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BLAST
Chapter One
Generation Rave
Music and young bodies pulsated together to the sound of thunderous house music— electronica accompanied by Intelibeam lighting meant to bend the mind’s perception of reality—inside of an otherwise ordinary warehouse.
Danny Turner, a clean-cut college freshman with sandy brown hair and the distinctly square shoulders of a football player, wandered the cavernous space looking for his best friend since childhood, Shawn Pierce.
The scene he beheld could do nothing less than penetrate and fill his mind with a sober and raw view of the humanity of his generation; kids dancing, drinking, doing drugs, and making out—all part of a natural progression to mindless fucking.
Danny stopped and knelt down next to his college dorm-mate Mark, who was giving an attractive young girl an ecstasy, enhanced massage. The green laser swirled momentarily on the wall above them and to Danny it seemed that Mark’s fingers were able to reach from the shadows and dance across the girl’s back in exactly the same pattern as the intense green light.
“Mark, have you seen Shawn?”
Mark lifted his chin upward towards the bare skin of the young girl’s shoulder blades—a reverse nod meant to convey a message between men. I’m busy, bro. Mark mouthed the words, “I’m going to fuck this chick.”
Danny’s expression was more exasperation than sympathy. “I’ve got to get my dad’s car back...and I have an eight o’clock class tomorrow.”
“You don’t have to go, do you?” the girl asked, Mark—Danny’s presence finally registering in some part of her serotonin deprived brain function.
“Yeah, you better walk me out to the car,” he said, as he ran his middle finger up her neck, into her hair line, and up her scalp, causing her head to tilt forward.
Her bangs fell in front of her face and covered her eyes. “I don’t know if I can walk.” The words could have been construed as an impediment but the tone of her voice made it clear that this was not their intention.
“I’ll help you, Pussycat,” Mark said, determined on closing the deal.
A faint smile crossed the girl’s lips.
Marked looked from his imminent fuck to Danny. “Give me the keys. We’ll be in the car. Shawn’s taking care of business in back, by the dumpster.”
“You and Pussycat have ten minutes,” Danny said, handing Mark the keys. Then standing, he looked toward what he imagined was the rear of the building just as the DJ took a box of red glow sticks and emptied its contents into the eagerly awaiting hands of the dancers in front of the stage. The red glow spread across the dance floor like a virus—and for a moment Danny could only stand and stare at the human connectivity before him. But despite his cognizance of it he felt nothing—this wasn’t his scene.
The loading dock at the rear of the warehouse was dimly lit by one single halogen light that illuminated the outdoor area with a tinge of dirty yellow. Still, even in the shadows to the side of the large brown dumpster Shawn stood out. He was the same age as Danny, but taller, with a relaxed posture more suited to a European aristocrat than a nineteen-year-old. He had edgy good looks—the appearance achieved only by a fractured relationship with society. He was a boy born to money and opportunity, yet purpose had eluded him—and somehow this made him, as it does in just a few rare cases, more attractive.
Surrounded by ravers, Shawn’s hands moved in and out of his pockets with precision exchanging the highly sought after white pills for cash.
“Bro, I need five. You gotta hook me up,” said the young raver, almost pleading.
“Sorry, dude. I’ve got two left for forty. Take it or leave it.”
The money, as always, was handed over. But this time with a profound sense of dejection—five people were going to have to take their roll on two pills. Shawn tucked the money into his pocket, however he found himself distracted by the sight of his best friend approaching, with a less than happy look on his face.
“What are you doing?” asked Danny, miffed, in a hushed yet emphatic tone. “I’ve been looking all over for you.”
“Marty, the dickhead promoter, told me to split. So I had to relocate back here.”
“Thanks for telling me, Shawn. It’s not like I was supposed to have the old man’s car back right now or anything.”
Shawn rested his hand on Danny’s shoulder. “Relax, Danny boy. He’s probably drunk off his ass—passed out on the couch by now, anyway.”
With a violent motion of his arm Danny knocked Shawn’s hand from his shoulder. “Don’t talk about him like that!”
“Would you chill the fuck out...” Shawn spoke quietly, trying not to attract attention.
Danny lowered his voice but the intonation of his words remained intense. “It’s off limits. You can rag on me all you want but don’t ever bring up my family shit.”
Shawn put his hand back on Danny’s shoulder. “I’m just saying don’t make a Federal fucking case out of me trying to make some money…By the way, if business keeps up like this, I’ll have wheels again soon. I can sell as much of this shit as I can get my hands on. I just have to figure out a way to get my hands on more than a dozen at a time.
“Great,” said Danny, shaking his head. “That’s a real nice future you’ve got planned, Shawn. C’mon we gotta go.”
Danny and Shawn walked back through the warehouse, both noticing that they were being followed by an ever-increasing number of private security guards. Dressed in black and talking into small microphones that clipped to the cuffs of their shirts—they were not discrete.
Shawn looked down at the concrete floor. “Try to blend in as inconspicuously as possible.”
“They’re following us…I think it’s a little late for being inconspicuous.”
Shawn looked up at the exit sign—there was a flicker of hope. “I think we might just be…”
Shawn’s voice trailed off as he was slammed against the wall with considerable force. It took a moment for his mind to catch up to the physical reality he was confronted by—Marty the promoter—greasy, weighing 280lbs, and furious. It was not a pleasant realty. Shawn looked at the angry promoter and then to his security guards—he counted twelve.
“Aren’t you forgetting something?” asked Marty. Rage had made his cheeks turn a shade of crimson, which in-turn made his curly, black hair seem even blacker and more greasy than normal.
Shawn’s eyes focused back on the promoter he cared so little for. “What the fuck, Marty?”
“No! What the fuck, Shawn? Whose party is this? Who’s the promoter?”
Shawn tilted his head to the side just slightly. “Well since it’s your name on the flyer...” he said in a mocking tone.
“Dude, do you know the ass kicking you’re this close to getting?” Marty asked, holding up his hand—his right thumb and forefinger an inch apart.
“Marty, relax,” Danny interjected thinking they were getting close to the point of no return. “We just came to have a good time.”
“No—” Marty turned to Danny, “you just came to have a good time. Shawn came to make money. My business. My party. But Shawn is here making money. What type of bullshit is that?”
Danny’s face held no discernable expression. “How much do you want?”
Shawn shook his head. “No, fuck that!”
Danny glanced at Shawn’s right fist, which had contracted into a ball—he was ready to fight no matter how terrible a beating they would both get. “Shut up, Shawn!” Danny looked from Shawn back to Marty. “How much do you want to let us leave without a hassle, Marty?”
“It isn’t about that, Danny. This fucker selling E can get me shut down.”
It only took a moment for Danny’s mind to process all of the reasons for not getting into a fight. They were all of no consequence—friendship ultimately demanded they not be considered. “Well...let’s do what we have to then,” Danny said, removing his coat and dropping it to the floor.
Marty smiled—the act of loyalty was not lost on him. “This isn’t your problem. Why don’t you split and let us finish our discussion with Shawn?”
Danny shook his head in the negative. “Shawn came here with me. He’s leaving with me...or it is my problem, Marty.”
Marty looked at his security guards. They all knew what was up. There was history. There was a debt, not a monetary debt, but something that couldn’t be so easily paid.
Marty took a step back from Shawn and turned toward Danny. “I owe you for what you did for my little brother,” he pointed at Shawn, “I don’t owe this scumbag shit...Two hundred bucks right now and he’s eighty-sixed. You hear me? Eighty-sixed! I don’t ever want to see him at one of my parties again.”
Danny glanced at Shawn, who stood rigid and seething at the thought of giving up money to Marty. Danny wouldn’t dare show it but he admired how tough Shawn could be. He knew it was only the fact that he had put his own wellbeing on the line that had forced what would now be a peaceful outcome. “Give him the money, Shawn.”
The parking lot was a brimming sea of cars. Danny looked around for a moment in attempt to get his bearing.
“I could swear I parked right around here.”
Shawn pointed to the end of the row and off to the right. “No, it’s still a ways down.”
Danny let Shawn lead the way. Shawn had always had an uncanny sense of direction. A minute later both stopped and watched the older model Lincoln Town Car rock back and forth. A chorus of male and female moans emanated from the back seat.
“Two hundred dollars down the drain.” Shawn looked down at the dirt and shook his head. “Thanks, bro.”
“Cheap compared to the hospital bill we’d be running up right now after getting our asses kicked by Marty and his twelve bouncer friends...who live to kick the shit out of people.”
“Some of them would be going to the hospital with us.”
“Great…Like I said, two hundred was cheap. You ought to try thinking a step ahead every now and then.”
Shawn looked back up from the dirt parking lot to the car. “You know, that was a nice car in its day.”
Danny’s face warmed with the memory of something good. “My dad brought it home with a red ribbon tied around it for my mom’s birthday. I remember it like it was yesterday.”
Danny and Shawn both took a few steps toward the car—improving their respective vantage points, from which they watched Mark ram the nameless girl in the backseat.
“Well at least she left him with something.”
“Yeah—at least she did that.” Danny took a step forward and opened the door, just as Mark began to gasp, “I’m cumming. I’m cumming. Oh, shit that feels good.”
“It feels good baby.” Her hands slapped at Mark’s buttocks with stinging force. “Just a little more.”
Danny looked back at Shawn—who made no pretense with respect to his enjoyment of the show. For Danny, the sight was something more of an absurdity than arousing entertainment. “Let’s go, the party’s over.” He motioned with a sweeping gesture of his hand for them to exit. “Out you go!”
“A little more—don’t stop!” yelled the young girl—obviously sexually matured far past her chronological age.
“Mark!” Danny persisted.
“Oh yeah!” Her fingernails embedded in Mark’s skin and her head thrust upward past Mark’s shoulder. “Oh yeah!”
“Out! Both of you!”
Shawn, no longer able to contain himself, began to laugh.
“Finished!” Mark gasped.
Danny winced, as the defilement of his father’s car sank in. “Wipe the seat off. This isn’t the barn you grew up in.”
Mark slid out of the girl and exited the backseat. He pulled up his pants and began buttoning his fly. “She’s warmed up,” his face was glowing, “if you guys want to take a turn.”
“I have to get home,” Danny answered gravely.
“You can’t just leave me here,” said the semiconscious girl. “Drop me off at my house on your way. Besides, don’t you want me to keep you company?”
Shawn took a step forward and with a lustful thrust the girl reached out from the open car door, grabbed Shawn’s pants at the beltline, and pulled him into the backseat on top of her.
Mark, satisfied that he and Shawn were about to be brothers of the hole, walked around to the front passenger’s seat and got into the car.
“No way, Shawn,” objected Danny not sharing Mark’s belief that friends needed to bond by inserting themselves into the same vagina.
“Dude, Marty took two hundred bucks off me and I got eighty-sixed from his parties forever…” Shawn lifted himself off of the girl for just long enough to close the car door. But before he could say another word the giggling girl pulled him down, horizontal, and wrapped her legs around his waste like a boa constrictor.
Danny could only stare on as Shawn ripped at the buttons of his pants, trying to hurry up and satisfy the desperate-for-more-sex-creature now residing in the back seat of his father’s automobile.
“Great!” he said his hands falling to his hips. Looking down at the dirt he noticed a beer can—which he kicked a good ten yards the opposite direction of the old Lincoln before sliding into the driver’s seat and starting the car. As he pulled out of the parking lot he looked in the rear view mirror and noticed Marty and Marty’s sidekick Peci, who at a glance was a fatter and more greasy version of Marty, standing outside of the warehouse, not so subtly watching them drive out of the dirt lot.
Peci’s dark, mean, eyes followed the car as it turned from the driveway and disappeared out of sight. “I don’t know if it was such a good idea to cut them slack like you just did,” he said to Marty in the tone of voice used by a boss’ closest confidant.
Marty did not turn toward his associate as he spoke; rather he stared straight ahead as if the car were still there. “If it wasn’t for Danny, my brother would be dead. I owe him for that.”
“Don’t take this wrong—but he might have been better off dead. Going through life hurt like that....”
“It’s all about my mom. As long as he’s alive, that’s all that matters to her. Danny still comes to visit him...Anyway, he’s a college kid—he’s nothing to worry about.”
“What about Shawn?” Peci asked finally turning toward Marty. “I don’t like him.”
Marty nodded his agreement. “Neither do I. Never have.” He turned to face Peci. “Next time he gives us a reason to fuck him up, we’ll fuck him up good.”
Chapter Two
Family
The Turner residence was a modest single story home built in the late forties. Its white paint was faded and clearly overdo for a fresh coat but the lawn was well manicured and it was obvious that lack of means had not precluded pride of ownership. Whatever could be done with the effort of his own hands, Mr. Turner had done.
Danny walked into the living room and found his father, Ned Turner, passed out on the couch. An almost empty bottle of Johnny Walker Red Label and a low-ball tumbler sat on the coffee table next to him.
“Who’s there?” mumbled Ned Turner.
“It’s me, Dad.” Danny bent down and began the routine of helping his father off the couch. “Come on, Dad. Let me help you into bed.”
With his father’s right arm draped around his shoulders for both support and guidance, Danny lovingly maneuvered the man who had raised him to his bedroom and into bed. With well-practiced movements Danny removed all of his father’s unnecessary articles of clothing.
“Get some sleep, Dad.” He stretched his father’s gray slacks over the one chair in the room, so the slacks would not be wrinkled in the morning. “I’ll call you at work after I’m done with my exam in the morning.”
“I got laid off. There is no work tomorrow.”
“What?” Danny asked his voice reflecting an immediate understanding of a situation now closer to a disastrous precipice.
“Hallibreese finally managed to buy the plant.”
“And they laid you off? You only had three years to go until you retired. Why would they do that?”
“They laid everybody off and closed the plant. They bought the company for its customers, not its plant—in the middle of nowhere. Hell, with satellites flying around up there taking pictures of everything, you can’t hide a plant anyway. It’s all over. I’m sorry son.”
“Don’t worry about it, Dad. You’ve got nothing to be sorry for.” Danny turned and walked to the door. He paused for a moment and looked back at his father, a truly good man who had been dealt yet another bad card in the deck of life, a pained smile crossed his face as his hand moved across the switch plate and the lights went off.
Shawn stared into the Sub Zero refrigerator, which had been built into the wall of his parent’s large gourmet kitchen. The thought of eating their food revolted him but he reached in and grabbed a cold beer anyway. Raising the bottle to his lips, he closed his eyes and drank trying to imagine being somewhere else.
Behind Shawn, unnoticed, stood Big Jim Pierce, Shawn’s father, the proud owner of Big Jim’s Cheverolet.
“Nice of you to come home before sunrise.”
Shawn closed the door of the Sub Zero and turned to face his father. “I can crash on the floor of Danny’s dorm room if it’s a problem.”
“You mean Danny, your friend who works and goes to school?”
“That’s the one.”
“It’s funny how a kid like Danny who grew up with nothing, not even a mother, is making something of himself. Of course, he got that scholarship by not getting kicked off the football team...like you did.”
Shawn did his best to imitate his father’s mocking tone. “I’m sorry, Dad. But I think I’m missing the point of what you’re trying to communicate.”
“My point is that the broke kid from the shit family that was your backup quarterback since you both were eight-years-old is now making something of himself...while you are making yourself into nothing.” Big Jim’s mocking tone had been replaced by deep heart felt anger. “Do you understand what I’m saying to you, Shawn? You’re the worst kind of loser...because you’re a winner who’s turning himself into a loser. You’re making yourself into nothing, son.”
Shawn downed the rest of his beer and placed the bottle on the granite counter top. Then slowly, to make a point, he pulled two one dollar bills from his pocket, held them up for Big Jim to see, then carelessly tossed them down next to the empty bottle.
“That ought to cover the beer. I’m just going to grab some clothes and go.”
“If you’re not going to go to school, come work at the dealership. I’ll train you so that you can take over the place one day.”
Shawn hung his head feigning bewilderment. “You’re going to train me to take over your car dealership? The same car dealership that I used to work at after football practice? The one where the car I used to drive—but you took away when I got kicked off the team—came from. That car dealership?”
Big Jim lowered his normally booming voice in an attempt to strike a chord of reconciliation. “I’ll let you drive whatever car you want if you come learn the business. How does that sound?”
Shawn turned away from his father and started walking toward the archway that led from the room. “It sounds like manipulation...I’ll buy my own car, thanks,” he said petulantly, his voice trailing off as he crossed into the hallway.
Big Jim’s face was flush from the aggravating encounter. “How are you going to do that, Shawn? Win the lottery,” he yelled out after him. “Unfucking believable,” he said aloud to himself. Then, sensing another presence in the room turned to face the disapproving stare of his wife Helen Pierce.
“Maybe if you shout a little louder,” her voice dripped with sarcasm, “the whole neighborhood will know our son has turned into a loser.”
Shawn’s hand was on the doorknob of the front door—hearing his parents’ conversation two rooms away, he could not move.
“Oh—don’t worry about that, Helen. They already know. The whole neighborhood knows he’s a loser. You’re the only one who doesn’t seem to get it.”
Danny and Mark slept in their respective built-in beds on each side of the small dorm room—Shawn was crashed on the floor.
The alarm clock on the desk read 7:44 a.m. and then in an almost imperceptible digital nanosecond the red numbers changed to 7:55 a.m. and techno music began to blare. The assailant pounced on Danny with startling force but with little chance of prevailing in the ensuing struggle.
“Shit—what’s the matter with you!” yelled Danny, pinning down Jackie, the attractive blonde coed, whom he had been dating since the beginning of the year.
“You have a chemistry test in fifteen minutes.” She strained to bring her face close to his and kissed him on the lips. “I thought you might appreciate a wakeup pounce.”
The kiss accomplished its intended effect. Danny looked at her beautiful face, a face that had no doubt been beautiful since childhood—he descended toward her and began kissing her neck. As his lips touched her skin she turned her head to the side and exchanged a flirtatious look with Shawn who laid naked and awake on the floor next to them. Danny righted himself to his knees, straddling Jackie, he looked over at Shawn who had stood and begun dressing.
“You can have the bed if you want,” Danny said, feeling sorry for his friend’s unpleasant living situation.
“No, I have to get over to Tweeker’s and score some more ecstasy before he sells out.” Shawn looked down at his shirt to make sure he was actually buttoning the right buttons as he continued, “This buying twelve at a time shit is getting old fast. Maybe when you’re done with your chemistry test, you can whip up a batch say of...a thousand?”
“We could do that...” said Jackie, having yet to take her eyes off of Shawn. “I mean if we had our own lab.”
Danny looked down at her scornfully. “His dad is rich, your dad is filthy rich, and it’s you two that want to sell drugs. What’s wrong with this picture?”
“Big Jim’s golden rule. ‘The man with the gold makes the rules.’ You don’t know how good you had it.” Shawn slipped his feet into his shoes—a pair of black boots. “You’re dad may not have money—but he’s a cool dad.”
Danny took a deep breath—the weight had just landed back on his shoulders. “They closed the plant yesterday. So now he’s also an out of work dad. I might have to get a second job just to keep him in the house.”
Shawn blinked. The plant had been the town’s largest employer since before Danny or he had been born. “No fucking way. They closed the plant?”
“Big corporate consolidation. They don’t give a shit about people like my dad—just the bottom line.”
“So what’s going to happen to the plant?”
“With all the toxic waste they’ve dumped out there, nothing. That place is going to sit and rot. Besides, it’s in the middle of nowhere. Nobody’s driving out there to play golf.”
Jackie rolled onto her side and propped her head up so that it rested against her hand. “Shawn, the gossip vine says that you got eighty-sixed from all of Marty’s future lame parties.”
“Good news travels fast,” responded Shawn. It was just like a girl to rub salt in the wound. He wondered why.
A satisfied light inflection filled her voice. “Well now that you’ve completed a total downward social spiral, maybe you should borrow the plant and throw your own raves.”
Shawn disappeared from Danny’s field of vision as his completely dismayed stare came to rest on Jackie. “Did you just tell him to add trespassing and illegal parties to his resume under the line that reads drug dealer?”
Jackie was not intimidated. She laid back flat and returned Danny’s stare. “My dad always says, ‘To make an omelet, you have to break a few eggs.’”
Danny wasn’t going to be the one to break eye contact first. “Which is a nice way of saying it’s okay to fuck people over to get what you want. Nice.”
Jackie deciding that the battle was lost but the war just begun. She rolled off of the bed and began walking for the door. “C’mon. We better go, Saint Danny—so you can be another step closer to curing cancer.”
“You got that right,” said Danny, walking past her slightly annoyed by her cavalier attitude about everything—including breaking the law.
Jackie took two steps behind Danny, then looked back thoughtfully at Shawn. His mouth tensed slightly at the corners, which caused her to smile openly—a woman could never be attractive to too many men. She raised her brow slightly, turned, and followed Danny dutifully out of the door.
“Don’t do it,” said Mark, propped up sleepily on both of his elbows.
Shawn rubbed his face in a futile attempt to feel more alert. “Why? It’s not such a bad idea. Raves at the old plant; nobody would ever know.”
“I meant don’t fuck Jackie.” Mark let his weight fall back on the pillow behind him so he could reach under the covers and scratch his balls. “I saw that look she gave you.”
Shawn watched the movement of the blanket and thought that Mark might be doing a little more than scratching an itch. “I’ve got enough to think about right now. Screwing my best friend’s girlfriend isn’t on the list.”
Mark smiled lasciviously. “Of course if she looked at me like that, I’d fuck her in a New York second. But I’m weak.”
Shawn sighed. Mark was horny even by collegiate standards. “I’ve got to go buy some drugs now. You want to come with?”
“I would—but I have a class in two hours and I haven’t jerked off yet.”
“I’ll catch you later,” said Shawn turning to leave.
“Shawn...” Mark stopped scratching his balls and sat up.
Shawn laughed. “No, I can’t stick around and help you find it.”
“It is a good idea.” The words stopped Shawn in his tracks. “People would come from all over for a party out there. I heard about this rave in LA...they get over thirty thousand people. The promoter’s making a million dollars a night—cash.”
A vision of Jackie unexpectedly came to mind. “A million cash? That’s a big omelet.”
Mark nodded. “Yeah, a really big omelet.”
Chapter Three
Over The Edge
Danny answered the last question on the test and looked around the tiered lecture hall. He wasn’t surprised that he was the first to finish—he always was. He thought for a moment about waiting for Jackie to finish, but he had to get to work so he collected his backpack and walked up to the professor’s desk and handed in his test.
The professor looked up from the book he was reading. “I’m starting to think that I’m making these tests too easy for you, Danny. Are you sure you don’t want to check your answers?”
“I’m sure. And besides, I have to get to work.”
The professor smiled. Most of his students were mediocre at best—a sad testament to the state of education. Danny on the other hand was a throw back to a time when students approached education as a privilege rather than a right. Talent and drive, Danny had both and it was this type of rare student that kept him teaching. “You’re going to make a fine chemist one day.”
“I hope so. It’s the only thing I’ve ever wanted to be.”
The professor picked up a piece of paper from his desk and extended it toward Danny. “I didn’t want to distract you while you were taking your test. Apparently, the Dean would like to see you in his office before you head to work.”
A sick feeling washed over Danny but he couldn’t identify the source of the anxiety—it was just a feeling. “The Dean? Do you know why he wants to see me?”
The professor shook his head. “They just sent that note...I’m sure it’s nothing bad.” His words were meant to be reassuring but his tone did not hold an adequate amount of conviction to make them so.
“I hope not.” Danny’s eyes shined with concern. “I’ve kind of had my fill of bad lately.”
The professor’s lips tightened slightly so as to give the impression that he would have liked to smile. “Keep your mind on winning the Nobel Prize one day and everything else will fall into place.”
Danny looked down at the note in his hand. “The Nobel Prize—that would be nice.”
The professor nodded and this time his tone of voice made it clear that he was sure of his words. “You have what it takes, Danny. Believe me. Just keep working hard. It’s all going to happen for you.”
For the moment the sick feeling subsided. “I better get going…Thanks, professor.”
Danny folded the note and slipped it into the back pocket of his jeans, then turned and walked towards the door.
Jackie, sitting in her lucky seat in the front row, looked up from her test, her brow wrinkled, signaling that she was curious about the exchange he had just had with the professor. Danny, thinking it best to not show concern, smiled and winked, which had its intended effect of causing Jackie to refocus on the stack of pages still in front of her. She shuffled through them and looked back up at Danny, disgusted by the fact that he always finished so far ahead of her.
The anteroom of Dean Stanton’s office was large and well appointed. Danny glanced around, there were enough seats to accommodate ten waiting students, but none were currently filled. His eyes came to rest on the dean’s secretary who sat behind a large wood desk that faced the door. She was an attractive woman in her early thirties, her hair was pulled back in a bun and she wore glasses with black plastic rims that were oddly stylish. Her brown suit jacket and white blouse were conservative so her tone of voice was of no surprise to him.
“Can I help you?” she asked, in a distinctly authoritative manner.
“I’m Danny Turner. I received a note that the Dean wanted to see me—”
Her look was so disconcerting he could not find the words to continue. It was the look that only someone privileged to inside information could give.
“Danny Turner, of course. They’re expecting you. Why don’t you follow me back to the Dean’s office?”
She stood and proceeded to walk through a hallway at the end of which there were large double doors. Danny couldn’t help but feel like a cow being led to slaughter; he searched his mind and couldn’t imagine what he could have done wrong—he was to the best of his knowledge a model student and athlete.
As they approached the door her words struck him “They’re expecting you,” she had spoken in the plural. “Who’s expecting me? Can you tell me what this is about?”
She stopped at the impressive door. “Sorry, I wish I could.” And then for the first time a hint of compassion came to her face. Her voice dropped to a whisper. “Sometimes people with talent, people like you, get bad advice from the people they rely on. You have to watch out for yourself in life. That is, if you really didn’t know what was going on.” And before he could respond she opened the door.
The sick feeling came back as Danny stepped into the office and found himself facing Dean Stanton, Coach Ryan, five other important looking men whose names he did not know, and Bill Scribner, the founder of Scribner Laboratories—the owner of the company that he worked for.
Shawn sat in the messy living room of the severely dilapidated home of Tweeker, the one and only reliable source of ecstasy for three hundred miles. Tweeker, a sixties throwback whose disheveled appearance matched his living environment, sat on the couch next to Shawn.
At a glance Tweeker looked to be the much older of the two, but under his beard there was the smooth skin of a man still in his early twenties. He was a young man with suspicious, paranoid eyes and a heart that was on the edge of darkness—disdain for authority had brought him to this state. Most often, in young men, disdain for authority brought them to freedom, travel, creative genius, and a fair amount of mischief, but Tweeker was not a young man of this sort. He was a dangerous exception—because the idea flitted in his mind not to run or hide from authority, but rather to destroy it.
Shawn hung his left arm over the back of the frayed couch so he could turn to face the source of his livelihood. “Tweek, you have to sell me more than a dozen at a time.”
“Why? Because you say I do? I don’t have to do a motherfucking thing, Shawn. You’re lucky I’m selling to you at all!”
“Tweek, I can make us a lot of money if you’d just loosen up the supply.”
“I have plenty of money, bro—and no legal problems. You ever hear the expression, ‘Pigs get fat and hogs get slaughtered’? I’m just happy to get fat...nice and slow. Longevity is the name of the game.
“Longevity? Are you kidding?” Shawn had seen half-a-dozen dealers who stayed in too long go down. “I say make a big score and get the fuck out.”
“Well, we’re just going to have to agree to disagree. I couldn’t do one day in jail—and big scores land guys like you and me in jail. I’m not going to jail ever, Shawn. Are you hearing me?”
Shawn had known Tweeker for years—with the exception of his own overbearing father, Tweeker was the most stubborn individual he had ever come to know. “At least let me buy twenty at a shot.” A small victory was all he could hope for. “An extra eight tabs isn’t exactly going to get the attention of the FBI and I really need to score some additional cash.”
Tweeker leaned back and stared at Shawn thoughtfully. He appreciated that Shawn had the discipline to not break the silence. Most of the young assholes he dealt with would have kept trying to sell him. “Alright, I’ll bump you up to twenty—but be fucking careful.” And to put an exclamation on the importance of Shawn being careful he pulled a chrome-plated, .357 Magnum from under the pillow he was leaning against and pointed it at Shawn. “I’ll put a bullet in the head of anybody who tries to fuck me up. You understand?”
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