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Chapter 1

 


Leonard jumped out of his sleep, almost rolling out
of his small bed, and while slapping at the side of his head. He
thought it was one of the hotel’s many roaches attempting to craw
into his ear. As it turned out, it was a thread from the pillow he
had covering his head while trying to block out the noise in the
hallway. Those fools were arguing, again, which was unusual for his
floor, but when it did happen, it was always when he was trying to
get some much needed rest.

Damn, I gotta move out of the
place, he thought, as he rolled over and
lit his cigarette lighter, trying to read the small hands on his
wristwatch. It was 3:43 pm, and he was trying to sleep off a
hangover from the night before.

Damn, what time did I go to
bed, he wondered?

He couldn’t remember.

While breaking a promise to himself, he’d done it
again. Actually, when he made the promise, he knew it was out of
being sick and tired of being sick and tired, and the promise meant
no more than that. But he didn’t get down on himself. After all,
what was a single man supposed to do when one of those, rock-star,
freaks, knocks on the door — of course he was going to let her in.
Wouldn’t any single man who lived alone? And, if they offered a
good time for a few rocks, should he have turned them away? Of
course not. Sure, he was getting old, at fifty-five, but not that
old. If only he could stick to his resolutions, maybe he’d eat and
sleep like a man of his age should, and possibly keep a few dollars
in his pocket.

He’d promised himself the other night, and not for
the first time, the last time he partied with one of them crack
head women would be the last time. Well the last time that week,
anyway, but who was he fooling? He knew deep down inside he liked
doing the dope as much as he liked freaking with the willing women.
The problem was doping and freaking were in the end, both,
un-fulfilling. When the partying was over, and he was broke again,
and all he had left was a hangover, and a body desperately needing
rest, he’d always chastised himself for not listening to what his
common sense was trying to tell him, well, until one of those women
knocked again.

As recent as a year ago, if someone had told him
he’d be living in a third rate hotel, packed to the brim with the
dregs of society, doing drugs, and putting his health at risk,
while having sex with any woman who came his way, he’d have told
them they were crazy. After all, he was an intelligent middle aged
man, who’d avoided making any serious mistakes in life, and should
know better. He had other things he could pursue if the mind was
willing. Yet here he was, trying to sleep off the after affects of
doing what he thought he was too smart to get caught up in. And he
was powerless to stop himself.

How’d he get here? Actually, it’s not a long story,
although, it took many years to drop to this level . . .

—

After graduating from high school, and much like any
young man of tender years, while feeling like he could conquer the
world, he manage to secure a job with one of the larger automobile
companies. He had no plans to stay with the company, only planing
on staying long enough to maybe further his education, and move up
to the status he was capable of and deserved. But, finding the
money was good in the plant, although, the hours were long, and
beginning to buy some of the things he always wanted such as a car
and clothes, he found it harder to leave the longer he stayed. He
soon found himself entrenched in the routine, and thoughts of
continuing his education waned with time.

While working in the plant, he met an attractive
young lady, the daughter of an older co-worker, and after a short
courtship, got married. He bought a four family flat in a middle
class neighborhood, dirt cheap, from an owner who was tired of
dealing with tenants. He settled down to begin the life as a
landlord and family man. His father told him he was too young to
take on so much responsibility, but he was brimming with confidence
and felt he could handle anything that might come his way, much as
many young folk tend to think. His father also tried to tell him he
shouldn’t marry. Particularly the young woman he’d picked.

He was young at nineteen, almost twenty, but was
industrious and hard working. Oh yeah, he liked a drink or two,
even though he was not of drinking age, and occasionally smoked a
joint every now and then, but on the whole, never missed a day of
work and tried to provide a good home for his wife and first child.
That child, a little girl, was the center of his world. He took to
fatherhood like a fish to water. He’d spend hours holding her and
watching her sleep in his arms, and she wanted for nothing.
Unfortunately storm clouds were on the distant horizon, and would
be overhead soon.

The first year of marriage was good. He and his
wife, Viola, enjoyed their child, and the fruits of his labor while
furnishing the home with the top of the line accouterments. They
seemed to be a perfect couple, and in the beginning, they were both
relishing in the life of a middle income family, nothing
extravagant, but comfortable.

It was in the middle of the second year of matrimony
things began to change — began to go wrong. It shouldn’t have been
a surprise his beloved wife would change on him, after all, he’d
been warned by his farther before he married her.

His farther, a WW II veteran, and wise man, had told
him the girl had some problems — some mental problems. Did he
listen? No. He was coming into adulthood, and couldn’t be told
anything. He felt he knew it all, and married the young woman
anyway. The father was so angry about the wedding he refused to
attend. It mattered not to Leonard what his farther thought, and
like most young men of his age, he was his own man, and he was
going to do what he wanted.

Well, as his father had predicted, her mental
problems began to manifest to a point where even he could see. The
paranoia the experienced father had perceived, began to take
control of her, and worsen quickly. Even to the inexperienced
Leonard it was obvious something was wrong with his wife, and it
didn’t look good. She was rushing head long into full blown
schizophrenia made worse by her propensities towards violence.
Unfortunately, by then she was pregnant with their second child,
and Leonard had serious doubts it was his, but he said nothing,
accepting the child as his own. On a couple occasions, when
returning from work, he caught her coming out of another gents
apartment, who lived on their floor in the apartment building. He
tired questioning her about what she was doing in the man’s room,
but when she got that big-eyed stare on her face, and he knowing
she was mentally ill, and capable of trying to harm him, he left it
alone.

Eventually, Viola began talking to herself, and
during an argument about she not having diner ready for him after
work, and after stabbing him and putting him in the hospital, and
he seeing their marriage wasn’t going to work, he decided it was
time to get out of dodge. Add the fact she was cheating, and not
very clandestinely at that, the marriage was doomed to fail,
anyway. But he didn’t leave right away. He still tried to stay
together for the welfare of the children.

Once Leonard knew for sure she was tip-toeing
around, he began doing the same thing. Hell, he was sleeping in a
separate bedroom by then. He was scared of her. During another of
the many heated arguments they had, she threatened to poor hot
grease on him while he slept. This wasn’t the first time she’d made
that threat, sometimes substituting hot urine for grease when
making the threat, and the look in her eyes said she meant it. He,
fearing she might do as she threatened, would stack empty cans in
front of the bedroom door to warn him if she should try to sneak in
while he was sleeping — not a way to live.

Being young, and not having the patients to hang in
there while she was suffering her illness, and, maybe, helping her
as she sought treatment, he fell out of love with her, and went
looking for companionship elsewhere. Moving out of the home, and
leaving the flat to her, he moved into an apartment not far away.
He petitioned the court and was granted a divorce. He tried to gain
custody of his two children, but was denied by the court. It was a
time when it was very difficult to have a child removed from the
care of a parent, particularly, from the mother. Despite her
illness and refusal of his custody, he continued to visit his two
kids to make sure they were being cared for.

Viola, while being angry about him moving, told the
friend of the court he was an absentee father, who was not
contributing to the support of his two children. Apparently, she
wasn’t that crazy, and knew how to use the courts to her
advantage.

When the court sent a summons to appear, he didn’t
receive it, and was picked up on a warrant based on her false
acquisitions. Had the court sent the demand to his current address,
he’d have showed up as ordered.

When he appeared before the judge, he tried to
explain he’d been paying all the bills of his wife and children,
but the judge told him those payments amounted to no more than a
gift because they weren’t made though the court. Ironically, the
court ordered him to pay one third of what he’d voluntarily been
giving her before she took him to court. And still young, and he
being angry about being, falsely, arrested, and because of lies, he
paid exactly what the court ordered and not a dime more. In the
end, the lying, cheating, woman, stuck it to herself.

 


About a year later, and after several dates with
women he didn’t particularly like, he met his second wife at a
whiss, card game, party, one of his co-workers was throwing. He,
and his no playing partner, one of the drunks who worked with him,
had just lost a hand in the rise and fly game, and he, being one of
few who had a set of wheels, was asked to go to the store to get
more beer. He asked of the several young ladies attending the
party, who weren’t playing in any of the hands, if any of them
wanted to ride with him, while not wanting to ride alone. Clair, a
short buxom woman with a cute face and with a brick-house figure,
was the first to volunteer. Leonard had seen her before, but he
being on the shy side, and she not being to aggressive, they never
really talked.

During the ride to and from the store they had a
chance to talk, and found they liked each other, but from a
distance. Neither being in a relationship, they began seeing each
other, and after a whirlwind courtship involving a lot of sex that
was magic for the both of them, they eventually married and having
a single child together. With the both of them working, they bought
a small, three bedroom, bungalow, on the East Side of Detroit. But,
as providence would have it, Leonard’s second marriage faired no
better than the first, only taking longer to disintegrate.

It seems she was one of those types who was never
satisfied with anything. Why he hadn’t seen that before marrying
her, can’t be explained — maybe because they had great sex, and his
perception of her true nature was blinded because he was thinking
with the wrong head.

Clair loved to argue, and was the pushy type. After
many years of a tumultuous marriage, and their daughter in her late
teens, and he growing tired of the constant bickering, he, while
taking only his clothes, moved out of the bungalow and into the
Open Arms Hotel where he now resides.

It wasn’t by design he picked the rat, roach,
bedbug, and mouse infested, nutt house, he was now living in — it
was purely by accident. While needing someplace to temporarily
live, he picked the place from the classified section of the news
paper. The add in the paper touting cheap rent, he thought he’d
found a place where he could save some money, maybe, save enough to
buy another home, and turn it into a swinging bachelor’s pad. After
experiencing two failed marriages, he was determined to not go down
that road again. Maybe he’d move in someone he got along with, but
he definitely wasn’t going to tie the not, again.

When first moving into the three-hundred-roomed
hotel, things appeared to be normal. Little did he know the
building served as a half-way house for people who were recently
released from prison, as well as temporary housing for people who
were put out on the streets by the closing of several mental
institutions, and who had the state funded, backing,, to be housed
in the hotel.

All manor of nefarious criminal types came and went
from the place. You name an illegal activity, and it was happening
somewhere in the building. There were nightly fights on the upper
floors — an abundance of drugs flowing throughout the building, and
plenty of sex for anyone who wanted and could pay for it.

The majority of the residences were women — lesbian
or bi young women, with a few gay men thrown in.

Rather than find gainful employment, most of the
women resorted to tricking to support their drug habits and pay the
cheap rent. The hotel, being as it was, had plenty of men willing
to take the women up on their frequent offers of cheap sex.

Very few “squares” such as he, chose to make the
hotel their home. Sure, they would move in, and as quickly, move
out, once they experience the conditions in the aging building. The
few “normal” people, who did chose to stay, were there because of
the cheap rent, which was less than three-hundred a month for a
room and a bath, and a couple free meals a day. There were a few
elderly folks on fixed incomes living there, also. The seniors put
up with the other activities in the building because they felt the
hotel was better than being regimented in a senior home, and for
the most part, were left alone by the rowdies. There stay was
without problems because, although, most of the residences were of
the criminal type, there seemed to be an unwritten rule you leave
the old folks alone. And as strange as it might seem, everyone
moving in seemed to, intuitively, understand the rule.

The place was a transitory home to so many
criminals, because it was subsidized by the state to provide
temporary housing for ex-prisoners, with the intent to try and give
them a leg up on life — yeah, right. It’s a fact any ex-con who
moved into the place, instead of having a positive atmosphere, and
learning to become productive citizen, would be tempted to get
right back into the illegal activities which put them behind bars
in the first place. Just too much crap going on, but Leonard
managed to stay above most of the corruption, and survived . .
.

—

Realizing the invading roach was actually a thread
from his pillow, Leonard rolled over and tried to get back to
sleep. He knew as soon as night fell, those women, who stayed up
all night and slept all day, would be back at his door trying to
trick more money out of his pockets. It was almost a nightly
ritual, fast becoming a routine. The noise in the hall had quieted.
If he was lucky, maybe he’d be able to get in a couple more hours
of fitful rest.

Now watch, he thought, as soon as I drift off,
someone will be knocking at my damn door again.

As he tried to tune out the various noises around
him, he listened to someone downstairs in front of the building,
arguing loudly about who knows what.

He pulled the pillow tighter over his head, and
closed his eyes while wondering who would be the first to knock at
his door.


Chapter 2

 


The knock rang hollow against the flimsy door,
causing it to rattle on its weak hinges, and against the less than
secure lock.

Moaning, Leonard thought,
who the hell is that, while rolling over in his bed, and keeping the pillow
covering his head?

His intention was to let them knock until they got
tired and went away. It was late evening, and he’d finally managed
to get some sleep, sleep he wasn’t quite ready to give up behind
being disturbed out of his rest earlier by the noise in the hall.
Actually, he knew whoever it was knocking, wasn’t going away — they
never did.

Once those single minded women wanted in, not
answering their demands for his attention wasn’t an option. They
knew Leonard was in the apartment because his car was in the lot,
and when his car was out front, he was usually in his apartment.
They knew he rarely visited anyone else’s apartment. They knew he
smoked dope, and had a few dollars most of the time. They, also,
knew he partied, preferring to party in his own room. Put all those
facts together, and he was a prime target for whomever got to him
first, and whoever was knocking would continue to knock until he
answered the door and let them in, or he told them he was busy.
The, persistent, knocking, turned into, persistent, pounding, with
the door rattling on its loose hinges.

“Damn,” he cursed under his breath, finally rolling
over and glancing at the tattered window shade to see if it was
dark outside. “Who the hell is it!?” He yelled at the door,
expecting it to be one of those women wanting him to spend some
money.

“It’s Bumpy. Come on and open the door. I need your
help. Come on, Len, it’s important.”

“What the hell you want, Bump? I’m tired and trying
to get some sleep.”

“Come on man. You can make some money and I’ll look
out for you. You my last chance, come on, man,” Bumpy said, from
the hall.

Leonard knew what Bumpy wanted, and was really not
in the mood to help him at that moment. He rolled over and tried to
cover he head with the pillow again. He hoped if he ignored Bumpy
long enough, the demanding pusher would go elsewhere to get his
ride.

Bumpy was one of the hotel’s dope pushers. He sold
crack, but on a small scale — a very small scale, while usually
buying less than an eighth, and smoking, or giving most to the rock
stars he partied with. It seems he could never put together enough
money to by any quantity at any given time. The fact he used his
product, meant he was always running out. He didn’t drive, and his
supplier lived some distance from the hotel. Because he didn’t
drive, his license being revoked several years ago, much less own a
vehicle, he had to get someone to drive him to re-up every time he
ran out, and that someone was usually Leonard, which Leonard was
okay with most of the time.

The problem was Bumpy had terrible timing. He’d
always come for a ride at the worst time. It seems every time
Leonard was busy with one of the hotel’s local talent, or was
trying to get some rest, here comes Bumpy — this time was no
different.

Because he’d managed to get a few hours rest, and
was going to be paid a few dollars for gas as well as receive a
couple rocks for his effort, Leonard decided to get his lazy,
tired, butt, up, and drive Bumpy. What Leonard was being paid for
gas was cheaper for Bumpy than taking a cab, saving Bumpy money,
and the two dime rocks Leonard received, was less than the amount
of gas he burned driving Bumpy, which saved him money. It was a
win, win situation for both men. Getting up, Leonard went to the
door to tell Bumpy to go back to his room and he’d be up in a few
to pick him up.

“Hey Bump. Why is it every time I’m either busy or
trying to get some rest you come knocking at my door? Damn, dude,
you got the worst timing. Even those rock-stars wait till latter in
the night before knocking.”

“Sorry, Len, you know I wasn’t trying to bust up
your rest, my man. But listen, G, I got to go and re-up. Dig this,
hommie, I got me some hot stank in my room, and she’s ready to get
down — you know what I mean? Come on man, I promise I won’t bother
you again tonight, but I really need this ride. I done checked with
everybody else in the building whoes got a car, but they says
they’re out of gas. Come on, you going to help me?”

“Yeah, yeah, I’ll drive you this one time. Hell, I’m
up now, but this is the last time today. Believe me Bump, I ain’t
going out no more tonight, so don’t come knocking anymore. I’m
telling you, Bump, for real, I ain’t going to answer, especially if
I’ve got company. Now go on upstairs, I’ll be up to get you in a
minute.”

“Cool, playa,” Bumpy said, while soul hugging
Leonard. “Hurry up now, I’ll be waiting on you.”

“Yeah, whatever,” Leonard said, closing the door,
and looking at the bed he wanted to climb back into, but also
wanted the hits Bump was going to throw him.

Hell, I’ll sleep later,
he thought.

 


After dispensing Bumpy, he went back to sit on the
edge of his smallish, noisy, bed, for a moment longer, trying to
get his head together. Finally, he got up and took a leak, threw on
his ever present floppy cap, picked up his keys and left the
room.

He really didn’t want to do this, but figured the
rocks would come in handy later, but not right now. He was still
tired and planed to go back to bed as soon as he’d got back. He was
getting old and didn’t recover like he once did as a younger
man.

 


On his way upstairs, taking the steps to the fourth
floor at a leisurely pace, he knew he’d be tired by the time he got
to Bumpy’s floor. He’d have taken the old elevator, but as usual,
it was shut down during the early evening — that’s when it was
working, that is, which was seldom. The elevator was shut down to
prevent people from off the street slipping upstairs without the
desk clerk seeing them, a necessary precaution, but a hell of an
inconvenience for the residence. Many of the older residence
complained to Rick, the manager, about the early closing of the
elevator, but he wouldn’t relent. He was more afraid of someone
coming in and hurting someone, or breaking into someone’s room,
than he was about the complaints.

Nearing the top of the stairs, he ran across Stella,
who was entering the stairwell on her way down. Her eyes were
bucked and darting. It was obvious to anyone who knew the symptoms,
she’d just hit a stone and was on the prow for another.

“Hey Leonard, where you on your way too? I was on my
way down to your room.”

“I got to drive Bumpy to re-up. Where’s Fred?”
Leonard said, asking about her boyfriend.

“He’s still asleep. Bumpy out, huh?” She asked.

“I guess so, why?”

“Damn, I was just on my way to get a nick,” she lied
— Bumpy’s apartment was behind her on the floor she was leaving.
“Ain’t nobody got nothing in the building. Let me know when you
gets back. You in the mood to do a little partying?” she asked,
walking up close to him and planting her open hand on his crotch,
not caring who saw her.

Leonard reached down and pushed her hand away. “Naw,
Stella. I’m all partied out. You wore me out last night. I think
I’m going to chill tonight.”

“Aw, come on Len. I’ll get you in the mood. You know
how you likes eating me out, and getting some good hand. Just a
little while, I promise, I won’t stay long.”

“Yeah, right. You always says that, and then don’t
leave until I’m broke. No, I think I’m going to lay low,
tonight.”

“Yeah, okay. I’ll check with you when you gets back.
You probably going to hit one of them stones Bumpy’s going to pay
you, and you’ll be ready then.”

Leonard had to laugh at her astute observation, she
was right. Hell, she should know him, they had partied often
enough.

“Girl you knows me too well. But, I’m telling you,
I’m not doing anything tonight. We alta be back in about a
half-hour. You can go on up to Bump’s and you and Fred can have
your own private party.”

“Hell no. I ain’t gonna smoke with that lazy mutha
no more. Every time I takes something back to my place, that greedy
nigga always tries to smoke it all, unless he’s asleep like he is
now. And he ain’t never trying to bring in something for the both
of us. Frig him. You okay if I brings a nick back to your room so I
can smoke in peace?” Stella asked, as she lifted her T-shirt and
exposed her perfect breast that were as perky as a teenager’s.

Damn, Leonard thought, the woman was
blessed with a great chest, but she thinks she’s slick. She thinks
she going to get me started, and hopes I’ll spend, but I got a
surprise for her.

“Yeah, you know you’re always welcomed. But don’t
think you’re going to change my mind. Why don’t you go on and stay
with Bumpy? You know he’s always looking to have a little fun,” he
said, while knowing as soon as he sucked in that first hit, he and
she would be getting down.

“Naw, he got that whoe Joyce in his room, and she
don’t want anybody smoking with them when she’s there.”

“Sho you right, and Joyce knows how to open a
brotha’s nose, too. Well, you can come on down to my room, but I
done told you, I ain’t partying tonight,” he said, while knowing he
wasn’t fooling anybody.

“Thanks, Leonard. I’ll see you in about thirty.”

“Word. Catch you latter,” Leonard said, as he turned
to go down the hall towards Bumpy’s room, which was at the end of
the main corridor, on the left, and at the end of a short, dead
end, hall.

The hotel’s floors were laid out like a long capital
E, the main corridor being the backbone of the E. The three
branches coming off the backbone, were short, dead end, halls, with
rooms along the sides of the hall and on the ends. Those rooms on
the ends were larger, and didn’t have their own, private, baths,
but because of their size, they usually cost more a month. The only
thing justifying the extra cost, besides their size, might be the
fact they had two windows, which most of the rooms didn’t.

—

Stella, a long term resident of the hotel, who lived
on the fourth-floor along with the more rowdy folks on that floor,
moved in after being released from prison, much the same a most of
the people there. It would be a while before she moved out, if
ever, and for good reason. Not only did she like living in the
building, which she considered her playground, she was also getting
her room free. She had a spacious corner room with windows on two
walls, and she’d never pay a dimes rent.

Not long after moving in, she’d managed to set up a
date with Rick, the hotels manager, and he liked her — liked her so
much he gave her a room without her having to pay rent as long as
she continued to take care of him. That was five years ago, and
they were still going strong.

She had a boyfriend, Fred, even though she was bi,
leaning towards flat out Lesbo. For some reason she liked having a
man around.

Fred tried to be understanding whenever she went out
tricking, especially when she was with the manager, but anyone
could see in his eyes he harbored a touch of jealousy, however, for
the most part, he kept his feelings in check.

In a way, it could be understood why Rick liked
Stella. She was a touch on the thin side, some might call her
skinny, but everything was in proportion. At five-four, five-five
or so, and around thirty, she had perfect, smallish, but shapely
breast, a narrow waist, flat stomach, apple booty, and long, thin,
shapely, legs. Her somewhat longish face and bright eyes, small
nose, and welcoming smile, topped with short, boyish, hair, added
to her female attractiveness. Her most outstanding feature was her
absolutely smooth, flawless, caramel skin. It could be seen her
doping and tricking was beginning to take a toll on her
thirty-something appearance, but judging by the way Rick fawned
over her, he wouldn’t care, and Stella knew that, while sometimes
managing to get a few dollars from him. Of course Rick partied with
many of the other women in the building, but Stella was the only
one he gave a free room, and a dollar or two every now and
then.

—

After her conversation with Leonard, Stella headed
downstairs, probably to see if she could catch Rick. If she was
lucky, and caught him at the right time, she knew he’d throw her a
few dollars.

Leonard continued up the stairs to the fourth floor
to round up Bumpy. As soon as he stepped out of the stairwell and
through the metal fireproof door, he, from down the hall, and
around the corner, could hear the loud rap music coming from
Bumpy’s room.

There were several people in the halls milling
around. Two men were in the middle of the hall on their knees
rolling bones. Two more individuals were leaning against a wall
while passing a blunt between themselves, both eyeing Leonard as he
passed, but not speaking.

Humph, new faces in the
building, Leonard thought, as he
passed.

As he continued to Bumpy’s, he passed a room with
the door open, and had several people, some standing, others
sitting on the bed. It appeared they were having some kind of party
in the room. They were laughing and talking loudly.

—

Rick, having been the manager of the hotel for many
years, and in his wisdom, put all the loud, rowdy, folks, on the
fourth floor, and pretty much left them to their own devises. He’d
make a snap decision as to the person’s personality during
registration, and assign that person a floor to live on. For the
most part he was right on, although, a misfit would occasionally
slip through, particularly, if he wasn’t on the desk when that
person checked in.

If several people on a certain floor complained
about an individual making too much noise, that person would be
moved up to the fourth where he’d fit in. If someone on the fourth
complained about the noise, he’d be moved down to the third or
second floors where it was quieter. As a whole, the system kept
everyone more or less happy, and the complaints minimal.

Of course those loose assignments were reserved for
the people who were being subsidized by the state, such as the
ex-cons, or those from the mental institutions, or hospitals. The
residence paying for their rooms could pick from any of the
available rooms, and on which floor they wanted to live.

The first floor wasn’t relegated to patronage. It
held the manager’s spacious apartment, store rooms, offices, a
cafeteria and kitchen, a few short term transient rooms, and other
rooms which were assigned for use by Rick. The second and third
floors were set aside for the middle age too elderly guest, and
were relatively quiet most of the time.

The fourth floor was the wild floor, the floor where
the rules were more or less relaxed, and the individuals could do
pretty much what they wanted, as long as they didn’t bother the
other guest in the hotel, or cause damage to the building.

It wasn’t unusual for frequent fights to break out
there, or for loud music to be playing most of the time, and where
the dope dealers and gay men lived, after all, it was the party
floor, which held the younger parolees from prison, male and
female, and Rick understood that, while deciding it better to leave
them alone rather than try to enforce some kind of code of conduct,
and have to fight with them all the time.

It was okay to go up to enjoy a loud whiss, spades,
poker game, or a game of dominos in somebody’s room, get drunk and
talk crap, but not a floor to live on unless you like the wild
life.

Rick, being an experience, old con, as well as
manager, had managed to set up the hotel somewhat on a tier system,
each floor having its own persona, and it worked for the most
part.

 


Except on the elevator, there was only one way up to
the second floor and above from the lobby. The only other way up
was through a set of locked doors, which desk clerk had to buzz
from the desk to allow a resident through.

The desk was manned by either Rick, or one of the
women he was dating. All business was transacted through a foggy,
Plexiglas, window, in front of the desk. The patrons were supposed
to leave their room keys at the desk upon leaving the building, but
most of the long termed residence rarely did. As you can imagine,
the hotel had a very relaxed set of rules.

The place was built in the 20’s, and was a rundown,
dingy, deteriorating building. The building was grimy, the rooms
were grimy, the vestibule / lobby was grimy, the whole damn place
was grimy, with the smell of stale urine in some of the halls. It
was not unusual to find shady characters roaming the halls, but
despite the relaxed rules, there were few molestation’s, or
break-ins, although they did occasionally happen.

—

As Leonard turned the corner and approached Bumpy’s
room, he found the door to his room wide open. The rap music, with
its heavy bass beat, was deafening, the rapper focusing on a
particular female body part and going into detail about what she
could do with that part — not Leonard’s choice of music.

How the people on this floor could
listen to that crap all day and night is beyond
me, he, often, thought.

 


Going to the door, Leonard stuck his head in to tell
Bumpy he was ready to ride. He saw Joyce on the bed, under the
covers, pushing her stem. Bumpy was no where to be seen in the
small room.

Joyce looked up at Leonard and gave him a wry smile,
but said nothing. He was about to ask if she knew where Bumpy was,
when behind the flushing of the next-door toilet, the door to the
hall bathroom opened, and Bumpy came out while zipping his pants.
The bathroom was next to Bumpy’s room, but was used by everyone on
that end of the hall.

“Hey, Leonard, ready to roll?” Bumpy, asked.

“Yeah, Bump, let’s get this over with, so I can get
back to bed.”

“Following you, my man. You know where we’re
going?”

“Yeah, I know. Let’s ride.”

“Hold on for a minute, while I get my keys and tell
Joyce I’ll be right back.”

“Word, meet you downstairs,” Leonard said, while
wanting to get away from the loud music, and heading back down the
hall and the stairs. I wonder if he’s going to leave that
crack-head in his room while he’s gone, he wondered?

On his way done the stairs, he ran into Rudy.

Oh crap, here we go again,
was his first thought, when he saw Rudy, who,
with an exaggerated switch of his hips, came up the
stairs.

“Hey, Mr. Leonard! How are you today?” Rudy greeted,
speaking with a high, falsetto, voice.

—

Rudy left no doubt as to his sexual orientation — as
a matter of fact, he went out of the way to advertise his life
style. He was wearing a tight, multicolored, short sleeved, shirt,
unbuttoned half way down the front, and tied at the waist, with his
skinny, bare, chest, showing protruding ribs. His tight jeans were
cut off at the knees, revealing his knobby rusty knees and thin
legs hanging down. The sneakers covering his bare feet, had the
heals folded in, and flapped as he walked. The short wig he wore,
framed a round face, which was adorned with lipstick and eye
shadow. He hadn’t shaved today, and the five-o’clock shadow seemed
out of place.

No, there wasn’t any doubt about it, he was gay, and
wanted everyone to know it. He was proud of who he was, and having
been turned out in the big-house, seemed to have found himself.

—

“I’m cool. How you, Rudy?” Leonard, responded,
cordially,

“I would be better with you in my arms,” Rudy, said,
while twisting a strand of hair on his wig, and while giving
Leonard an up and down glance.

I knew it, I knew it, Leonard guessed, correctly.
“Come on, Rudy, you know I don’t go that way. I’m going to quit
talking to you if you don’t cut out the crap.”

“Hum, sorry Mr. Leonard. I’ll try to control myself,
but if you ever get curious, don’t forget, I’m here for you,” Rudy
said, while switching his tiny behind in an even more exaggerated
motion as he continued up the stairs, and not waiting for a reply
from Leonard. As he got to the top of the next landing, he turned
and gave his short wig a flip while looking over his shoulder back
in Leonard’s direction.

Leonard watched the man flirt with him, and then
turned to continue down the stairs to the lobby, while shaking his
head and smiling to himself.

I just don’t get it. How can a man
enjoy having sex with another man? I guess you got to be that way
to understand, he thought, as he descended
the stairs, and catching a faint odor of stale urine on one
level.

Damn, these trifling fools don’t
give a damn about anything, he thought,
while looking around to see where someone had relieved
themselves.

Now on the ground floor, and coming through the
locked lobby door, he found Stella standing at the desk, talking to
Rick.

Yeah, I thought so,
he thought.

“Hey Stella, Rick, how y’all doing tonight?” Leonard
greeted, as he continued through the lobby.

“Fine, Leonard,” Rick replied.

Stella said nothing, having just spoke to
Leonard.

“Great. Catch y’all later.” Leonard, said, while
going through the front doors and into the slightly overcast
outside.

It was a warm day, and a light breeze was blowing
from the east. Several people were standing in front of the
building chatting amongst themselves — most smoking hand rolled
cigarettes.

As he was exiting the building, Leonard saw a short,
heavy set, woman, getting out of a cab. She was leaning into the
back seat to pull out several black trash bags, her robust rear
giggled with the effort.

Probably her clothes, and a new
resident, Leonard thought.
She don’t look that old, I wonder what floor Rick
will put her on?

Continuing down the stairs, he saw Bag Lady Ruby,
who was sitting on the front steps in her usual spot, her ever
present bags of clothes resting behind her.

“How, you doing Sir? You got a cigarette, or a few
extra cents you can spare?” she asked, Leonard, and, as always,
asked anyone coming too or leaving the hotel.

—

Ruby was the resident bag lady. She was sent to the
hotel from a mental institution after it had been closed during a
state wide attempt to curb the budget while dumping the patients
out onto the streets unless they could make other living
arrangements, and as you might guess, by a conservative
governor.

She had a room in the hotel, but very rarely stayed
in it, preferring to sit on the steps in front of the building
begging for smokes and money. She didn’t need money because the
state provided her with all she needed. Her finances and living
arrangements were handled by Rick and a relative, who came through
a couple times a month.

It was obvious she had a mental illness, but nothing
totally debilitating. Her only problem was she never bathed, and
had a noticeable body odor. Her nappy head hadn’t seen a comb since
cave men used tree twigs to comb their hair, but she was friendly
and harmless, and didn’t generate any complaints, so Rick left her
alone to do her thing. She also had a strange propensity. She
either couldn’t, or didn’t want to call people by their names,
preferring to call everyone Sir or Ma’am.

—

“Yeah, Ruby, I got a cigarette for you. Here,”
Leonard, said, handing her a smoke from his nearly empty pack.

“Thank you Sir. You got a light?”

Leonard knowing the routine, already had his lighter
out. “Here you go,” he said while bending over to light the
cigarette he’d just handed her.

“Thank you Sir,” she said, after taking a deep drag
on the smoke, and asked, “do you have any extra change, Sir?”

“No Ruby, I don’t have any extra money right now.
I’ll take care of you when my pension check comes through,
okay?”

Ruby didn’t respond, and turned her head to look for
the next person she could beg from. Leonard expected that response,
or rather lack of one, and wasn’t bothered. He continuing down the
steps to meet the woman getting out of the cab and coming up the
steps while dragging two of her several bags behind her.

“Hello, Miss. Need any help?” Leonard, asked, the
dark skinned woman.

“No, I got this,” she replied, not looking at him,
and continuing up the steps.

Leonard watched her struggle with the obviously
heavy bags, shrugged his shoulders, and turned to go to the parking
lot in front of the building. On his way, he waved at Mr. Ralph,
who lives alone on the second floor, and occasionally dated Joyce
and Stella.

Mr. Ralph waved back and stood looking across the
I-75 freeway, casually smoking his cigarette as always. He was a
quiet, older, man, who spoke very little, and except for
occasionally partying with one of the willing women in the
building, kept pretty much to himself.

 


After sitting in his car a little over twenty
minutes, and still no Bumpy, Leonard was about to get out and go in
to see what was taking so long. He had one leg out, when Bumpy came
sauntering through the front door, his black baseball cap turned
sideways, while covering a white doo-rag. His baggy, over length,
shorts, were pulled down, the waistband rapping around his butt,
his underwear showing. Stopping to talk to another resident who was
entering the building, he seemed to be in no hurry to take care of
business.

Leonard was, now, getting impatient. He could have
been in bed getting his rest. Stepping out of the car, he gave his
horn a beep, and signaled Bumpy to come on.

Bumpy threw up one finger, indicating one more
minute. That did it for Leonard.

The hell with this crap,
he thought.

Closing the door to his car, and locking it, he
began walking quickly back to the building, an angry expression on
his face.

“Hey, Leonard, where you going?”
Bumpy called to the leaving Leonard, breaking off his conversation
with the man.

“Man, why you wake me up, busting my sleep, when you
ain’t ready to TCB? I’m going back to bed. Find somebody else to
hold up.”

“Damn, dude. My bad. Come on Leonard, I’ll give you
a couple more nicks. Come on buddy, I need this ride. I’m ready,
let’s ride.”

Leonard stopped, and stood watching the begging
Bumpy, trying to make the point when you say you need a ride, you
don’t have your ride waiting on you for a half hour. He actually
wanted the money and dope he was going to receive, hell, he was up
now, but Bumpy had to be made to understand he can’t be pushed
around.

Turning around, and going back to his car, he told
Bumpy to come on, now. Bumpy told the man he was talking too, to
check with him in fifteen, and followed Leonard back to the car.
Inside the vehicle, Leonard asked Bumpy what took him so long.

“Aw, man, Joyce didn’t want to wait for me to get
back. She wanted another nick right now. So I set her out, and she
set me out — you feel me?” Bumpy explained, with a grin on his
face.

“Yeah I feel you Bump, but you got to understand I’m
tired, and want to get back to bed. You don’t keep your ride
waiting like that. I been waiting almost a half-hour on you. I
ain’t going to wait that long on you no more. If you wants me to
drive you, you come on and let’s ride, cool?”

“Word, my man. Let’s bounce,” Bumpy said, while
pulling the few dollars he had in his pocket and counting them.
“Damn, Len, I gotta quit smoking so much with them women. I just
barely got enough bread to re-up, while hinting at wanting to
change the deal the two men had on the ride. Leonard knew what
Bumpy was trying to do, but didn’t say anything.

 


The drive to the dope house was uneventful, Bumpy
telling Leonard about the good lip service Joyce gave him. Leonard
telling him he’d have to sample that some time. Actually Leonard
had been with her, but Bumpy didn’t have to know that. Unlike
Bumpy, Leonard didn’t put all his business in the streets. Leonard
knew Bumpy had a big mouth, and would probably go back to Joyce and
tell her everything he was told.

Best to keep my mouth shut around
the blabber-mouth, he thought.

Leonard asked Bumpy if he left that woman in his
room while he was gone.

“Hell naw, player. You and I both know she’d
probably go through all my crap while I was out. Hell, naw, I told
her to go on back to her room while I made this run. I ain’t
worried, she’ll probably be watching for me to get back, and be
waiting in front of my door before I can get upstairs. She knows
another scank will be trying to beat her time. Naw man, I’m smarter
than that.”

The men laughed at the truthfulness of Bumpy’s
statement.

 


The ride to and from the dope house took just over
twenty minutes. Bumpy paid Leonard the five for the gas, and gave
him three small nickels for the rids.

“Damn, Bump, you said you was going to give me
double. What’s up man? Where the other stone you promised?”

“I know I said I was going to double up on the
rocks, but when I got in the dope house, I found I didn’t have as
much money as I thought I had. I’ll take care of you when I flips
this bundle. I got you covered. Thanks for the ride. You going to
be available later tonight? I might need your help to re-up later
on.”

Leonard thought for a moment before answering. “I
don’t know, Bump. I’m going to hit these stones you gave me, and
you know I don’t like driving geeked. Depends on how long you
talking about. I don’t know. Tell you what, you can check with me
later and let’s take it from there, but I can’t promise
anything.”

“I feel you Leonard. I might be too geeked myself to
make a move. Thanks again, catch you later,” Bumpy said, getting
out of the car and walking swiftly back to the building. Another
woman saw bumpy and made a vain attempt to catch his attention
before Bumpy got into the building. She wasn’t quick enough.

Leonard could see the window shade being pulled back
in the window of Joyce’s room on the fourth. Like Bumpy said, she’d
be waiting on him in front of his door.

 


Leonard waited a while before following Bumpy into
the building. Anyone seeing them come into the building together
would know they’d been on a mission, and those women would come
rushing to his room looking for a hand-out.

A couple minutes after Bumpy went
in, Leonard went in, alone. There was no one in the lobby. Ms. Ann,
an older woman, who liked younger men, was behind the desk while
replacing Rick, who was probably with Stella, and probably getting their groove on in Rick’s room,
Leonard thought, as he headed for the locked
doors leading upstairs, and Ms. Ann buzzing him through.

Ms. Ann, a middle aged woman, somewhere in her
fifties, appeared to be younger than she was. She was a little
heavy around the middle, but had a nice head of black hair hanging
to her shoulders, and large black eyes that seemed to be smiling
all the time. She said hello as Leonard passed the desk.

Leonard returned the greeting and
without stopping, continued up to his room while thinking,
that’s one freaky old woman, but not bad looking.
Hell, I’ll tap that myself, if she makes any kind of move towards
me, he thought, with a grin on his
face. One thing’s for sure, in this place,
you never know.

She’d never said anything to him — he was too old
for her, but he’d heard about her freaky ass.

I wonder if Rick hit that,
he thought, as he climbed the stairs to the
second floor, probably so. Rick don’t turn
down anything with his old, white, freaky, ass.

It was rumored Rick had hit all the women who worked
behind the desk — why not, he was single, living alone, and was
said to be an ex-con himself. Despite Rick’s criminal history, it’s
understandable how he’d got the Job as manager. He had good
organizational skills, and was the type who couldn’t be bullied by
the harder con’s moving into the place.

I know one thing,
Leonard thought, as he walked through the fire
door on his floor, that’s a job I wouldn’t
want. The fools in this place can get loose some times.

As he stood in front of his door with the key in the
lock, he looked up and down the hall, for what he didn’t know — it
seemed to be a habit developed by everyone moving in the wild
hotel.

 



Chapter 3

 


It was almost twelve midnight and Leonard was
sitting on the side of his bed pushing his stem, when a faint knock
was heard at his door. He’d been smoking his rocks since he got
back from driving Bumpy. Laying his stem next to his bed out of
sight, he slipped on his pants, and went to answer the door.
Squinting through the peep hole he saw it was Stella wanting
in.

Damn, I forgot she said she was
coming, he thought.

He was geeked and was moving in slow motion — each
movement having to be thought through before he made it. Looking
over his shoulder he checked his room, for what, he didn’t know,
just the drug induced paranoia messing with his mind. Still moving
in slow motion, he opened the door and stepped aside. Stella,
without saying a word, came into the room and went to the bathroom
to relieve herself. After sticking his head out to look up and down
the hall, he locked the door and returned to sit on his bed, where
he picked up his stem and continued to push it.

—

Leonard’s room was much like the others in the
building except he had a office sized refrigerator — illegal hot
plate on which he cooked — a 19” TV with a VCR — a small boom box,
and a computer which seemed out of place in the room and the
building.

The refrigerator and hot plate were against hotel
rules, both being snuck in late at night while Rick, being relieved
by Stella, wasn’t on the desk. Leonard didn’t subscribe to the maid
service in hopes he could keep the banded items on the down low,
but he had a feeling Rick knew what he had, but didn’t say anything
to Leonard because Len seemed to be fairly levelheaded and wouldn’t
start a fire in his room, besides, Leonard, being one of the few
people in the building with a vehicle, on occasion, provided Rick
with transportation at no charge. The men, kind of, scratched each
others backs.

 


—

The toilet flushing, Stella came out of the bathroom
and sat down on the bed next to Leonard. She watched him push his
stem for a moment, and then asked, “you got anything left?”

“Naw, baby, I only had three small nickels Bumpy
gave me for driving him. Those didn’t last long. I’m just pushing
to get me one more blast before I chills out. Did you go up and cop
anything? I saw you and Rick together earlier — didn’t he give you
a few dollars?”

“Hell no, I was paying my rent, if you know what I
mean? But I had five, and coped one nick, and made the mistake of
taking it back to my room. That damn Fred let me put my half in
first, and once he got his hands on the stem, wouldn’t give it
back. He’s down there pushing it now. I was kind of hoping you had
a little something we could share. You change your mind about
getting down a little?”

“Damn girl, you late. When I first hit my stuff, I
was freaky as hell, and wanted to taste your stuff. But that’s done
wore off now, and I’m getting tired, and ready to take my no dope
smoking ass to bed.”

“You ain’t got no change either?”

“Yeah I got a few dollars, why?” He knew the answer
to that question, but was playing with himself, pretending he
didn’t have the same thoughts she did.

“I was thinking you could cop me and you one more
nick, and I could give you some of that hand you like,” she said,
reaching under her blouse to fondle one of her breast.

—

Now, here’s the sinister thing about crack — it
causes the user to make bad decisions. Had Leonard been sober, her
invitation would not have worked, well, not until he had enough
money to do things right. But, he being under the influence,
combined with her self manipulation, was all it took to get him to
rethink his decision to take a brake and go to bed like he planed.
Not only that, the drug has a way of making a man think he wants
sex, but also robs the smoker of the ability to perform. Even if he
did accept her offer, the drug wouldn’t allowed him to become ready
to receive her attention, and by the time he could become ready,
the drug would have worn off, and she’d be ready for another hit,
leading to the same situation repeating.

Len knew the small nickels Bumpy was selling
wouldn’t be enough for the two of them, but the drug, overriding
his common sense, had a way of convincing him they would. Having
smoked the little bit of dope earlier, he was ready to spend the
last few dollars he had in his pocket, money he really couldn’t
afford to spend. It’s an insidious drug that takes, and takes, and
continues to take, until the smoker has nothing left to give,
physically, financially, or socially.

—

He was sitting on the edge of the bed, trying to
decide if he was going to spend some more, when someone knocked
heavily on his door. He and Stella both looked at the door at the
same time, and then at each other, both wondering who it was.
Getting up, Len thought it might be Bumpy ready to make another
run. Checking the peep hole, he saw it was Fred, Stella’s old man.
Opening the door, Leonard invitation to come in was declined.

“No, I don’t want to come in,” Fred said. “Just tell
Stella to come upstairs when she’s finished here.”

“Want to tell her yourself?” Leonard asked.

“Naw, I know she can hear me.”

“Okay, see you later,” Leonard said, closing the
door, as Fred turned to go back to his room and wait for Stella to
get back, while hoping she’d bring something for his lazy ass to
smoke.

Stella hearing Fred at the door, let Leonard know
exactly how she felt about him chasing after him. Although, Leonard
had heard it all before, he let her vent her anger. He knew she
didn’t mean it, and wasn’t about to leave Fred.

“Yeah, that lazy mutha only wants to share any rocks
I might get. That’s all he does, just sits around and waits for me
to cop,” she said, getting up to look through the peep hole to make
sure he wasn’t out side the door listening, and then returning to
sit on the side of the bed. “He needs to get his lazy butt out and
find a job or something, instead of waiting for me to do all the
work. The least he could do is try to find a hustle or something.
Shit, I’ve seen other muthas out picking up bottles to return, but
not him. Hell, he ain’t so much as brought in a loaf of bread to
eat. Wish he’d stop following me around. Forget him, you going to
cop us a couple more nicks so we can get busy?”

The high now wearing off, Leonard answered more
sensibly. “Damn, Stella, I really can’t afford to spend no more
right now, and besides you know how small them nickels are Bumpy
sells. Ain’t nothing but kibble and bits. It ain’t enough for the
both of us.”

“Yeah I know. Tell you what — I heard there was
another dude up on the fourth who’s rolling. I ain’t never coped
from him before, don’t know what he sells, but I heard he likes to
deliver to your room instead of you going to his set. You want me
to go up and see if I can get him to come down here? I really need
one more hit. Just one more before I calls it a night. Come on and
let’s try this new dude,” she pleaded, while getting up and heading
for the door before getting an answer from Leonard.

“Woman, you’re something else. I got to stop letting
you in here. You don’t quit until a mutha is broke. Yeah go and see
if he has anything. But I’m telling you now, if it ain’t right, I
ain’t buying.”

“Mutha, please, you know you likes my good hand, and
I’ll always be welcomed here. Be right back. See you in a minute.
One dime, right?” Stella asked, before leaving the room.

“Hell yeah, I ain’t got but ten-dollars,” Leonard
said to the leaving Stella.

After Stella left, Leonard returned to his seat on
the side of the noisy bed, and began pushing his stem again. After
a minute or two, a knock came to his door. Squinting through the
peep-hole, he saw Stella at the door, alone. Leonard opened the
door and let her in, while sticking his head out as usual, and
looking up and down the hall before closing and locking the door.
“Well, what happened?” he asked.

“He said he’d be down in a minute. He was
entertaining, and wouldn’t let me in. Let’s give him fifteen
minutes and if he don’t show, I can go upstairs and cop from Bumpy.
Cool?”

“Damn, Stella. You know what — I’m really tired
right now, and I really can’t afford to spend no more, anyway. So I
think I’m going to call it a night,” Leonard said, the high worn
off, and his senses returning.

“Aw, come on Leonard. I tell you what — I’ll go up
to Bumpy’s right now. Come on, I know they’re small, but we can get
a blast apiece,” Stella begged. She was starting to get on
Leonard’s nerves.

“Naw, Stella, I said I was going to bed. See you
later, bye.”

“Damn, Leonard. You said we was going to get a hit.
You can’t change you mind now. Come on, man, let me go
upstairs.”

“All right, woman — you’re starting to get on my
nerves. I’ll see you tomorrow. Now, bye,” Leonard said, walking to
the door, opening it, and waiting for her to leave. Stella started
for the door, still begging as she walked. “You know, Leonard, this
ain’t cool.”

Leonard had enough. “Look Stella, if you ain’t out
this door in thirty seconds, you ain’t never getting in here again.
I done told you I ain’t buying no more tonight, and I don’t want to
argue with you about it. So come on and leave. I’ll catch you
later,” Leonard said, grabbing Stella by the upper arm and guiding
her through the open door.

“Okay, Okay, baby, I’m going. See you tomorrow?”
Stella asked, as she stepped into the hallway.

“Yeah, whatever,” Leonard responded and closed his
door, locking it.

Now free of the begging woman, he sat back on his
bed, and resumed pushing his stem. Hitting it one last time, he
barely got a cloud of smoke and decided to call it a night.

 


It took a while for him to fall asleep, so when
someone knocked on his door along about three or four in the
morning, he was pissed. Not bothering to get up, he yelled from his
bed, asking, “who the hell is it?”

There was no response, only another knock. Moaning,
he grunted as he got up to look through the peephole. He saw a
strange man standing at his door, who was about to knock again.
While standing at the door, Leonard, again, asked who it was.

The, doo-rag wearing individual, a younger man,
maybe about thirty, who stood near six-foot, and was dark
completed, said something in a low voice, as he looked up and down
the hall and back at the peep-hole, Leonard wondering if the man
could see him from the other side.

This guy looks kind of shady, Leonard thought. He
told the man to hold on for a moment. He didn’t recognize this
dude, and wanted to take precautions. He went to his dresser, and
got his small pocket .38, put on his pants, and stuck the pistol in
the waistband. He went back to the door, put on the chain, and
cracked the door, placing his foot behind it to prevent the man
pushing it in, and asked the man what he wanted.

“Is Stella here?” He said. “She told me to come to
this room. She said she wanted a couple nickels.”

“She was here, but she’s gone now. Who are you?”
Leonard asked.

“I’m TC. I roll on the fourth floor.”

“Oh, yeah. Stella said something about talking to
you. She said you was entertaining, or something. Hold on a
second.”

Leonard stepped back and removing the chain, opened
the door for the TC to come in. “Yeah, TC, I was asleep when you
knocked. You say you got some nice nicks, huh?”

“Sorry about waking you up. Yeah, I got some decent
pills, you still want anything?”

“Damn, man. I sure could use something, since I’m
up, but I’m a little low on cash right now. Can I come and see you
when I got some doe on me?”

“Word, my man. What’s your name?” TC, asked.

“Oh, sorry about that. My name is Leonard. I been
living here for a few years.”

“Cool, Leonard. I’m up in room, 407, come up
anytime. I might be entertaining when you comes, but I can still
handle some business — you know what I mean?”

“Believe me TC, I know exactly what you mean. I do
my share of entertaining myself. Nice to meet you. I’ll sure as
hell come up to pay you a little visit as soon as I’m
straight.”

“Word, mellow. Sorry about waking you, go on back to
sleep. Catch you later.”

“Right-on player.” Leonard said, opening the door to
let TC out.

TC, before going into the hallway, poked out his
head and looked both ways. That seemed to be strange to Leonard,
but he said nothing, he often doing the same thing a lot of the
time.

 


TC gone, Leonard went back to bed, making a mental
note to go to the payday advance money lending place tomorrow. He
wanted to sample some of TC’s product. Maybe share some with one of
the willing women in the building, probably Stella.

The last thing he remembered before falling asleep,
was thinking this place was turning into one big dope and whore
house, and hearing someone slamming a door, and arguing about
something in the hallway, which was nothing unusual in this place.
Many folks would be up all night, getting high, and freaking. Hell,
he’d done it many times himself.
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