RED CORVETTE

The furious sound of the sleek red Corvette ripping through the narrow alleyway was deafening. Like a bullet through water, the car smoothly broke through space, time, and sound, demanding attention for its power and strength. The noise that filled the alleyway was a mixture of the sleek metal breaking trough the air, the wheels pressing down on the gravel in a rhythmic pattern, and the piercing, loud music that blared out of car’s open windows. Light reflected and shimmered like dancing demons from the smooth red metal curves as sunlight hit them. The red Corvette was a loud, blazing, red flame, burning through the road.

With a loud screech of the tires, the car pulled out to the street and took a sharp right turn. It was just a few feet away from an old brick house with large white Greek letters on its front. Smoothly, the vibrant red car slowed to a stop before a sign that read ‘Alpha Omega Chi Sorority, San Antonio, Texas’. The two young men inside the car sat motionless for a brief second, allowing the girls walking by to admire them. College girls walked past the red Corvette and started. When they caught a glimpse of the two handsome men inside the car, they giggled nervously, as if standing before movie stars. Doug, who had been driving the car, reached out and turned down the music. With Hendrix’s Purple Haze now in the background he turned to Johnny and lifted up his brown eyebrows in a questioning motion. He was a tall man in his late-twenties, obviously fit and strong.  He had a strong, square jaw and deep set dark blue eyes, which sparkled against his very light blond hair, kept in a trendy short and messy cut, with long sideburns that most women found deeply alluring. He was wearing a pair of Tommy Hilfiger khakis and a light blue Polo shirt, looking like a GI-Joe figure on a day off. Without lowering his eyebrows, Doug smiled and jokingly challenged Johnny: “Go on! You said you could get them to come.”

Johnny lifted up his aviator sunglasses to reveal dark brown eyes set in heavy eyebrows and long eyelashes. His hair was dark and wavy, loosely combed back to reveal his handsome face. He was as tall as Doug, but just slightly leaner. His body was muscular but not big, covered by a network of protruding, manly veins. In his tight white t-shirt, and torn and faded jeans, he fitted the image of a ‘bad-boy’ perfectly. Looking annoyed that someone would doubt his conquering powers he opened the door and answered Doug as he stepped out of the car “No problem. Just wait, you’ll see.”

Johnny stepped out of the car and slowly combed back his hair to the admiring looks of the young female college students coming in and out of the Greek house. He put his sunglasses back on and confidently strolled to the entrance of the Sorority House.  
Doug shook his head and smiled – Johnny was quite the character. He turned the volume back up and looked abstractedly at the girls walking by. He tapped the rhythm of the electric guitar on the glossy door of his loved car as he got ready to wait a few minutes for Johnny to return. But it was less than two minutes before he heard the sound of girly giggles approaching the car. Johnny was walking back from the house with two young and very friendly looking college students, one on each of his sides. Mindy, a short and perky blond, was laughing as Johnny teasingly pulled on the strap of her tank top. She was a pretty girl, with a freckled nose and perfect white teeth. Her blond hair was tied up in a neat ponytail, and her tank top and short shorts, showed off her tanned and athletic figure, the result of being part of the University’s swimming team. Her friend Nancy was only a bit taller, with light brown hair that she down over her shoulders. She was also dressed in short shorts and a tank top – this was almost the uniform for the college girls. Nancy was not as tanned as Mindy, and looked more delicate than her sporty friend.  

Johnny approached the Corvette and, with an artistic flare, bowed and presented the car and his friend to the girls: “Ladies, this is my best friend and personal lawyer, Doug Thomas.”

Doug smiled and looked pleasantly surprised. Johnny’s charm with girls never failed, but this time he had picked up two particularly pretty girls. Doug specially liked Cindy’s delicate appearance and friendly but shy look. He jumped out of the car to open the door for the girls, playing along with Johnny’s gentlemanly act.  

Johnny smiled at Doug and gesturing toward the girls bowed again saying “Doug, may I please present the ladies: Cindy and Nancy.”
Mindy giggled and playfully hit Johnny on the arm “Mindy, Not Cindy!” 
Doug bowed like Sir Galahad with a smile and then extended his hands to the girls, “Nice to meet you, Mindy, and you too, Nancy. You guys want to go to the river with us? We know a truly breathtaking spot.”

Nancy looked at Mindy and shrugged “Sure, why not? Tomorrow’s a holiday.”

Mindy barely heard Nancy, however, as the shinning car had captured her full attention. She walked over to the Corvette and slowly stroked its curves. With a flirtatious look she turned to Johnny and in her most alluring voice asked “Is this your car, Johnny?”
Johnny sighted under his breath and tried to laugh off the comment “No, maybe some day”, he said, walking over to take Mindy’s hands, “Mine’s in the shop.”

Mindy looked again at the car and a new thought occurred to her. With a confused looks she asked “How’re we all gonna fit?”

Doug started walking towards the driver’s seat as he replied, “One person can sit in the back seat.”

Johnny embraced Mindy and sweetly said “And Mindy, if you want…you can squish in the passenger seat with me…?” Mindy giggled again and followed Nancy into the car.

**
The drive to the river was short, and the two couples were soon enjoying the soothing warmth of a Texas spring day in the clear waters of a small pond. A few large boulders near a waterfall had created the natural pond with crystal clear, temperate water. Large and full evergreens and dense pine trees surrounded the small pond on all sides, separating it almost entirely from the world. It was a heavenly refuge made of leaves and water. 
Following Doug and Johnny’s example, Mindy and Nancy took off everything but their underwear and jumped into the clear cool water. The water received them like refreshing silk in the afternoon heat. It caressed their young skins in the most soft and invigorating way. All four of them enjoyed just laying in this secret virginal, watery heaven for a few minutes. Johnny, however, could not just lay still for long. Tempted by glances of Mindy’s shapely figure he began to splash water towards her softly, while pretending to do nothing. Soon a water fight broke out between the two, which Doug and Nancy immediately joined in. Laughter and screams soon accompanied the sound of the nearby waterfall. 

Johnny splashed water directly at Mindy’s face which momentarily blinded her.  Not wasting a second he quickly approached her from behind and pulled her underwear.  Taken by surprise Mindy shrieked and dove under water in a desperate chase after her underwear. She came up again a few feet away, laughing. She put all her strength into splashing water back at Johnny as she laughed and asked “What are you trying to do, drown me?”

Johnny valiantly resisted the water coming straight at his face and walked directly toward Mindy. Spitting water out as he spoke he replied, “No, no, I would never want to drown you, or hurt you in any way.”  In a second he was close enough to Mindy so that she could no longer splash water at him and he could put his arms around her. Looking down intently into her eyes he asked, “Do you want to go for a little walk?” 
Mindy smiled and slipped away from his grasp. She casually swam away, but turned back to look at Johnny as she climbed out of the pond. With her usual girly and yet flirtatious smile she answered, “Sure, let me just get some clothes and shoes on.”
Johnny followed her out of the water and threw on his jeans and T-shirt. He turned back and noticed that Doug and Nancy had also gotten out of the water and were sunbathing on one of the large, smooth rocks. “Hey Doug, we’re going upstream to see what’s there. We’ll be back in a little while.”

The afternoon sun, like a warm embrace, was lulling Doug to sleep and he did not want to open his eyes or mouth to answer Johnny. Lazily he lifted up his hand in a thumbs-up sign. Johnny turned and nodded for Mindy to follow him up the path. The mountain waited for them with unspoken secrets and pleasures.

It was not a difficult hike and the pair quickly made their way upstream. At every step they were surrounded by flowering lavender and evergreens. The clean and soft aroma of the romantic lavender flowers marked every step in a narrow path filled with lights and shadows. It was a solitary path and seldom use. The fact that few humans had visited it in the last few months was evident by the many twisted and hard branches that blocked the way like warning arms. Johnny took the lead and vigorously pulled branches to the side to open the way for Mindy. His wet shirt stuck to his muscles, which flexed as he pulled the branches to the side. His hair had become far curlier than before he went swimming, and playfully falling over his sweaty forehead and face, gave him an almost youthful charm over his strongly chiseled and manly face.  

They came across a large palo verde tree with a thick and gnarly branch blocking their way. Johnny softly pulled it back so that Mindy could pass under it without having to break the branch. Before either of them could go past the branch, however, a strange cracking sound stopped them on their tracks. Johnny looked up and saw a strange piece of metal falling through the branches only a couple of feet in front of him. He let go of the branch almost mechanically and rushed over to investigate the noise. 

Several feet behind him, Mindy had only seen a falling shadow and heard a loud noise like thunder cracking far away. “What’s that?” she asked as she came up to Johnny kneeling by the fallen metal. Johnny was busily trying to turn the piece of metal over to find out whatever he could. “Looks like part of an airplane wing” Johnny answered, cleaning the debris of caked mud and dirt from the airplane wing with his hand to try to make out any writing. 

Mindy look at the remainders of the wing in surprise and started looking around for other pieces “I haven’t heard any reports of plane crashes around here”, she said, “Have you?”

“No, maybe someone was flying real low, trying to beat the radar, you know? Keep looking around. I’m gonna climb up this tree and see if I can spot anything else.”

Led by his excitement Johnny quickly made his way up the tree. He used the heels of his cowboy boots to prevent himself from slipping and his strong biceps to pull himself from one branch to the next. He was covered in sweat and panting by the time he made it to the top. The sun, far brighter at the top of the tree than it had been in the covered path below, initially blinded him. He grabbed on to a branch to regain his breath and sight and with a deep breath yelled down to Mindy “Anything down there?”

Mindy’s voice reached him only faintly, he had not realized how quickly he had climbed in just a few minutes. “Yeah, it looks like part of a propeller over here. It’s pretty rusted. What do you see up there?”
Johnny turned to look around the top of the old tree. He was a good head above all the trees surrounding him, and he had a majestic view of the surrounding area. He could glimpse red-purple hills in the distance, and all around him was a green sea of trees that moved with the afternoon breeze. Every so often, a large rock broke through the green canopies, like a ship stranded at sea. The course of the river could also be made out far below: it was a shining silver thread that danced this way and that around the trees and rocks. The sky was free of any clouds and had turned a melancholic shade of blue with hints of amber in it. It was a breathtaking sight and Johnny could not help but remain silent for a few moments taking it in. During that moment the world seemed so much greater than the life of any single man.  

“Johnny, have you found anything?” Mindy’s voice brought Johnny back to the present and he turned to start the climb down. Only then did he catch a glimpse of a large green canvas bag hanging a few feet below to his left. Carefully he made his way over and grabbed the bag. The bag was tangled on a couple of thorny branches and had a small rip on the side. Johnny put his hands on the rip and pulled hard to make it larger. The canvas material resisted for a second and then tore several inches. Johnny pushed his strong hand through the whole and grabbed a fistful of whatever was inside. He carefully pulled his hand out and curiously opened his hand close to his face. His hand was covered with a leafy small plant. Johnny lifted his hand to his nose and slowly smelled what he was holding. There was no doubt: this was good quality marijuana, only recently dried. Johnny whistled under his breath “There must be a fortune here...” he murmured under his breath. A devious smile spread across his handsome face. “Bombs away!” he yelled out to Mindy, “I got something. Stand clear.”
Mindy looked up to see Johnny struggling to tease something out of the palo verde’s branches several feet up in the air. “Be careful. You’re way up there…”
After some struggling, Johnny succeeded in freeing the package from the branches and let it go.  The bag crashed down breaking a few branches on the way, but ended up caught a few feet above the ground in front of Mindy. Johnny excitedly clambered down to the bag and loosened it again. With a loud clatter, the bag tumbled to the ground. Mindy rushed to it and began to examine it as she called up to Johnny, “What is it?”

Johnny jumped down from the tree and casually brushed himself clean before walking over to the bag. “It’s my new Porsche” he responded, with a broad smile of pure childish delight covering his face.

As Johnny walked over to her Mindy found the whole on the side of the canvas bag and pulled out some of the marijuana. She looked at the herbs in her hand confusedly. She turned to Johnny with her hand covered in marijuana like a strange glove. “New Porsche?” she asked, with a puzzled look on her face.

Johnny walked right past Mindy, seeming not to notice her confusion, and kneeled by the by bag, approaching it almost like a lover does his beloved. He took another pinch of the stuff from the bag and rubbed it softly between his fingers. “Yeah, there’s probably about seventy thousand worth of pot in here.” He closed his eyes and deeply inhaled the aroma of the herb. “It looks and smells like Panama Red.”

Mindy stood frozen in place with a mixture of shock and surprise in her face. Her eyes opened wide with open as she realized how familiar Johnny was to be with this drug. She looked at him and was almost afraid to ask whether he was planning to keep the bag. “You’re not going to keep it, are you?” she asked in a soft, timid voice “You know it’s illegal…”
Johnny turned to look at Mindy as though she was crazy. He frowned and sounded deeply annoyed as he answered, “You’re not serious, are you? What do you think I’m going to do? Throw it away?! This is the kind of thing I’ve been waiting for. It’s my golden opportunity to make something out of myself.” His voice had turned both hopeful and angry and Mindy felt even more intimidated by the tall, muscular man before her. 
“A drug dealer?” asked Mindy with a look of fear and disgust crossing her face.

“Yeah, why not” replied Johnny looking angrily at Mindy. His voice had a sharp and violent edge to it as he approached Mindy. He was standing over her as he almost yelled, “My old man was a research chemist in Jersey. They laid him off when they moved their operation to Guatemala. You think I’m going to work for some corporation? No thanks. I’m done with serving someone else and always being afraid of the future…” His face suddenly became calm again. He turned and walked back to the bag. He picked it up with a bit of a struggle. He carefully laid it over his shoulder like a precious idol and said jubilantly “This is my ticket to freedom!” Without looking at Mindy again, he started to make his way back down the path. Mindy’s eyes filled with burning hot tears. She shook her hand clean of the marijuana that was still stuck there, tried to dry her eyes and rushed to follow Johnny before he was too far away. She quietly fell into step behind him.
**
Johnny did not speak to Mindy for the rest of the day. When he reached the pond he quickly told Dough and Nancy what he had found at the top of the tree. Nancy, much like Mindy, was dumbstruck with surprise and then fear when she heard Johnny say that he wanted to keep the drugs. Doug wanted to ask a couple of questions but he could tell that Johnny was in a mood and he knew it was better not to push him. Johnny was known for having a temper that could turn bloodily violent even against his closest friends.

Nancy and Doug put on their clothes and the four of them walked back to the car in silence. Nancy noticed that Mindy’s eyes were teary and she quietly put her arm around her warmly. 

**  
Doug and Johnny dropped the girls off at their Sorority House in a much more somber tone than they had picked them up. Dough said goodbye to Nancy with a kiss but Johnny still refused to speak to Mindy. It was only after the girls were gone and Doug was driving to Johnny’s apartment that conversation started up between the two men.  Johnny began to plan aloud how he would distribute and sell his stash to make the most money. He was flying on cloud nine, imagining all the things he will be able to get and the power and prestige he would have. Doug listened attentively and contributed with his own ideas. Following his advice they stopped in a supermarket where Johnny bought some plastic folders and scales. Doug dropped Johnny off and drove off – he couldn’t stay he said, because he was behind on some urgent paperwork for his firm. Before leaving, however, he took a generous helping of the “goods” with him. “To test it out,” he told Johnny with a smile. 
**
Johnny’s apartment was a dark place. Most of the walls were painted navy blue and only a few white and black posters of electric guitars and cars decorated the walls. Johnny sat on his old and broken dark red leather couch and began to separate his weed into the plastic folders after carefully measuring it on the scale. 
Slowly he prepared a joint for himself and took long, leisurely drags.  The weed was strong and smooth. In minutes his eyes were bloodshot and his thoughts were slower and calmer. Feeling himself more powerful before the world than he had ever felt before Johnny started calling up his contacts to put his stuff in the market. 

After making a few phone calls he dozed off into a heavy sleep. He would have slept through the night if the phone had not rang. As if coming out of a daze he grabbed the phone and drowsily said “Hello?”

Mindy’s girly voice came across the line “Johnny? I was just calling to see if you would come to our party this weekend…? It’s a tripped out sixties party. You know psychedelic. I hope you are not still upset about today…”

Johnny rubbed his eyes. The weed had made him feel a deep calm and he had almost forgotten how annoyed and angry he had been at Mindy. “Sounds fun” he answered, and to Mindy’s surprised added, “How are your classes going, anyways?”

“Great.” Mindy was only too happy to hear how calm and friendly Johnny sounded all of a sudden. “How are you?” she asked cautiously.
“Fine.  Yeah… really fine. Oh, can I ask Doug to come along on Saturday? Does Nancy have a date?”

“No, go ahead and ask him. I’m sure she’d love it” answered Mindy, getting more excited by the minute. Surely it was a good sign that Johnny was able to forgive her so easily and be friendly and happy so soon after they had had a fight. After a short pause she carefully added, “Hey, I’m sorry about the lecture today about the pot. You’ve got to do your own thing.”
“That’s O.K.” replied Johnny quickly annoyed again as he remembered the whole thing.  He decided to just end the call before Mindy could do some big emotional number. She hated when girls got all teary and weak. “Hey, well look, I’ll give Doug a call and check you out later. Alright?”

Mindy felt the sudden icy edge of Johnny’s voice slap her. She was confused. What did she do? She was afraid of annoying and loosing this handsome, dangerous “bad boy.” He was an exciting, older man and she did not want to act like an immature, unsophisticated college girl and turn him off. She took a deep breath and trying to sound calm and confident she answered, “Yeah, sure. Hey, I had a good time today.” Before she could stop herself, however, her curiosity made her add, “Umm, you… sound stoned…?”

Her last comment brought Johnny’s mind back to the smooth flying he had just done. He laughed dryly, “Yeah, this is awesome shit, man! I only smoked half a joint and that was three hours ago. I haven’t tried to walk yet!”

As he laughed Johnny heard a rhythmical knock at the door. Three soft knocks followed by two loud ones. He knew the code. “Mindy, listen, there’s someone at the door. I got to go, O.K.?” He hung up the phone without waiting for Mindy to answer. “Come in!” he yelled towards the door.

A tall, scruffy teenager with long, dirty looking blond hair walked in carrying his skateboard. He was wearing a KORN t-shirt and baggy jeans. He pulled off his baseball cap and sat down in front of Johnny scratching his head. “This it?” he said, nodding towards the weed-covered table. He looked at Johnny and noticed his bloodshot eyes. With a short-snort he said “Dude, you’re like so wasted.”

“Yeah” answered Johnny closing his eyes and leaning back into the couch “You think you can move a fifty dime bag?”

“Let me try a hit” Dwight said in reply.

Johnny opened his eyes and handed Dwight the half-smoked joint that was still in his hand. Dwight fired it up and took a long, deliberate drag.  He held the stuff in for as long as he could and then closed his eyes and blew the smoke toward the ceiling. His head wobbled a little as he exhaled. “Awesome…” he said slowly. “You got more after these fifty?”

“I got enough to rock your whole school. And several other schools as well.”

Dwight leaned back to enjoy the hit “Yeah. I’ve got a cousin over at Pavo Real High. You want him on it?”

“Has he ever dealt before?” asked Johnny opening his eyes just enough to see Dwight.

“Just a few joints, but he’s good in business – repaints cars. And if he screwed up he knows I’d kick his ass.”

“Yeah, deal him in. I don’t want to sit on this stuff forever.” He sat up and started rolling a new joint. 
Dwight put his cap back on and stood up grabbing his neon-green skateboard. “Done, dude. I will take this stuff now and go talk to my cousin. Catch you later.”

**

Dwight threw the folders Johnny had prepared for him into his backpack and walked out of the apartment. He dropped his skateboard on the ground as soon as he was out the door and pushed off. Just a few feet from the apartment as he approached the corner a cop car pulled by, turning the corner. The cop looked suspiciously at Dwight.  With an innocent and friendly smile Dwight looked right back at the policeman and gave him the thumbs up sign. As soon as the car turned the corner, however, his hands made a very different sign. He murmured something under his breath and skateboarded away.
Dwight had never had a problem keeping cool under pressure. The suspicious look that the policeman gave him as he carried several packets of marijuana on his back did not bother him at all. He thought others could smell fear and he refused to ever give off that scent. He was sure that as long as he could keep cool he would be fine. No one was ever going to catch the Dwight-master. 
He applied his philosophy as he sold Johnny’s weed at school. He confidently sat at a lunch table, pretending to sketch something in his notebook while other students around him got food, threw away trash, and joined and left groups. The cafeteria was filled incredibly noisy. Students were laughing, talking, and screaming. In a corner a small group had decided to conduct an improve session of imitating their teachers on top of the table. Students moved their chairs and tables and the sound of cracking plastic and screeching metal added to the cacophony. On top of all these, loud punk music played in the background. The large and muscular P.E. coach was in charge of keeping order during the lunch hour and he made a point of walking through all the groups, keeping a close eye on every student. He let them make as much noise as they wanted as long as they did not get too unruly. Right under the watchful eye of the coach, however, kids would blatantly approach Dwight and casually slip him money. Almost without moving or looking up Dwight would slip them a small bag of weed in return and hid the money up his sleeve. He was not afraid or worried in the least and looked directly into the coaches eyes with an almost mocking smile.  
**

Johnny’s bad boy attitude was not the only concern in Mindy’s mind before the sorority’s party on Saturday. A couple of days before the party her sorority sisters had seen a very young-looking, very expensively dressed and attractive woman, drive up to the Sorority house in an expensive red  Mercedes 500 SEL. Everyone knew she was Georgia Jones, Mindy’s stepmother. Mindy and Nancy were coming out of the house just as Georgia got out of her car and, like she was in a photo shot, removed her rhinestone sunglasses to look around her. Nancy elbowed Mindy softly and said, “Look, it’s your step mom.” 

Mindy look up to see Georgia, who had just spotted the two girls, waving frantically with her eyeglasses in her hand.  “Great”, said Mindy under her breath, “she finally got dad to give her the Mercedes she wanted so much… Now I wonder what she wants here? Why would she ever come here anyways…”
Georgia noticed that the girls were not walking towards her and assumed that they had simply not recognized her yet. She continued to wave her sunglasses in the air and, in her strong Southern accent, yelled out across the lawn “Mindy, darling! Over here! It’s me. Georgia!”
Mindy knew she could not pretend to not see Georgia for long, otherwise she would get louder. With a sight she rolled her eyes deeply annoyed and pulled Nancy with her as she slowly made her way to Georgia. Seeing the girls walking toward her Georgia made kissing gestures and screamed out, “Mindy, come and give your step mom a kiss.” 

Mindy walked faster to avoid having Georgia embarrass her some more. She gave her a slight and quick kiss and then turned to introduce Nancy, mostly to have something to say. “This is my friend Nancy. You know; the one I’m taking skiing with us over spring break.”
Georgia turned to look at Nancy for the first time. She slowly tapped her sunglasses against her perfect light burgundy nails and looked Nancy up and down. Finally, speaking with a strongly condescending tone, like she was speaking to a three year-old, with a fake smile Georgia said, “Oh yes, your parents are from Dallas, aren’t they?”

Nancy was insulted and annoyed by Georgia’s attitude. It was clear that she was not wanted there and she answered curtly but politely, “Yes, my dad’s an ophthalmologist. Anyways, I have got to go.” She smiled sympathetically at Mindy and touched her arm caringly. Then she turned and walked back to the house without even looking at Georgia again. 
Georgia seemed visibly relieved to no longer have Nancy with them. In less than a second, however, she had already forgotten that Nancy ever existed. She turned to Mindy with an exaggerated motherly smiled and, trying to sound sweet and caring, said, “Mindy, I have come to take you shopping and to tell you some rather bad news about the ski trip. Your dad and I have made other plans…We have decided to take some time just the two of us in Tahiti.”

Mindy felt like someone had hit her in the stomach with a baseball bat. A dull pain spread all over her body. She was silent for a moment, and looked confused, annoyed, angry, and upset, all at the same time. She could not understand, or did not want to believe what Georgia was telling her. She pointed to the sorority house without turning to look at it and muttered, “But…but, I have already told Nancy that we would take her.  What am I supposed to say now?”

Georgia put on her sunglasses again and sighed, turning her face o the side, to show how terribly distressed this made her and how little she appreciated Mindy’s complaints. She delicately rubbed her temples with two fingers as she told Mindy, “Don’t get so upset. You can still bring your friend to the house. Delbert will look after you all and can take you to the club.” 
Mindy’s face, however, still showed disappointment and pain. She was not satisfied with the very “reasonable and generous” alternative she had been offered, (she could almost hear Georgia telling her how “generous and reasonable” it was). 
Georgia sighted and tried to make her understand how reasonable this all was “Look, Mindy, your father and I haven’t been away for months and it was the only time he could get away. He just finished a big acquisition and he’s only got about ten days. We’re going to go to a private island near Marlon Brando. We’re leaving tomorrow. We just can’t take you skiing to Europe next week. Anyway, at least I can take you shopping today.”
Mindy did not respond but simply looked down and nodded. Without saying anything else she walked to the passenger’s side of the car and got in like a zombie. She knew speaking with Georgia was out of the question. She did not seem to understand or even care about much. She would start to rub her temples like a woman in terrible pain as soon as Mindy spoke seriously about anything. Mindy guessed that by that gesture she was trying to show that she was getting a headache from having to participate in a useless and unnecessarily dramatic conversation.  

In silence, Georgia drove Mindy to some of the most exclusive boutiques in downtown San Antonio. Through the ride Mindy sat looking out the window, with her sight lost in the sky. She was trying to fight back tears as the Mercedes sped down the highways.  
They first stopped in front of a chic boutique that specialized in trendy clothes for teens. Georgia loved shopping, even if it was not for her, and within minutes she had chosen almost a dozen outfits for Mindy. Mindy went through Georgia’s choices and picked a few more things out. She took everything into dressing room and came out looking very satisfied with the first outfit she had assembled. She was wearing tight, low cut dark blue jeans, faded at her hips and tights, a see-through light turquoise tunic shirt, with a tight turquoise tank top underneath, and black platform sandals decorated with glitter. Mindy smiled at herself in the mirror and twirled around. “Well, what do you think?” she asked the salesgirl. “Is it me?” she asked striking a pose. 
The sales girl giggled at Mindy’s happiness and happily replied “Definitely.”
Georgia gave the girl a cold and annoyed look. Then she looked at Mindy and sighted and rolled her eyes just slightly. “Well…” she said slowly, putting out her cigarette, “Don’t you want something a little more, umm, sophisticated?”

Mindy did not even turn to look at Georgia. “Look, I don’t want to look sophisticated. I want to look like this. I like this outfit” she replied with a hard edge on her voice. Georgia could always manage to make her feel inferior. She tried hard not to be rude but almost wanted to use this opportunity to tell her step mom all she thought about her.

Georgia did not care. She sighted as if bored by Mindy’s lack of good taste. “Very well, then…” she said, lazily handing her gold credit card to the sales girl. Mindy went back into the dressing room and chose whatever else she wanted to buy without bothering to model it for Georgia anymore. “What’s the point!” she figured.

**
The ride back to the Sorority house was again completely silent. Mindy stared out the window at passing cars the entire way, trying to imagine herself in them having friendly conversations with people who cared. Georgia did not seem to notice or care. She would use any stops in the road to check on her hair or make up in the rear view mirror and she placed a couple of calls on her cell phone to check on her dry cleaning and a manicure appointment. When they stopped before the Alpha Omega Chi House Mindy opened the door and started to pull out her shopping bags with an almost inaudible “Thanks.” Suddenly Georgia seemed to remember something and grabbed Mindy’s arm, “Wait Mindy.” She reached into her purse and pulled out an envelope. “Your father wanted me to give this to you for when we’re out of the country.  He’s sorry that he won’t be able to spend spring break with you.”

Mindy looked down at the money-stuffed enveloped Georgia was holding up and again she felt tears flowing to her eyes like warm pain spilling over. She quickly grabbed the envelope and said under her breath “Gee, a consolation prize.” Reluctantly she bent down to kiss Georgia and said “Thanks Georgia.” She grabbed all her shopping bags and closing the door to the Mercedes said, “Tell daddy I love him.”

Georgia smiled and nodded with a relaxed wave. Seeing her drive away happily anyone would have guessed that she had just completed a fun and happy shopping trip with Mindy. 
**

While Mindy spent the afternoon shopping with Georgia, Doug and Johnny met at their local gym for a game of racquetball. They played at least once a week and were both advanced players. They were both fit and sporty men and became competitive and even aggressive during any game. They played only to win and saw every victory as a sign of their worth as men. After over an hour of heated playing both were drenched in sweat. Johnny had taken his shirt off and his tanned and muscular body glistened in the white gym lights. He was breathing more heavily than usual and seemed to have to concentrate especially hard on the game today.

Doug was also tired but today he was clearly more coordinated and faster than Johnny.  He hit the ball hard and Johnny went up for the shot but just missed it. Frustrated he threw his racket down and grabbed his head with his hands clenching his teeth. The jugular veins in his neck were flexed and straining as he held back an angry scream.

Doug laughed at his friend passionate response and said “Ah, perhaps too much of the evil hair, brother Johnny. You don’t ordinarily miss shots like that one.”
Johnny exhaled loudly and wiped the sweat from his brow. “Yes, brother, that is it. Would you care for a few more samples?”

Doug shrugged his shoulders, passively agreeing.  He began to play with his racket, trying to balance it on the palm of his hand.  Casually he asked, “So, has Mindy sampled any with you?”

Johnny was walking towards the ball “Not yet, but I am sure she will at the party. She can’t be such a little girl.”

“I gave some to a few of the guys at the firm. The consensus is that it’s lethal! I’d like to buy a pound from you.”
Johnny threw the ball back at Doug, knocking the racket off his hand. “A pound is a bit risky, counselor. Isn’t it?”

Doug grabbed the ball and his towel and the two of them started walking out of the racquetball cage and headed toward the parking lot.  Doug stopped thirstily drink from a water fountain and let the cool water run over his face invigorating him like a shot of liquid energy.  He stood up and shook his head splashing Johnny with the cold water. Wiping his mouth with the back of his hand he answered Johnny, “Money is money. It’s neither good… nor bad. How much?”

“A thousand” said Johnny without looking at Doug.

“Consider it sold” replied Doug.

Johnny turned to Doug with a surprised look “You’re not going to question my price?”

Doug laughed and patted Johnny in the back as he got his car keys out of his pocket. “Look, I can get twenty for one joint. I figure at 1,000 for a pound that’s almost…450 grams. I’ll make 8,000 plus some stash for myself. Got to enjoy the goods myself.”

Doug reached into the glove compartment of his car and pulled out his wallet. He quickly counted a thousand dollars in crispy new one-hundred dollar bills and a couple of fifties. “Here, I’ll pay you in advance. Just put it in the trunk of my car – you still have the extra key. Make sure you’re not being followed though. And, by the say, don’t keep it all in the same place. You’re way above the maximum for a misdemeanor.”

Johnny quickly rolled the money Doug gave him and put it in his back pocket.  Doug did not notice but Johnny’s mouth was almost watering as he took the money – to have so much money, so quickly and easily in his hands… this was what he had always dreamed! Trying to look cool Johnny nodded and walked away, yelled back to Doug “Don’t forget about tomorrow night!”

Doug looked puzzled for a bit and then lifted up his shoulders in a questioning gesture.

Johnny pretended to throw his sweaty T-shirt at him “The party – Nancy.”

Doug smiled mischievously and turned to get into his car “I won’t” he yelled back.
**
Later that night, as promised, Johnny drove by Doug’s apartment. He parked his car a few feet from the garage and after making sure no one was following him; he casually walked to the trunk of the Corvette carrying a small package. He glanced once more around before opening the trunk and leaving the package inside. No one had seen him. He was sure.

**

Mindy’s heart jumped every time the phone rang.  Her hands sweated and her throat got dry as she answered, hoping and waiting to hear Johnny’s voice on the other side. She felt a warm rush, like lava boiling inside her lungs whenever it was Johnny who called. She could not explain why it made her so happy that he would call, why she felt she had accomplished something wonderful if he sounded happy with her and said he wanted to see her. So she was thrilled when Johnny called to ask her to drive around to make some deliveries with him. She quickly agreed to meet him in half an hour outside a nearby shopping center. As soon as she hung up she rushed to the closet to pick a sexy outfit which Johnny would like.  She chose to wear a short emerald green summer dress that showed off her tan. She put on some green eyeliner and mascara and rushed out – the last thing she wanted was to make Johnny wait. 
**
Johnny arrived only a couple of minutes after Mindy.  He jumped into her car, kissed her quickly and passionately, taking her by surprise like a sudden summer storm, and yelled “Hit it!”  

Mindy laughed throwing her head back and press her foot on the gas pedal so that the car screeched out. She looked like a picture of health and youth, with her blond hair flying in the wind and her white sparkling teeth shinning in an extroverted laugh.  “Wooh!  I feel like a gangster!”

Johnny looked at her with an alluring smile on his lips. She was such a pretty and innocent girl. A surge of pride for having her next to him suddenly filled him. He felt filled with happiness and a strong desire to make sure this pretty woman never left him. That she always be this desperately in love with him – almost like a master and slave. Without taking his eyes of Mindy he reached inside his tight jean pockets and pulled out a joint.  He pushed in the car’s cigarette lighter and asked Mindy softly, “Sure you don’t want to do one? You’d probably really like it. It’ll help you get over your spring vacation blues.” He softly caressed Mindy’s leg before taking lighting his joint and taking a deep drag. Smiling he offered it to Mindy. 
Mindy’s smile faded as she looked first at the joint and then at Johnny. Johnny kept smiling sweetly, holding out the joint and looking at Mindy with imploring eyes.  She felt the need to please him again, to keep him happy so that he would always look at her in that adoring way.  He was almost irresistible to her when he looked at her like that; like a little boy within his handsome and rugged bad-man look.  “O.K.”, she replied timidly, “just one puff.”

**

After running a few drop offs with Johnny, Mindy headed back to school for her afternoon class.  It was Friday and she had European History, her favorite class. For some reason, however, today she could not seem to keep her eyes open. She tried very hard to concentrate, looking directly at the teacher and taking careful notes, but it was to no good. Her eyes were heavy, and she felt deeply drowsy. She felt a warm, inviting dream calling her, and her eyes kept closing into a heavy darkness that surrounded her like luxurious silk sheets.
All of a sudden Mindy felt someone standing over her clearing his throat.  She woke up to realize she had fallen sleep over her book. Her check was stuck to the page, she had sleep marks all over her face, and most embarrassing of all she had left a good-sized puddle of drool on the book’s page – it looked like a lake on the map of Europe. Mindy wiped her face and eyes with a startled motion and blushed a deep crimson red, feeling more embarrassed than she had for years.  The angry eyes of the instructor and the mocking and curious eyes of a 150 students were all focused on her moment.  The few seconds it all lasted felt like years of humiliating misery.

“Ms. Jones”, said the instructor angrily, showing no signs of understanding or pity, “please do your napping somewhere else.  Not in my class.”

Mindy could not find her voice for a minute, she felt so overwhelmingly embarrassed. She sat with her mouth slightly open and heard several of the students around her snicker and saw a couple of them imitate her dumbfounded look. “I, I… I am sorry. No disrespect meant. I swear.”

The instructor shook his head and turned to walk back up to the front of the class. “If you care to follow along with the rest of the class, we’re on page 458.”

**

Johnny had agreed to meet Mindy at school after her class to celebrate his success.  She could not wait until her class was over and she could walk away from the embarrassment like a prisoner walking toward crisp freedom.  The second her professor dismissed the class Mindy grabbed her purse and her backpack and rushed out, heading towards the lawn in the center of the university.  It was a grassy square surrounded by desert-pink two story buildings on its four sides, which provided a welcome shade from the Texan sun.  Mindy looked for a shady corner under a large orange tree and sat down exhausted.  For some reason she was on the verge of tears but tried to control herself by taking deep breaths, one after the other, in a rhythmical yoga-fashion.  

In a few minutes she felt a bit more on control of herself, although she was still exhausted.   She glanced up and saw Johnny walking towards her with a tall, grungy teenager by his side.
Johnny spotted Mindy and gave her a sexy bad-boy smile.  He looked like a Calvin Klein model with his handsome face covered by an almost five o’clock shadow, his tattered jeans, and his faded blue shirt, which fitted tightly over his muscles.  He bent down and grabbed Mindy’s face almost brusquely kissing her with breath-taking ferocity.  Then he let go of Mindy’s face as suddenly as he had grabbed it and nodded toward Dwight saying as he sat down next to Mindy “Hey babe.  This is Dwight.  He works for me.”
Mindy was taken aback by Johnny sudden affection, as though a sudden gust of fresh wind had swept her to a distant heaven, but she just smiled and extended her hand to Dwight, taking in his young looks. “You work?” she asked a bit incredulous.
Dwight looked as dirty and careless as usual.  He barely touched Mindy’s hand before letting himself fall on to the grass next to her.  He stretched on his back and looked up at the open blue sky through the orange leaves.  He was dressed in his usual baggy jeans with a black t-shirt that did not manage to cover his boxers completely.  A black baseball cap covered most of his face as he spoke with a surprisingly friendly voice “It’s just a matter of speech.  I deal his dope.  You look tired.  That stuff really gives you the nods, doesn’t it?”

Johnny looked annoyed at Dwight and quickly cut into the conversation “Let’s not announce it to everybody, O.K.?  I mean, keep a little bit cool... right Dwight?”  He turned to Mindy and grabbing her hand playfully said, “Hey, I know we’re supposed to go to the spa and work out, but I’ve got to meet a connection.  Would you mind if I just see you tonight?”

Mindy tenderly reached out to stroke Johnny’s hair. “No, it’s O.K. I’d like to take a nap anyway; otherwise I’m not going to be able to do that party.  I never knew pot could put you to sleep like that.” 

Johnny simply nodded and remained quiet for a bit.  Several students were walking through the lawn in front of them.  Johnny followed them with his eyes and there was a mixture of anger and regret in his eyes.  Without noticing he started to nervously tap his finger on his knee.  His mind seemed busy in an unconscious self-inspection.  As if disturbed by what he found he suddenly turned back to Mindy and picked up on her last comments. “Yeah, sometimes it lays you out.  My car’s still in the shop, Mindy.  Can you drop us off over at Miracle Pizza?”

Mindy lifted her eyebrows in surprise.  “That’s in the barrio mi amigo.  Have you forgotten you’re white?”

Dwight was still laying on his back staring up at the clouds and he did not move at all as he answered Mindy’s worries, “It’s O.K.  My cousins all live there.  They’ll give us a ride back.”  He reached into his front pocket and pulled out two stocking caps throwing one of them to Johnny.  “Besides with these, they’ll think we’re home boys.”
“Do you mind?” Johnny asked Mindy, patting her hand.

Mindy giggled looking at the caps.  “You’re going to wear that?  No, it’s O.K.   I’ll drop you off homeboys.  Let’s go.”  She got up with a bit of a struggle, feeling very tired still but happy to be doing something for Johnny.  

**

The barrio was a good forty minutes away from Mindy’s university.  The drive seemed incredibly short to her, however, as she basked in the light of Johnny’s presence, even when he didn’t say much to her.  As they drove into the barrio streets the atmosphere around them changed.  Spanish signs began to appear all around and Spanish music drifted to them from the shops and restaurants like invisible threads of distant lands.  The rich smell of Mexican food also found its way to their noses as they drove through several taco shops.  The rich smell of carne asada and spicy chili made their mouths water. 
When they stopped at a light Mindy looked out of her window at the driver next to her.  He was a young male with a shaved head, wearing a tight wife-beater that revealed his many tattoos.  He had a spider web running from his jaw down to his chest, with a large tarantula in the back of his neck.  He was messing with the air shocks that made the car go up and down in an impressive rhythm. He was driving a low riding 64 Chevy painted in luminescent green with white pin stripping.  In the back of his car the figure of a beautiful woman had been carefully painted: she was a mixture of a mermaid and a beautiful Hispanic virgin, dressed only in a thin veil, looking out into the distance sadly. 
Mindy looked impressed.  Right before the light turned she yelled out in a friendly voice “Nice car!” and then pulled out burning rubber.  She was enjoying the trip to this neighborhood, which she had always considered off limits.  

As usual Dwight seemed unimpressed by anything around him.  He slouched in the back seat, looking out the window with a spacey look on his face.  In a monotone he told Mindy “Make the next left and just drop us off.”
Mindy did as she was told and slowed her car to a stop in front of a small Pizza shop.  Johnny leaned over and kissed her softly. “Thanks, I’ll see you around seven.  We’ll go out to eat before the party.”  He grabbed his backpack and got out of the car.  

Mindy followed his movements with adoring eyes, watching him pull the stocking cap over his dark curls.  “Take care of yourself, homeboy” she said with a smile and winked.  Johnny winked back and slammed the car door shut.  Mindy slowly pulled away, keeping her eyes on Johnny through the rear view mirror.  She saw two young men wearing hoods that shaded their faces emerge from the building’s shadows like specters, approaching Dwight and Johnny with a secret handshake.  

The two young men who approached Johnny and Dwight were Hector and Manuel.  They were actually only a bit older than Dwight but looked much older.   Their eyes and their faces seemed to have aged before their time.  Although their faces were still young, they somehow looked like two old men who had seen much pain, and who had survived great suffering.  Hector had a shaved head and a large pale scar that crossed his forehead and the side of his nose.  He wore a large diamond stud on one ear and had his name tattooed across his hand.  Manuel was a bit taller and thinner than Hector.  He had most of his hair shaved off except for a patch in the middle, which he had pulled back into a tight ponytail.  He had chipped one of his front teeth in a fight.  His broken tooth gave him a mean look and his eyes had a way of freezing anyone they looked at.  He had several tattoos over his arms and neck.  
After greeting Johnny and Dwight with the usual handshake, Hector and Manuel walked silently back to the rear of ‘Pizzas de Milagro’, with Johnny and Dwight following them.  They sat down on an abandoned metal picnic table and Hector turned to Dwight and nodded.  Dwight knew exactly what he meant and handed Hector one of Johnny’s joints.  Manuel took out a lighter and the joint was silently lit.  Hector took the first couple of drags and then passed it to Manuel.  A few minutes went by before anything was said.  The group sat in silence around the picnic table in the middle of a dirty grey lot.  There was trash and weeds all around them and the muffled air conditioning sounds from the Pizza restaurant, which almost covered up the traffic noises.  They were hidden in a bubble of smoke which softened the corners of the dark and ugly reality that surrounded them.  It was a place without time, without other people, without human substance.  They were all men who knew the face of death joined together by a drug that could liberate them from that knowledge, at least for a few minutes. 

Hector had closed his eyes for after taking his drags.  He suddenly opened them and smiled.  He turned to Johnny and offering his hand he said with a nod “It’s bueno. Me gusta.”  Johnny smiled in response, pretending he understood Hector, but whispered to Dwight “What is he saying?”

Dwight nodded “He likes it.”

Hector’s smile became larger. “I like it”, he repeated for Johnny’s sake, “I can move a lot of this for you.  How much have you got?”

“More than enough”, he reached into his bag and pulled out a packet which he lightly threw to Hector.  “This is two pounds.  $2,000 for me, everything over that you keep.”
Hector graved the bag and putting it under his nose inhaled its aroma deeply before replying “When do you need the money?”

“No rush.  I’ll come and pick it up next week.  Can you move it that quickly?”

Hector turned to Manuel and smiled to which Manuel nodded knowingly. “Yeah, no problem. Listen, Manny will give you a ride home.”
Manuel got up and nodded for the two of them to follow.  Hector did not get up.  Dwight and Johnny nodded and followed Manuel to his car: a midnight blue 64 Chevy with red dragons spitting bullets painted on the sides.  Dwight got in the back seat and Johnny climbed into the passenger’s seat.  Manuel pulled out of the pizza shop and got on the road.  He turned the car’s stereo on, and Café Tacuba blasted out at deafening volume.  Several minutes went by in silence.  It was obvious that as they left the barrio more and more people turned to look at them with annoyance and fear in their face.  
A few blocks away from Alpha Omega Chi’s house Manuel pulled up to a stop sign as a police car pulled up next to them.  Dwight, still wearing his stocking cap gave the officer a finger sign and then quickly sunk down into his seat.  Johnny flexed his jaw in anger at Dwight’s dumb joke and reached behind him to take the joint that Dwight was holding.   Without moving his arm he quickly hid it under his seat.  As soon as the cop pulled off shaking his head, Johnny turned around and slapped Dwight on the back of the head.  He was furious thinking that Dwight’s stupid joke could have put both of them in danger.  Dwight gave Johnny the finger and sulk down on his seat. 

A few minutes later they pulled up in front of the sorority house.  As they pulled up Nancy walked by the car and as she glanced in through the window she noticed Johnny.  With an expression of surprise and disbelief she stopped and asked “Johnny, what are you doing with that ridiculous hat?”

Johnny didn’t answer but simply pulled the hat over his eyes.  Manuel looked past Johnny to Nancy’s face and then, in less than a second, to Nancy’s chest.  He pulled his hands off the steering wheel and he pretended to be squeezing a pair of grapefruits as he said, with a lusty smile for Nancy, “Nice chalupas.”
Nancy looked completely disgusted and angrily turned to Johnny, “Johnny, where did this guy come from? I’m not some kind of bimbo you know…”

Johnny jumped in pulling his hat off.  “Yo, cool it Manny.  This lady is a lady.”  Turning away from Nancy he winked to Manuel.  He opened the door and stepped out of the car.  As he closed the door he nodded at Manuel and Dwight.  Manuel laughed and pulled out of the street with the music even louder.

Johnny did not follow the car with his eyes but turned his whole attention to Nancy “Did Doug come by this afternoon?”

Nancy started to walk to the house, expecting Johnny to follow her “No, he just called.  Mindy and I smoked some of that weed of yours.  Pretty awesome party stuff.  Come into the house.  I’m sure Mindy is in.”
Johnny followed Nancy to the common area of the house and then obeyed her silent command for him to sit and wait there while she went to look for Mindy.  Although a quiet girl Nancy had a way to command respect from those around her.  A certain melancholic air surrounded her giving her a seriousness that others obeyed.  

Nancy walked into the room she shared with Mindy and heard the shower running.  Mindy was taking a shower to try and shake off some of the sleepiness caused by the pot.  She stood under the spigot, letting the barely warm water run down all over her body.  She could feel the pressure of every drop on her wet skin.  Her eyes were closed and she concentrated on the flowery smell of the shampoo and soap she had just used, a mixture of passion fruit and daisies, trying to force her mind to be alert and awake.  Suddenly she heard the room’s door open and decided steps walk in.  Her head jumped with all sorts of fearful thoughts which seemed almost out of her control.  Reaching for her towel she yelled out “Who’s there?” 

Nancy smiled at Mindy’s nervousness.  “A friend of yours” she answered mysteriously and headed for Mindy’s desk to look for a lighter. 

Mindy wrapped her light blue towel around herself and walked out of the bathroom into the room to find Nancy lighting a joint.  She started taking some small puffs while Mindy went through her closet trying to pick out her outfit.  “Here” Nancy said, walking towards Mindy’s closet, “have some.”
Mindy looked annoyed and ignored Nancy, pulling out a brown halter-top with gold sequins sprinkled throughout its front.  “It’s only four o’clock.  Why should I?” she asked with a frown.

Nancy just smiled and leaned against the closet taking another drag “Come on, it’s the weekend, time to party hearty! Johnny rolled it for me.  He’s downstairs.”
As usual Mindy’s heart jumped as soon as she heard Johnny’s name.  Suddenly the joint seemed much more appealing and she blushed slightly. She reached for the joint from Nancy and took a long drag.  It was a party after all, she reasoned, and there was nothing wrong in getting a little relaxed before spending a night dancing with Johnny.  She swayed a bit under the effect of the joint and shook her head.  She smiled thinking of Johnny downstairs as she slipped the halter-top over her head and pulled on some very low cut hip jeans.  She tossed her hair with a bit of mousse and applied some charcoal eyeliner to make her eyes look dark and alluring.  In just a few minutes she was walking down the stairs to a room full of music, colorful lights, and laughter.  Several other fraternities and sororities had been invited and the house was full of young people dressed to impress. 

Johnny was standing in front of the band waiting for Mindy.  As she made her way to him a good looking frat boy approached her.  He was tall and as tanned as her, with curly golden bronze hair and hazel eyes.  He was wearing a tight polo short which showed off his pectoral muscles, achieved through countless hours at the gym doing bench presses.  He flexed his pecks as he walked into Mindy’s path and said “So, sweetie, what do you say our houses get together tonight?”  Mindy looked surprised and puzzled but instead of replying she turned with supplicating eyes to Johnny.  Johnny was already walking toward her with large angry steps.  Stepping right in front of the frat boy, between him and Mindy, Johnny gave a menacing smile and said in a low, quite voice “Take a hike.  She’s with me… unless you want to wear your nose inside out.”
The frat boy took a couple of steps back in surprise.  He was probably as strong as Johnny but he knew that Johnny was much meaner.  His evil look and smile made his threat incredibly believable.  “Sure, no problem” said the frat boy as he stepped further back and disappeared into the crowd. 

Mindy pulled Johnny toward her and in a stoned, slurry voice said “Come on, let’s dance.”  She felt completely uninhibited, feeling almost separated from her body, as though her mind was sleeping while the rest of her was alive and in fire.  What her body did seemed to not concern her fully.  She could abandon herself to its feelings and desires without feeling her soul involved in it all.   She danced like crazy, throwing her head around, kissing Johnny passionately and laughing loudly.  She pulled Johnny behind her and in a few minutes the two of them were leading a long train of people around the party.  

**
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