Addicted to You

PROLOGUE

“Imagine a young girl curled in a fetal position. Her small arms

tucked deep beneath her, her thin legs crossed and tight. “Oh my God, I

think it’s time!” She yells out in pain as she struggles to sit up. I can’t do

this! She protests. “Help me, somebody please help me, the fourteen year

Old cried.” Only the crack house was vacant that day.

Carefully she backs herself into the corner, and spread her legs

far and wide. God damn it, she cursed, all I want is one HIT, she

continued, as she placed the cocaine pipe in her mouth and sucked in

frantically.

Within seconds, her contraction kicked in and HIT her so hard

it sent shock waves through her body. Shock waves so strong, hell, she

could have put the electric company out of business.

Ten seconds later, her lower body shook from the cold

hardwood floor, and a flood of blood began a journey of its own.

“OK, Joslyn,” she reasoned with herself, “you can do this.”

Reluctantly, she squats and bears down, as she attempts to push her

problem out. Her subconscious mind tells her to control her

breathing, while her weightless body shivers from all the pain. “Lord

please get this thing out of me,” she cried as she continued to push.

“Oh my God, it’s coming,” she yelled! Sweat and tears flooded her

eyes as she tried to focus on her unwanted child.

“It’s not moving,” she said as she shook the baby like a

helpless rag doll. What’s wrong with it? She continued to shake.

“Oh my God, she realized, it’s dead!”

Overcome with fear and disbelief, she quickly reached for the

razor blade that sat beside her Cocaine tray and carefully cut the cord.

The very same cord that had tied her to a life she never wanted

anyway.

Quickly she wrapped the estimated four-pound baby girl in

her bloody skirt and searched the dirty/empty room for a paper-bag.

Barely able to stand, she wiped herself with her T-shirt, then

folded it inside out and stuffed into her torn underwear. Panic-stricken

now, she grabbed her lighter and razor blade and stuffed it

inside her pockets. She then grabbed the paper-bag and searched the

room for the nearest exit.

The dumpster outside seemed to be filled to its capacity, but

she didn’t hesitate to stuff the bag along the side. “I’ll never use

drugs again.” Joslyn said as she quickly left the scene of her crime,

never once looking back. “Well,” she continued, “if I do use Cocaine

again, it won’t be when I’m pregnant, she promised…”

Twenty Years Later………

CHAPTER 1

“Two months in the womb and my Mom (Joslyn) was inhaling,

yes feeding, me Cocaine.” Cocaine that for six months of my womb

life made me very happy and in the very same breath, made my womb

life very sad. I remember the first time; it seemed like only

yesterday….

Floating in what I know now as the amniotic sac, I remember

lying on my back and staring up.

Suddenly a burst of raging smoke came hurtling down moms

passageway. I didn’t know at the time what to do so I did nothing;

but the smoke sort of wrapped itself around me and started to choke

me without my consent.

My lungs, although not completely formed yet, still allowed

me to cough and choke. I had no choice; in fact there were no

choices. My hands and fingers, although in the midst of forming,

were not completely formed yet. Pint-sized feet and legs, what could

they do?

I could hear though. Most of the time muffled and unclear,

but I could hear; and for the most part what I heard was that mommy

needed to smoke Cocaine all the time…

“John wake up, I feel really sick,” said mom as she gently

shook dad. “Watch out, I’m going to throw.. her voice trailed off.

Dad, realizing that mom was really sick, quickly grabbed the

nearest cup to allow mom to unleash herself. “What’s wrong with

you, are you sick?” asked dad, as he helped her to the bathroom.

“No, John, I’m pregnant,” mom answered nonchalantly.

“What?” he questioned. “How, when?” he continued, “Are

you sure?”
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“Sure, I’m sure,” mom repeated, as she hovered, now, over the

toilet.

“How long have you known?” asked Dad, as he stepped back

from her.

“John, don’t be stupid,” mom replied. “A woman knows

when she’s expecting, and besides, I was sick when we had Ron.”

“That’s true, you were sick when you was pregnant with Ron,

but you weren’t smoking a half of gram of Cocaine every day neither,

now were you?” asked dad.

“Oh, don’t worry, I smoked and sniffed it with Ron the whole

nine months and besides being premature, contracting pneumonia and

crying a lot for the first year or so, he turned out fine.

Said Mom. “Besides, she continued, “I know what I’m doing. ”

The next two months felt like the beginning of the end for me.

Mom continued to get high, and while there was a part of me that

wanted to hate her, my bond to her was pure dedication. While to

her, it didn’t matter that she carried life, or the shorter image of

herself. In fact, it didn’t matter that the child she carried inside (the

child she may never come to know) was too, a little baby girl.

In any event, I wasn't any better because at five months, I

knew exactly how to receive what I choose to call medicine. It

became a routine. A routine that I was very much a part of and one

that I couldn’t live without.

First, I would listen for the door to slam and then for my dad

to yell out, “Hey woman, I’m home.” I’d then wait anxiously for my

breakfast, lunch or dinner - my medicine. And sure enough, here it

comes….

Although I had no desire for liquids, I craved Cocaine. I

remember one day, dad came home and slammed the door. I waited

for him to yell out for mom, only he didn’t. I couldn’t cope; the

police were everywhere. While I didn’t understand the words he

uttered, it became quite clear, I wasn’t getting my share.

We, (mom and I) got so sick. Mom was throwing up all over

the place and me; well I just couldn’t keep still. I kept sucking my
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new fingers and squirming around. To mom, it felt like a beating. I

would kick, turn, and punch those walls of her uterus so hard that she

had choice but to break down to her knees. Only tonight when mom

broke down to her knees, her weight seemingly hit the floor. Oh my

God John, I think it’s time! Said Joslyn as she hugged the floor. No

not now, said John, as he hugged the pipe…

I felt dizzy inside, and my body started to take on a life of its

own. It started to turn around. I didn’t know it then, but I was headed

for a long journey. A journey for which there’s no return. A journey

of a child with addicted to drugs. Life for me would be an ongoing

struggle.

A sharp cold chill seemed to overcome my body, as the bright

sunlight hit my baby face. Cold hands took hold of my shaking body,

despite my quick shivers from the touch. Something cold and long

entered my mouth as fingers and thumbs pressed sharply on my body.

I didn’t like those touches and I didn’t want to be here, boy

was I mad . . . I cried and I cried! Not only because I had been taken

from the womb, but also because I still didn’t have any Cocaine.

“John, make her shut up!” mom yelled, as she covered her

head with a pillow. “It’s only been two hours and she’s getting on my

nerves already,” she continued, as she still covered her head with the

pillow.

“I can’t,” dad yelled, as he cradled me in his arms. “I can’t

believe how small she is, she’s less than five pounds. Maybe we

should take her to the hospital,” continued dad, as he started to panic.

“The hospital, are you crazy?” mom asked. “They will throw

us both in jail, and then what about Ron? What about me? I can’t go

to jail.”

“I guess you’re right,” dad said, as he placed me on the bed.

“She’s fucking pounding on my nerves, Joslyn said as she

tried to handle the excessive crying. Only it had been too much for

one day and made her fall into a fit of rage. A rage so strong, she was

willing to take her child’s life.
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Quickly she picked up the fat pillow that lay tucked

underneath the covers and consciously slammed it over her newborn

face as she attempted to suffocate away her small baby’s existence.

What did she care, after having Ron unexpectedly many years before,

she never wanted to have any more kids anyway.

Fortunately, for once, Nickie’s father put down the cocaine

pipe and ran to rescue his daughter from her vicious attacker.

Smothered by the very woman that gave me life, I felt my

short life flash before me….

That is, until my dad snatched, kicked, and recklessly took control of

what could have been a deadly situation.

“Joslyn, what the hell are you doing? He yelled. “Are you

fucking crazy,” he said, as he twisted her arm back and applied

pressure.

“Please John, No, your hurting me!” mom cried out.

“Well good, now you know how it feels. How would you like

it if I put a pillow over your big ass head, huh, how does it feel? You

can’t breathe right?” asked dad, as he angrily and aggressively

smothered her.

“Now you’re really talking jail time, killing a newborn baby,”

dad continued, as he released her and picked me up.

He had been so caught up in punishing her that he forgot

about me. “I can’t get her to breathe!” he cried. “She’s not breathing.”

Only mom hadn’t heard, she was too busy trying to regain and control

her own breathing.

Finally, dad placed me on the bed and began pumping small

breaths into me.

I could hear everything he said, although the sound of his

voice seemed to be very far away, and while I wanted to, I just

couldn’t respond to him, for I really couldn’t breathe. “Come on

Nickie, come on back to us,” daddy called out, “don’t die on me.”

Dad’s voice started to sound clearer and closer to me now. “Nickie,”

dad continued. “That’s your new name, come back to me Nickie!”

Finally, I was coming back to life, or was I coming into death?

