important thing in her
life and all she wanted.

Because crack is extremely addictive, and she
had the addictive gene, it didn't take long for Nancy to become
increasingly more strung out and was willing to do whatever was
necessary to get more. Because Rick was supplying her, she was able
to keep her youthful appearance. She didn’t have to do the things
rock-stars or crack-whores had to do, such as turn tricks in the
streets to support there habits. Giving Rick a little sex every now
and then was no problem. Besides, when he was smoking, he couldn’t
do much of anything most of the time, anyway.

 


******

 


Rick expected Rob to ask for more drugs than
he normally does, but he didn’t expect him to be savvy enough to
ask for that much. Rob’s request caught Rick off guard. He had to
rethink his bargaining strategies. He was hoping Rob would ask for,
maybe a 16th (around $45 to $55 worth) and settle for
three dimes ($30.00 worth)

"You want what? Hell no, I ain't giving you
no 8th for a computer I don't know I can use, and don't
have a power cord too."

Rick was betting on the fact Rob didn’t know
the computer was worth anywhere from eight-hundred to
fifteen-hundred-dollars.

"Tell you what," Rick said, after a long
pause. He could see Rob was getting more agitated. "I'll give you
what I have on this plate." The way the drug was spread out over
the plate, it appeared to be much more than what was there.

Rob, who was a long time user, could spot
quantity no matter how it was presented, but as Rick had planed,
his craving was making his stomach churn. He looked down at the
plate of dope, only about 50 cents worth ($50.00), seemed to
hesitate for a moment, and then decided to take the deal.

“Damn, Rick. You’re doing me wrong. I know I
can get more for this bad assed computer. But it’s cold outside — I
don’t feel like running around to get a better deal. I’ll take what
you got there on the plate, even though I know it ain’t much.”

"Cool," Rick said, a little more
enthusiastically than he intended. He quickly picked up a playing
card, and began to scrape the dope into a pile, and then said,
"hold on while I find something to bag it," he said, while standing
to go to the bedroom, but hesitated. "Aw hell naw. You go stand
over by the door, while I'm gone. I don't trust your thieving
ass."

"Come on man, you ain't got to put me down
like that, Rick," is all Rob said, but not denying the accuracy of
Rick's statement. He moved over to a spot near the hall door. As he
waited, he looked longingly at the sleeping Nancy.

Damn, she’s fine. I wish I had a woman
like that. I’d be on her every day for sure, he imagined,
again, as he watched her firm, tank-toped, covered, breast, rise
and fall as she slept on her back, with one shapely leg hanging
over the side of the couch and the juncture just below her stomach
looking overwhelmingly inviting.

Rick, came back from the bedroom with a
sandwich bag, and proceeded to scoop the dope into it. Rob, who by
now was licking his lips, and shuffling from one foot to the other,
asked Rick if he could take a hit, now?

"Man, you know I don't allow that in my
place. That’s the last thing I need, a bunch of crack-heads sitting
around begging, and stinking up the place."

"I know. I thought I might ask, anyway," Rob
replied, while pocketing his booty and heading for the back door
with Rick following.

After replacing the two by’s, behind Rob,
Rick returned to the living room. He took a quick glance at Nancy
on the couch, on her back, one leg hanging down. He walked over to
where she was sleeping, leaned over, and ran his hand between her
parted legs. He could feel himself start to get excited.

Damn, she’s fine, he thought, his
manhood rising.

He thought about pulling down her shorts and
trying to do something while she was asleep, but not wanting to
wake her because she might want more dope, he decided to leave her
alone. While gently massaging his stiffness, he picked up the
computer, and went to the bedroom to check out his new toy.

Damn, I got to go out later and see if I
can find a charger for this damn thing, he thought, while
falling across the sheet-less, bed, on top of the single blanket,
and opening it up.

 


******

 


After Rob left Rick's, he had to decide where
to go to smoke in peace. He considered going by Dave's, but decided
against it. Dave would let him smoke if he gave him a rock. The
problem came after Dave had smoked his rock. He’d begin to beg, and
wouldn’t stop until he was given more — this, Rob wasn’t ready to
deal with. He felt he’d met with a small stroke of luck while
finding the computer just setting there, unprotected, and for the
first time in a while, he’d gotten a quantity of drugs, and didn’t
want to share any more than necessary.

Rob knew he could go to Edward's, a dope
house operator whose place was a few blocks over, and where he’d
have taken the computer in the first place if Edward took
contraband in place of money for his dope, but that wouldn't work
either.

Edward would let him smoke in his place,
but didn’t like anyone bringing in their own supply. He
might try Tiny's.

He discharged that thought, also. He’d seen
Tiny with that freak, Elisabeth, earlier. He knew Tiny wouldn’t let
him in if he was doing what Tiny liked to do, party with her and
eat snatch. He was running out or ideas, and about to find an alley
with an empty garage, and smoke there. It would be cold, but his
cravings were about to get the best of him — he needed a hit now,
but where?

I know, Rob thought, a grin coming
over his face, I'll go by Phyllis and Roy's. Yeah, Phyllis, and
Roy would be happy to let me smoke at their place for a rock
apiece. They’d beg, but not too bad, he thought.

A destination in mind, he began walking fast,
heading for Roy’s. His feet and hands felt like they were freezing,
but the thought of hitting the first stone bolstered him against
the weather. As he walked, he kept pulling the small bag out of his
pocket to make sure he hadn’t dropped it. He was getting paranoid,
and he hadn’t begun smoking yet.

 


******

 


Phyllis and Roy lived in an abandoned garage,
behind a house that’d been seriously fire damaged. They heated the
garage with a small electric heater Roy had found in the trash, and
repaired. Whoever had abandoned the house had left the electric and
water on. They cooked on a nearly burned out, single burner, hot
plate. The couple, also, used the toilet in the house. It was
remarkable the pipes hadn't frozen, considering the heat was not on
in the house. Maybe it was the dripping faucets that saved the
pipes from busting.

To halfway support themselves, they, as a
team, panhandled in front of liquor stores and super markets to get
money for food/Ramens, cigarettes, liquor, and of course, drugs.
For the moment, the pair were reasonably comfortable in their
garage home — better than being on the streets, but, if the
electric or Water Company showed, they’d have to move somewhere
else, probably another abandoned house. Lord knows there were
enough of them around — some still having the utilities on.

Both, Phyllis, and Roy, had been disowned by
their families because of their constant stealing of the family's
property to by drugs, something they had in common before they met.
They were both somewhat easygoing and a little slow-witted. They
decided to live together because they felt better together than
being alone. They’d want some of Rob's dope if he wanted to smoke
with them, but they were slow smokers, and most likely wouldn’t beg
later, well not as hard as Dave, anyway. They’d be glad to have
anything to smoke at all.

 


******

 


Rob arrived at the garage, and knocked on the
side door — no response.

He yelled, in a whisper, "Roy… Phyllis!"
Still no answer. He didn't panic. He knew where he could find them.
The same place they were any time they weren't in the garage — out
panhandling somewhere not too far away.

Rob headed towards the liquor store a couple
blocks away, on Chalmers Street. Rounding the corner, sure enough,
there they stood. One, working customers coming from one direction,
and the other soliciting customers coming from the opposite
direction. Roy, a short, dark-skinned man in his forties, who had
several of his front teeth missing, and Phyllis, a heavy-breasted
woman in her late thirties with unruly hair and protruding stomach,
were a team all right. Not a single customer was missed, as they
were approached with request for any loose change. As soon as the
pair collected enough for a nickel or two, and maybe a half-pint of
liquor, and on a good night, a pack of cheap cigarettes, they would
cop their dope and head back to the garage to get high. After the
dope and liquor was gone, they would return to the front of the
store to begin the process again until the store closed. Day in and
day out they did the same thing. The store’s manager had tried to
get them to move, and they would for a few minutes, but would
return as soon as he’d gone back into the store. Eventually, he
gave up trying to get them to stay away as long as he didn’t
receive too many complaints from his customers.

Rob approached Roy, "Hey playa, make enough
to buy some cigarettes, or get a half pint?"

"My man Rob" Roy, responded, turning around
to see Rob approaching. "Yeah, we got enough to get a pack of
Smokers Choice, and a pint of Indian," (Mowhawk Vodka) Roy
continued, "I know you must have something to smoke?"

"You know it, playa. Come on, let's go to
your place, and get high," Rob encouraged.

"Word? Hold on a second," Roy said, as he
looked over Rob’s shoulder, and saw another customer approaching.
Roy took off towards the man. He went into his begging mode,
"please, Sir," Roy said, in his pleading voice, "can you help me?
I'm only one dollar short of a pack of Kite.” (Rolling tobacco).
Roy hoped the customer was a smoker. Most smokers were more
sympathetic, because they understood how not having a cigarette
felt. Roy continued to beg, almost in a jog, as the customer walked
fast, and waiving him off at the same time.

"Thank you anyway, maybe I can get a quarter
when you come out?" Roy finished, as the customer disappeared
inside the store. "Cheap ass punk," he said, under his breath, as
he turned to Rob.

"Come on man. I'm ready to get high," Rob
said, impatiently, his hands in his pockets, and doing a little jig
to keep warm.

Roy turned around and called Phyllis over.
"Give me what you got. Rob has something for us to smoke. I'm going
in to get a pack of cigarettes, and a half-pint."

Phyllis gave what change she had to Roy, who
went into the store to buy the liquor, and the cheap cigarettes.
Roy coming out of the store, the trio headed for the garage.

"Where you been keeping yourself?" Roy,
asked, Rob, as they walked.

"Man, all over the place since I got kicked
out of the shelter. Mostly wherever I can get my high on — you know
what I mean?" Rob replied.

"Yeah I know what you mean. Man we was lucky
to find this garage we’re staying in. No rent, no light bill, all
we got to do is get money to buy us some Ramens and some dope. We
got it made," Roy, bragged.

"A-men that," added Phyllis, "I just wish we
had a better bed. Them rats, sometimes, run right across us when
we’re making love, or trying to get some sleep. Scares me so bad I
can’t sleep for the rest of the night."

"They smells that fishy booty of yours," Rob
teased, jokingly, with a laugh.

"Boy you alta quit, you know you wish you
could get some of this tight twat," Phyllis retorted, while pulling
her thin coat tighter around her.

"Sho, you right, Rob said. “Hey Roy, you
going to let me tap some of your old ladies good stank. I ain't had
none in about a year, and I'm tired of whacking off," he said,
truthfully, but in a joking manor.

"Don't bring me into y’alls mess,” Roy said.
“It's up to her, as long as she gets paid, I don't care what she
does. She knows I’ll still love her."

Rob laughed, "I don't know, I might take you
up on that one day when I hit it big," he said, as he gave Phyllis
a light tap on her rump as they walked.

"That’s gonna cost you a nickel," Phyllis
teased.

"Damn, girl, you is expensive," laughed
Rob.

They continued to walk, now in silence, and
not thinking about the weather, each thinking about that first
blast of white smoke from their stems.

“Aw, damn,” Rob said, after a while, “I got a
lighter but it’s damn near dead. It ain’t got enough fluid for all
three of us. Y’all got one?”

“Naw, I ain’t got one,” said Roy.

“What we gonna to do? We gotta have something
to flame the rocks. I know this lighter ain’t gonna last for all of
us.” Rob said, stopping in his tracks and holding up his nearly
empty lighter, and then sticking his hands deep in the pockets of
his flimsy jacket. “Hold on for a moment. Let me see how much
change I got left,” he said, pulling out the few cents he had left
after buying the liquor and cigarettes. “Good, I’m only about
fifteen cents short of fifty cents. I tell y’all what — y’all wait
here for me. I’m going back to the store and beg up enough to get a
lighter. It shouldn’t take no more than five minutes. I can get
that much easy. Someone will probably give me a quarter real quick.
I’ll be right back,” he said, turning around to walk back to the
store with a slight limp. Earlier tonight, he’d slipped on some
ice, and twisted his ankle, hence the limp.

After Roy left, Rob saw a chance to see if
Phyllis was serious about letting him hit that one time in the
future. “Was you serious about giving me some later on?” he
asked.

“Hell no, mutha. I ain’t giving you nothing.
You can buy some if you got a couple rocks, but you ain’t getting
nothing free here,” Phyllis responded, her hands on her hips, and
the cold air condensing her warm breath as she spoke.

“Yeah, that’s what I meant. You know I
wouldn’t play you cheap like that.”

“I know. I just don’t want no
misunderstanding.”

“You know, I’m giving you a rock tonight. Do
you thing I can just touch it for one second? Just to keep my mind
focused on getting some later — you know what I mean?”

“Well…. I guess so. Come on, make it quick,
before Roy gets back. Just a quick touch, no fingering, or that’s
going to cost you more than a rock.”

“Thanks Phyllis,” Rob said, moving in close
to her and reaching under her coat and skirt underneath. He ran his
hand up, and was happy to find she wore no underwear. Moving his
hand higher he cupped her hairy mound. He could feel himself stir
in his pants. His breath came faster. She was the first woman he’d
touch in a long while, as he said.

Phyllis jumped at his touch, pushing his hand
away.

“Damn, Rob. You got some cold hands. That’s
enough. Roy might see you.”

Rob ignored her protest, and held his hand on
her warm mound for a moment longer, and then pulling back, while
saying, “um… um… um… I’m definitely coming back for some of that.
My hand might be cold, but your twat sure ain’t. The next time I
gets me a quantity, it’s me and you, at Dave’s place. Cool?”

“Yeah. Whatever. I might let Dave hit it one
time too, if he’s got any money. Be cool, here comes Roy. Don’t
forget about your promise. Two rocks and no less.”

“You got it baby,” Rob said, turning to see
Roy quickly limping back to them.

“I told y’all it wouldn’t take long for me to
get back,” Roy said, as he passed Rob and Phyllis, walking fast,
and with out stopping. “Come on I’m ready to get high.”

Phyllis turned to follow her man, with Rob
following. As she walked in front of him, he grabbed a hand full of
her large behind.

Phyllis looked over her shoulder and smiled
back at Rob while thinking, yeah fool, that’s gonna cost you
another nickel.

 


"I gotta go and pee, don't start without me,"
Phyllis said, as soon as they entered the garage. She excused her
self, and on the run, went to use the toilet in the cold, dark,
vacant, house that still smelled of burnt wood, and was a little
creepy with the sound of something hanging loose banging in the
constant winter wind. She stood, legs spread, and squatted over the
cold toilet without her butt touching the broken seat.

Once inside the garage, Rob looked around,
and saw the single bulb hanging from a rafter by its cord, and
glowing faintly, barely enough to light the space. Seeing the
carpet covering the once bare concrete floor, he said, "Damn, Roy,
y’all making the place pretty comfortable. Where did you find the
carpet?"

"Nice, ain’t it? That came out of a vacant
house about two blocks over. Would have moved in there but the
lights and water was off. There is a nice bed in there too I'm
going back and get tomorrow, but forget that, let's see what you
got," Roy, impatiently queried, as he unfolded a wooden folding
chair, and positioned it next to the old wobbly card table, and
took a seat, leaving Rob to find his own seat.

Rob found two empty plastic milk crates, and
stacked them top down next to the card table, and sat on top of
them. There were many of those crates around the impromptu living
space. In one corner, they were stacked on their sides, four
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