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ADVANCED PRAISE FOR THE CHAOS WE KNOW
"These aren't stories (The Chaos We Know), these are slivers of a blasted world which Rawson gleefully embeds in your mind, and which won’t be dislodged by bourbon, ritual scarification, or even the police procedural -- thank God. And thank God, too, for Rawson, who has the kind of talent to leave you mutilated and breathless." -- Benjamin Whitmer, author of Pike
“The Chaos We Know is a pulp-fueled debut w/dopers, cops, husbands and wives. boyfriends & girlfriends, psychos & sadists, sand-storming through the potholes & shithouses of Arizona, leaving barnacles of the self centered, the down trodden’ & the surviving. Keith Rawson is the new garbage-tongued satirist of filth, deviance & violence for the new underclass.” -- Frank Bill, author of Crimes in Southern Indiana and Donnybrook
“Keith Rawson wields his spare prose like a wrecking ball, laying bare a world of whores, petty criminals, crooked cops and meth heads. These short, sharp portraits of users &losers are deranged snapshots from deep in the underbelly of contemporary America. No tired noir tropes here, this is tough, unsentimental& savagely funny dark fiction that charts its own course” --Roger Smith, author of Wake Up Dead and Dust Devils
"Keith Rawson's last name gives you a hint. It's going to be raw, and it's going to get to you. Like stepping on a shard of glass, but in a good way. Rawson's stories always bowl me over with aggressive style and deep psychological fright" --Anthony Neil Smith, author of Yellow Medicine and Choke On Your Lies
"Reading Keith Rawson’s short stories is like strolling through a minefield: you know you’re in for trouble, and there’s no going back. Powerful, twisted, fierce and profane, this is take-no-prisoners fiction."
-Hilary Davidson, author of the Damage Done
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FOREWARD BY CHARLIE STELLA
Keith Rawson, The Chaos We Know ...
It’s 2011 and the world has changed enough so I hardly recognize the swift cultural swings of our time; text messaging is fast replacing the emails that had already replaced letter writing; ebooks are well on their way to replacing physical tomes; the New York Giants and New York Jets now play in New Jersey (have been for some time) and the St. Louis Cardinals are the Arizona Cardinals? Fortunately, some things never change, culturally or otherwise; fresh fallen snow is indeed, fresh; new cut lawns smell like new cut lawns and talent, in whatever form, remains as recognizable as a teardrop on the face of a child or a sudden smack across the face.
In the ever growing pool of talent within the crime writing community, some bold new blood has emerged. In 2010 I was introduced to Benjamin Whitmer’s Pike, an incredible debut that was quickly followed by Michael Harris’s, The Chieu Hoi Saloon and early in 2011 I was treated to Sam Hawken’s The Dead Women of Juárez (all three brilliant novels that promise so much more from three incredibly talented authors).
Following on the heels of this brilliant new cadre of talent is a fella from the Southwest I first read a number of years ago when he was first joining the party. Keith Rawson is his name and raw truth is his game. In this collection of down and dirty and sometimes hilarious southwestern noir, the author pulls no punches in laying out the core of our time’s misbegotten; meth heads, whores, dirty cops with dirty needs, unapologetic wives, husbands and fathers raging on the edge of a violent abyss ... characters driven, in fact, by The Chaos They Know.
These stories are Southwestern versions of true grit without the closure Hollywood offers ... (from Ma’s Favorite Wife).
Gina was my first of three wives and my Ma’s favorite. Gina was a neighborhood girl, fair-skinned, freckled, red-headed, Irish-Catholic, and a member of our Parish. She was everything my mother wanted in a daughter-in-law because she was basically my Ma. The two major differences between them being that my mother could never shoot a convenience store clerk in the face for not emptying the register fast enough, nor could she hit a deflated, blackened vein with a hypo loaded with a sweet mixture of coke and smack at twenty paces.
Or, (from A Clip Joint Romance):
He finally understood all those weeping, beaten up housewives who were tackled in mega mall parking garages and suntanned, rohypnole in their beers college party girls he’d interviewed after they’d been attacked. He’d always offered his faux sympathy, a warm reassuring hand on their shuttering shoulders, all the while thinking in the back of his mind that they liked having a little strange cock thrown their way; that they liked all the attention they were getting. But after being raped by an Asian transvestite, he got it.
Rawson’s world is not for the faint of heart. It is as real and impactful as an unexpected punch in the gut, as graphic as Burroughs’ Naked Lunch and as visceral as Bukowski might be spewing cynical on meth. Keith Rawson is on the cusp of what the crime fraternity can always use another dose of—truth. Raw truth.
— Charlie Stella (Johnny Porno)
AN APPOINTMENT WITH LARRY
There were 55 left. Fifty-five hundred matchbooks left, that was barely enough to cover Stan’s next shipment to Larry. Shannon let Stan know this as she searched the trailer from room to room looking for something to count.
“Don’t fucking worry about the fucking matches, I’ve got it covered, and don’t you fucking worry about Larry. As a matter a fact, don’t mention fucking Larry again.” That was going to be a tough one. For the last 3 years of their lives together, every other word out of Stan’s mouth was Larry this, and Larry that. She remembered days, weeks at a time that Stan wouldn’t shut his mouth about the big plans he and Larry had. How big they were becoming, and how much bigger the operation was destined to become. Larry had it all planned out, he was talking Scarface big: mansions, guns, bitches, and mountains of powder. There, beakers, the bathtubs full of them, she just needed to find something to put them in.
Shannon had been with Stan for nearly 6 years. She couldn’t exactly say that she loved him; realistically how could you possibly love a man who weighed 98-lbs soaking wet, rarely showered, even when he’d been mucking around in chemicals for 2 or 3 days straight, and was missing most of his teeth? Not that Shannon was a beauty queen. Yeah, back before she met Stan, she was the ruler of party girls, thick blond hair, crystal blue eyes, decent rack, yeah, a little on the chubby side, but that was what the tweak was for, right? 2 months after starting in, she’d dropped 20 lbs. of baby fat and her ass was bumping. She would walk into a club, and every male eye was on her. Fuck city. Down side, she wasn’t sleeping, she was paranoid and fucking up at work ($5.50 an hour at the craft mart, big fucking deal!) her counts were always off. Of course, it didn’t help that she was kicking a $20 here, a $10 there. Yeah, yeah, she was turning into a poster child for anti-drug commercials, but she felt good—most of the time anyway—so what did it matter?
She met Stan not long after she lost her job. He was hanging out at her then dealer’s house, and he was hot! Hard eyes, ropey muscle, hair down to the middle of his back. Not her usual type, but shit, she’d heard about Stan from her dealer, and he was a cook. She could hook up with him, cut out the middle man entirely and go direct to the source, and she could probably get product for free just by fucking him.
“What’s wrong with talking about Larry?” she yelled from the bathroom; 23, 24, 25, 26
“None of you fucking business, that’s what’s wrong with Larry!”
She knew what was wrong. It was why they moved the lab, the reason why Stan ditched his old cell. Stan ditched Larry. She wasn’t too sure on the specifics, but with tweakers, it was probably money, or some imagined slight that had gone on below the surface too long. Larry was pretty vague about the problem too. Yeah, she’d been talking to Larry. When they moved, she hadn’t ditched her cell and Larry called her up, asking what was going on with Stan, his old buddy and partner Stan? She spilled, knowing that Stan wouldn’t want her to, but fuck it, fucking shit heel Stan, he’d forced her to cut back to 1 eight ball a week. Said she was snorting up too much of their profits, so fuck Stan! Larry said he would hook her up once he had a little talk with Stan about the move, about all the chemicals that were on loan to him, and the shipment that never made it to Larry. So Shannon set up a little appointment between Stan and Larry and a couple of old business associates from Atlanta who’d also been screwed by Stan’s little move. They were coming over today around 1 o’clock. She’d have to remember to straighten the place up a little before they got here.
56, 57, 58, 59.
59 beakers, what else was there?
MY WORLD WITHOUT JENNA
She’d been gone for two weeks. It never bothered me all that much when she’d disappear; I mean, seriously, she fucked other men for money, so jealousy of what she was doing never factored into our lives. Besides, most of the time I’d want her gone so I could have a few days alone to attempt to clean and organize the apartment; Jenna was a slob and when she was home she didn’t lift a finger and the place started taking on the look and feel of a bag ladies overgrown shopping cart. But after two weeks I was running out of cash, which meant I was running out of gak and I was starting to panic. I had a solid connection with my man Eddie, but I preferred having cash on hand, because no matter how good of a customer I was, if I was late on a consignment payment, my man Eddie was either gonna put a bullet in my head, or worse he was gonna put me in so much pain that I’d wish I was dead; plus, I’d burn a rock solid connection.
So after two weeks of Jenna being gone, I started looking for her.
Jenna never worked the street; she was strictly word of mouth. I never knew how she made money doing it that way, I guess it was kind of a referral system; one pervert telling another lonely shitheel about some hot piece of natural blonde tail who’d let you screw her in the ass for two hundred and fifty bucks a throw.
But I didn’t have anywhere else to go but the street, the street or her mother, and I’d already called Pam early on in the week.
Pam loved me, I may have been a tweaked out piece of shit, but I was charming tweaked out piece of shit. She thought both me and Jenna were students at ASU. Most of the time I think that’s what she kept me around for: To act as her beard; her semblance of a so-called normal life.
Pam hadn’t heard from Jenna in three weeks and she was starting to get worried, now that she knew I hadn’t heard from her in a week. I threw Pam a line and told her we’d just gotten into a little fight and that she shouldn’t worry; Jenna was probably still pissed at me and wasn’t taking my calls.So I had no other choice, I got in the car and headed down to Van Buren Ave. I ran into a couple of girls who use to pal around with Jenna when they were first starting out in the life. Pauline and Christy, they were both in their twenties but the warzone world of gash for cash had turned them into something resembling squeezed out tubes of toothpaste.
It took the promise of a few bucks for them to tell me where Jenna was.
“Shit, sweetie, Jenna’s with Harvey down at Sally’s, everyone knows that.”
Who the fuck was Harvey?
I scooted down to Mustang Sally’s. These days it was mostly known as a queer bar, but draft beer was only two bucks a glass, so the cheap drunks mingled with the pillow biters in a fair amount of harmony. It was also where I first met Jenna.
I spotted her nibbling on some shrunken old man’s ear, giggling like a little girl at something he was saying. I marched over, and clamped a hand down around her upper arm. She looked at me and smirked with her eyes as she took a hard swallow from her shot glass. I didn’t notice the old man get up from his stool when I grabbed her. I didn’t notice him slip on a pair of brass knuckles. His first shot split my right temple open, the second knocked me cold. I woke up out in the parking lot choking on my blood and the chalky remains of my four front teeth. I sat up and spat out the ruins of my mouth and decided to get into the car and drive to Eddie’s. I’d figure out a way to pay for my shit somehow.
MA’S FAVORITE WIFE
“You can have what’s left of me.”
Gina starts to pull her white and blue check hospital gown over her head. I can’t help but involuntarily flinch; the guilt of it washes over me and I can feel my ears turning a bright, burning red.
I don’t notice that she’s peeking through the gauzy material of the gown.
She lowers it back down across her protruding shoulder blades, and starts in with that cackle of hers that always made me want to punch her in the face until she was unconscious and missing most of her teeth. The cackle was just one of the many reasons why I left Gina fifteen years ago; the laugh topped the list, though. Gina was my first of three wives and my Ma’s favorite. Gina was a neighborhood girl, fair-skinned, freckled, red-headed, Irish-Catholic, and a member of our Parish. She was everything my mother wanted in a daughter-in-law because she was basically my Ma. The two major differences between them being that my mother could never shoot a convenience store clerk in the face for not emptying the register fast enough nor could she hit a deflated, blackened vein with a hypo loaded with a sweet mixture of coke and smack at twenty paces.
Me and Gina were together ten years, and I can’t say there was ever really a dull moment. Neither one of us was cut out for the straight world like our parents. We lived hard, but maintained a public face of a content, working-class couple, choosing to remain in the neighborhood we grew up in and pretended to go to work every day when, in reality, we were commuting to outlying cites, earning a living heisting gas stations, liquor stores, restaurants and drug dealers. It was a decent enough life; shit, it still is a decent life, at least for me. In our ninth year, something began to shift and change in Gina. I won’t say it was subtle, far from it. She wanted to hang it up; she wanted the same thing most women want when they reach a certain age: a baby.
When she told me, I wanted to laugh in her face. She was a junkie piece of shit stick-up artist. I asked her if she could really see herself having a little bundle of diaper rash and shit sucking on her tit all day? She said she did; I said I couldn’t. The riff started. Things started happening in our lives that had never gone on before: screaming matches lasting for hours on end; sleeping in separate bedrooms afterward; me staying out all night or not coming home for days and nights on end. I left 3 days shy of our tenth anniversary and moved in with Heather with nothing but the clothes on my back and a sizable wad from the jobs I’d been pulling solo since Gina decided she wanted to get fat with a kid.
Heather was the exact opposite of Gina, and my good old Irish Ma hated her with a fucking passion. Life with Heather was good for a time; at the very least, our marriage got me out of the old neighborhood and cross-country to the commie pinko shores of California and a whole new world opened up for me. I developed business partnerships with colleagues who needed inroads to the east coast; I was their man for the job. Things came to an end with me and Heather after I found her in the sack with our twenty year-old wheelman’s cock jammed halfway up her ass. I stomped his skull into a fine mush, which was a shame; the kid was a hell of a driver. I didn’t do anything to Heather. I figured watching the kid die and leaving her broke with a raging habit was enough.
Thanks to my new endeavors from out west, I found myself back in the old neighborhood. I met and married another neighborhood girl and moved into Ma’s old place. I think Ma would’ve liked Sandy a lot. She’s another red-headed Catholic girl who I met at Mass. She’s a hard ass and a good girl. She’s never had a thing to do with the life and more or less keeps a blind eye to how I keep the money rolling in. I even gave her what Gina wanted from me for such a long time. There are five of us total. Four women and me; I’m about as whipped as they come.
Gina stayed in the neighborhood, too. Married some faggot cost accountant who moved to the neighborhood a few years after I left. Gina thought he was nice suburban husband. They tried having a family right away, but found out a few years in that Gina’s insides were shot. The cancer showed up a couple of years afterward. The cocksucker stuck it out with the first round, which ended up with the docs taking Gina’s left tit. He split once they took the other one and with him gone, so was the medical insurance. I’ve been paying for the treatments since I found out about Gina’s troubles; I even took care all her other medical bills so she could just worry about getting better. Sandy would kill me if she knew what was going on. She’s the jealous type, but if she saw Gina with her no hair, no tits, and 75 lbs. of skeleton and paper thin skin, she’d probably have second thoughts about me trying to fuck the ex.
Gina’s finally starting to settle down, her cackle turning into a slightly menacing chuckle. I shake my head, stare down at my shoes and look back up her, smirking.
“You’re one crazy bitch.”
“Yeah, but you love me for it.”
“Yeah. Yeah I do.”
We spend another couple of minutes chuckling and then I get up and leave. I promised the girls a movie tonight, so I’ve got to get going.
THE BLOOD, THE SHATTERED GLASS AND ALL THE REST
I keep licking my lips and staring at the glass of wine cupped in my mother-in-law’s hands, her palms wrapped around the goblet warming the already room temperature Pinot Noir with her body heat and she almost seems to be massaging the delicate glass with her pork link sausage fingers. I’m a beer and bourbon type of guy and think wine is pure rotgut that gives me nothing but piercing want to start a bar fight headaches and neon yellow piss. But I’m a week into my promise to Megan to cut back on my drinking.
My girl’s on an anti-booze kick.
I don’t know where it’s coming from? All I know is that I came home from shift four days ago and headed to the fridge to grab a Bud from the twelver I picked up the night before and there was nothing there. I rummaged around in the fridge, checked the pantry just in case I stashed some in there the night before and forgot about it. I was starting to get a little pissed, tossing cereal boxes, the dog food bag, and plastic grocery sacks out the pantry door, scattering it everywhere, looking for my beers. I finally got pissed enough to call for Megan, who was somewhere in the house.
“Megan!” I yelled.
“WHAT!” She yelled back, standing right behind me, her arms crossed, her face creased in what I call her, ‘I’m going to rip your balls off’ look.
“Where’s my beer?” I asked, my voice coming out kind of whiny and desperate, and Meg’s expression went from raging pissed to her, ‘Oh you sad, depraved shit’, expression and then she spent the next two hours telling me all the reasons why my drinking worried her.
Two hours to tell me she didn’t want me going and dying on her because I liked to drink too much.
I didn’t try to make excuses, I didn’t try to fight her, I just sat and listened, nodding my head occasionally. At the end of it, I agreed to cut back; not quit outright, but slow it down; have just one beer instead of a six pack; sip my whiskey instead of shooting it. It was a reasonable request. But she did want me to quit for a little while, one month; one month to dry out. I balked a little at that one, but gave in once her eye liner started streaking.
The first few days went alright, I stuck with Cokes and some Percocet’s I had left over from a minor shoulder surgery to take the edge off the end of the day. It did the trick, I could sleep most nights; Meg complained about my snoring some—one of the effects of the pills—and not being able to wake me up to tell me I was snoring. I got my five hours in though, enough to function, enough to make it through my shift.
Day four really fucked with me.
The pills didn’t do shit. I swallowed four at 11 PM of day 3 and another three at 2 AM of day 4. I was all wired up, pacing the living room; if I smoked, I imagined I would’ve gone through a pack no problem; I didn’t think about drinking though, never even crossed my mind.
I showered up and put on my uniform at 6 on the dot; reported to duty at 6:15, signed out my cruiser at 6:30.
Day 4 was my last day before I went 48 hours off. It started off normal enough: AM traffic patrol, pulled over a few speeders, had a couple of them spit at me, tear up the ticket I handed over to them, usual shit. It wasn’t until the end of my shift when dispatched called out a 261.
Fucking rape.
16 year old girl, still in high school.
And I was the lucky one to be first on scene
I was the first one to take down the victim statement.
I was the one to call the mother, the father, victim services, the works.
I drove home on pins and needles; the girl’s beaten, bloody face, the bruises on her upper arms where the creep held her down were burned into my swollen red eyes.
You don’t forget that shit, ever.
I wanted a beer; I wanted to drown in oceans of it.
I pulled into the garage, walked inside the house and that’s when Meg sprung her little surprise on me: We were headed over to her mom’s house for dinner.
And here we were; here I was, watching the fat cunt drink her wine, giving me her little knowing smile.
I’m still on pins and needles and my right leg has mind of its own, it’s jumping with its own internal rhythm;
Meg tries holding it down, but it’s no use.
I don’t feel my body move off the couch.
I don’t feel my hand grip the old bag’s wine glass while she’s got it up to her mouth.
I do feel the glass crack against my mother-in-laws denatures, for some reason it seems like she’s trying to take a bite; she’s trying to hold onto the goblet with her teeth.
I only cut her a little, just a few droplets on the now jagged rim.
Meg’s mom is huddled over, down on the off white carpet, she’s screaming something like: “I told you! I told you!”
Meg’s on her feet and she’s giving me a look three other women in my life have given me once. The look says: ‘I’ll be calling a divorce lawyer in the morning.’
And I give her a look right back as I shoot down her mother’s Pinot Noir, swallowing the blood, the shattered glass, and all the rest, that says: ‘What else did you expect, baby, you’re my fourth wife?’
THE ANNIVERSARY WEEKEND
Jeanie had been in the box eight hours; eight hours was a new record.
The longest Raff had kept anyone in there was five hours, after he’d caught his oldest jerking his knob into a pair of his baby sister’s panties.
Sick little shit.
Raff got that his oldest was thirteen and dumb and full-a-cum, but it was just wrong blowing a load into a pair of powder blue underwear with a bunch of care bears frolicking around on the seat.
Eight hours.
When he first stuffed her in there she was set and ready to peel his face off with her fingernails and make a meal of the scraps. She almost did it too until he laid into her hard with a couple swift jabs between her mosquito bite tits.
The first few hours inside, she kept up a steady line of bullshit threatening to chop off his nut sack, put a bullet in his head, cut him up with a chainsaw, blah, blah, blah.
Like the bitch would even know how start up a chain saw, right?
But sometime around four o’clock in the morning, she went quiet. No more cussing, no more pounding. He figured she’d finally come down a little and simply passed out from her struggling. Around seven a.m. though, his ass was starting to worry a bit and he was pressing his ear to the top of the box to listen for her breathing. Jeanie was a snorer. In their fifteen some odd years together there hadn’t been a single night when she didn’t sound like a starving brown bear getting ready to inhale a troop of cub scouts, but there wasn’t a sound coming from inside.
By eight thirty he was pacing the linoleum chaining Camel wides.
He’d hit her pretty hard, but goddamn, not hard enough to crush her sternum or collapse a lung or any of that shit. It was ten o’clock now and he needed to make a decision:
Open the box to find Jeanie curled up sleeping, or open the box and figure out what to do with the body.
Shit, he sucked at this crap; this was why he kept Jeanie around, so she could make up his mind for him.
***
The box wasn’t originally designed to hold a body.
He’d slapped the 6- foot-by-2-foot plywood box together on a whim after two days of attempting to organize the cluttered practical board counters and oil stained concrete floor of his garage/workshop. Two days of moving the various piles of crap from one corner to another, he finally figured out the solution to his dilemma was all a matter of storage and his sheer lack of it. At first he thought a set of shelves would work best, the whole problem being a lack of basic materials and knowing the limits of his oversized ambition.
Raff suffered from the dual middle age male afflictions of project-itis and I’ll-get-around-to-it later. You know the diseases: thirty or so year-old dude starts in on a bit of carpentry or plumbing with vigor and excitement one day and then spends the next six months blowing off completing said project. Besides, building shelves required him getting into the truck and heading up to the site where the builder had suspended construction on track homes up near Prescott Valley; and besides not wanting to make the thirty minute drive, the cheap fuckers had two numb nut security guards who thought they were the FBI, so he made due with the scraps he had on hand and knocked the box together in a little under 2 hours.
The idea of using his newly created storage space as a form of punishment came right after he finished up installing the hinges and stepped inside the house for a quick beer. When he came back, he discovered the two boys sitting on top of the box giggling like lunatics as their three year old sister screamed and pounded away at it from inside with all her toddler strength.
Raff came tearing in, swinging wild and knocking both the boys off the box, yanking the lid open, and gently easing his little girl out, cradling her to his chest and making gentle shushing sounds. After she’d calmed down, he sent her along inside the house with orders to grab a cup of grape Kool-aid and watch some cartoons with her mom. She dutifully stomped off, turning her head as she left and sticking out her tongue and giving the boys a raspberry.
The boys knew what was coming; any time they got caught picking on the baby they were going to catch a beating. Instead of lashing out, Raff stared calmly down at his two boys; they could tell he was set to bust a nut; the little blue vein leading into his thin, sandy hair was throbbing and dancing beneath his shallow, pasty skin.
“Stand your asses up.” The boys snapped to like soldiers, standing stiff and rigid, their eyes tracking the movements of Raff’s hands, waiting for the hard flash of horny knuckles connecting with their flesh. But instead of a fist, they watched his finger extend and point to the box.
“Get the fuck inside.”
The boys’ scrambled, at first trying to lay side-by-side, the oldest attempting to spoon his little brother; that shit just wasn’t happening, no way was his oldest going to be rubbing up against his youngest son’s ass. So Raff arranged the boys so each had to curl up in a tight ball; the oldest in the top half, the youngest scrunched down at the bottom. He hadn’t gotten around to installing a lock yet, so he took his nail gun to the lid and sealed them in tight; his chest swelled with something resembling pride when he saw how snuggly the lid fit.
After 4 hours inside the dark with nothing but the stink of saw dust and their own sour breath to keep them company, Raff gently pried the lid off with a crowbar and let the boys out. The two of them hardly made a peep over the next two weeks after their time inside.
So now, instead of the box being used for lose nails and rusting screw drivers, it was reserved for when the kids started getting mouthy and Raff and Jeanie needed a little peace and quiet after a long day of them running wild. And God knows that at least one of the kids was always talking some kind of shit to him or their Mom or one of them was setting anthills or Barbie dolls on fire and needed to be put in their place; even the baby had spent ten or so minutes inside for spitting Mac-n-cheese all over her mom for no good God damn reason other than spitting it all over her mom.
The box worked real good for keeping the house in line; the real bonus was not having to explain facial bruises to nosy ass teachers anymore.
***
Jeanie ended up inside the box ‘cause the old girl just didn’t know when to keep her goddamn mouth shut and she had to go ahead ruin their first weekend alone in God knows how long.
Raff’s Ma had taken the kids up to Flagstaff for a little time in the snow, something she would typically never do. She always had some excuse to why she didn’t want to take her grand kids no where: The boys were too unruly, the baby too demanding of her time; the snow made her arthritis act up to the point that her hands turned into twisted balled up stumps and stiffen up her back so bad she wouldn’t be able to lay down for a week. Of course, she didn’t want the kids in her house neither; she’d offer the same excuses, except she’d add in there that she didn’t want the kids wrestling and stumbling around and possibly breaking one of her souvenir plates. Cheap pieces of junk, she used to give him and his little brother the exact line of shit back in the day when he was the same age as his oldest and she was just starting to collect ‘em.
“Stop your fucking around before you go and break one of my plates!”
The way she acted, it was like she never wanted anything to do with him, and his clan. But if he went a week of not giving her a call, he would sure as hell hear about it. His Ma drove him up the wall, but the way he figured it, who’s Ma didn’t do that to their kids?
She only took the kids because he claimed it was him and Jeanie’s anniversary and they wanted some time on their own and not have to chase the kids around all weekend.
It took a couple of weeks of coaxing, (and a forty dollar Presidential inaugural commemorative plate.) but the old girl finally came around, and on top of taking the kids for the weekend, she slipped an envelope into Jeanie’s hands with five twenties in it when she came to pick them up, whispering in Jeanie’s ear to go slip out on her own sometime over the weekend and buy herself something nice; there wasn’t a chance in hell Jeanie was spending that cash on no dress or a pedicure or any shit like that.
A hundred bucks was more than enough to cook up a nice fat batch of tweak.
Truth be told, Raff and Jeanie didn’t exactly know when their anniversary was; they just used it as an excuse to get the kids out of the house and their assholes for a couple of days; the money was just a nice little bonus to go along with their free weekend. Originally, they planned to do nothing more than lay around on the couch watching rented DVD’s (Maybe even slipping in a porno or two to get themselves worked up) and maybe make the trip into Prescott for Chinese buffet and maybe a couple of beers down on Whiskey Row.
It’d been awhile since they tweaked; almost a couple or few years. Back before the kids (or at least before their baby girl had been born) both of them were sporting righteous fucking habits, and Raff made their cash by cooking for some crazy asshole down in Phoenix named Raines. It was good cash and it kept ‘em in gack 24-7. But for one reason or another, they just kind of started drifting away from the life.
No real reason, the shit was just getting old, plus, Raines was getting weird, real hardcore and it scared Raff so bad it gave him the squirts.
But they still liked to party, and besides, the house needed a good scrubbing, and the only way they were going to get around to it was getting good and high.
In Raff’s opinion, he was just about the fastest speed cook in the west. He could cook up a glorious bouncy yellow ounce of it in around 45 minutes.
Their anniversary stash took just a bit longer mostly because he was out of practice and he wasn’t much in the mood to set him or the house on fire. He
finished up in about an two hours, and he had to admit, when he took his first hit from one the glass pipes Jeanie had stashed away in her underwear drawer, that the batch was probably the best he’d ever cooked. It was a gorgeous white flake—not the usual yellow urine stain color he produced in rush jobs—that, to the untrained eye, could easily be mistaken for high quality Peruvian marching powder.
And the rush: GODDAMN!
Maybe it was because it’d been a couple of years since his last good jag, but the anniversary stash kicked his ass so hard it nearly knocked him through the kitchen wall and out into the front yard.
Jeanie pretty much had the same reaction.
They loaded three pipes over the course of thirty minutes and after another hour staring off into space and chain smoking; they went bugshit with the cleaning. Jeanie took the kitchens and shitters; Raff the living room and the bedrooms. After a couple hours the place was spotless and he was contemplating going to town and renting a carpet cleaner from Home depot.
Jeanie had other ideas.
She snuck up behind him ass naked and sporting another pipe full.
It’d been three or four months since the last time they screwed, and Raff had to admit, even after pushing out three kids, her skinny ass looked damn fine, especially with the glass dick clamped between her teeth.
They fucked hard.
They fucked like Mormon newlyweds. Sloppy wet kisses, changing position’s every four or five minutes amazed at what their bodies could do given the proper motivation. They climbed off each other after a couple of hours stinking of astroglide and asshole, and Jeanie wanted to get out of the house and pour some beers down her throat, and since Raff was no better than zombie whether he was tweaking or not, going out and grabbing a few beers sounded pretty fine to him.
***
Raff was out of smokes now; three packs in 24 hours, his lungs felt like sacks of wet concrete, plus he was starting to hack; it was a nervous tick he’d developed back when he was a kid. Whenever he knew he was going to get the shit knocked out of him by his step dad for a bad report card, or for whatever fucked up thing his simple brain could come up with, he’d feel his chest tighten and his breathing would become shallow and his lungs would attempt to come up his throat. The hacking had started in a few hours back. But the lack of smokes was what was really pissing him off.
You come to a point when you’re tweaking, the skag in your system levels off; it’s not that it stops working, but the high isn’t as intense and you need the little extras like smokes to keep a body going. But he wasn’t about to pack himself back into the truck to go and score another deck or two and leave Jeanie all alone.
His lungs seized up again and he coughed hard into his fist; his eyes stinging and watering. He bent over, resting his trembling hands on his knees. Once his breathing calmed, he stared at the box, raw red rage coursing through him.
“You goddamn fucking bitch!”
Raff hit the gas and ran full bore at the box, winding up his right leg, and letting a kick fly into the rough, unfeeling wood. His bare foot connected and his big toe went red and liquid.
***
Aces over on Whiskey Row up in Prescott would do the trick just fine for what Jeanie was wanting to do. They shrugged back into their clothes (neither one of them even considered washing the monkey house stench off their bodies, not like anyone at Aces would notice anyway.) and were in the truck and heading up the valley at 80 miles an hour singing along to best of Garth Brooks at top volume. Raff had a pocketed some of the anniversary stash before heading out; it was Saturday night and no doubt there’d be some folks around who were looking to party and they could make his Ma’s hundred bucks back easy.
Aces was the one bar on Whiskey row that hadn’t turned into a pussy joint catering to the college crowd from up north or the tourists from all over. It was the last true biker joint on the strip and when Raff and Jeanie were kids back in high school, it was the one place in town that would actually serve them without the benefit of an ID. Yeah, sometimes the boys got a little busted up by bearded, toothless bikers, and the girls got their titties or asses grabbed, but other than those few minor inconveniences, it was still a great place, and the only place they went to on the rare occasions they had a free night.
Aces was at its Saturday night best; folks in leather and denim crammed shoulder-to-shoulder, the air stinking of sawdust and piss; a cloud of cigarette smoke blanketing the air, despite the fact the state of Arizona had enacted a state wide ban on smoking indoors. (Like a cop would ever show his face in Aces for anything short of a killing.)
As soon as they stepped inside, Jeanie caught sight of her two best friends Marla and Christi and ran over to them for a couple of big hugs and senseless happy babble that only lifelong friends can share. Both Marla and Christi was a couple of sluts back in high school (Sluts for everyone except him, and God knows he tried getting into their panties on more than a few times.) and they were still a couple of whores now. Raff more or less couldn’t stand the sight of either one of them. So instead of tagging along behind his wife and just standing there all night listening to their bullshit about no good kids and their half a dozen dead beat dads, he let his old dealer instincts kick in so maybe he could unload some the anniversary stash and make a few bucks.
It was never much work unloading product at Aces, all Raff really had to go and do was head to the bar and have a few words with the lead bartender, Will. Will was one of those paranoid mother fuckers who should have given up the life a good ten years ago, but was too fucked up all the time to realize that he was turning his brain into Swiss cheese; and for as long as Raff knew him, the skin and bones, toothless ass wipe had made up code for just about everything from asking about the weather to where you could score a cheap blow job from a hooker; hell, you couldn’t even just order a simple beer from the guy without him getting all shifty eyed and conspiratorial on your ass. He had to take a couple of minutes trying to remember what Will’s little code was a few years back when Raff was spreading his shit around thick.
“Will, why don’t you gimme a red bull and vodka?” He shouted into Will’s waxy eardrum.
At first, all Will did was squint at him like he was getting ready to take a shit or come out from behind the bar and bust out his teeth with a baseball bat.
“Come on, man, you know what I mean, Will? A red bull and vodka!”
Will finally came around, giggling a little bit and giving Raff a good long look at his black, diseased hole of a mouth.
“Shit, man, I stopped using that one six months back. I was pretty sure the pigs were catching onto it.” He said. “I’ll get right on it. You need anything else?”
“Yeah, how’s about a beer?”
“A beer?” Will made gestures with his hand like he had some skank bobbing up and down on his balls. “Are you sure? I mean, with your wife here and all?”
“No, Man! Just get me a Budweiser, Dude!”
It didn’t take long for Will to round up a few buyers. Most of them were good old boy bikers and long time customers who’d been trying to coax him out of retirement the past couple of years and were happier than shit to get a piece of his good old fashion pixie dust; they didn’t even mind the fifty bucks a quarter he was charging them. The biggest surprise of the buyers Will lined up for him was Glory Danners.
Glory was the A number one cause of most of his wet dreams during high school. Back then she was all waist length blonde hair, big firm tits, and tight little butthole. She went for the athletic rich boy type back then, even though her and her daddy lived in a rusted out piece of shit single wide trailer. Who knows, maybe she would’ve gone for him if he grew a sack and actually talked with her instead of just staring at her and rubbing his hard on through his jeans pockets.
She didn’t look all that much different from high school. Yeah, she’d sprouted a bit of a muffin top around her middle, and her big glorious fun bags looked like they were doing more than their fair share of drooping, but she was still a knock out.
The only problem with selling to her is the good old girl only had a twenty spot to set herself up with, but he was feeling pretty generous, and he’d made Ma anniversary gift sprout from a mere one hundred to close to four with the sales he’d made to the other customers; so what the hell, he told Glory they could go and share a couple of lines with each other out in the truck and she could keep her twenty bucks to drink with. Glory got all excited and threw a big hug around Raff’s shoulders and they started heading out to the truck. He cut up three big fat lines a piece for the two of them out in the truck and headed back in without a word between the two of them and split apart immediately once they were back inside.
His head was spinning and he failed to notice Jeanie and her two best friends scowling at him from over by the juke box.
Jeanie started in on him about Glory as soon as they were headed out to the truck a few minutes after last call.
“So what’d that bitch want?”
“What bitch, baby?” He asked as he tried looping his arm across her shoulder, she dodged it fast and angry. He’d forgotten all about Glory.
“You know who, you fucking liar! Glory!”
“Oh. . .I don’t know, I think I sold her a couple of lines. . .that’s all.”
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