Linda was Tom's wife. She was tall, just a few inches shorter than my six feet two, with high cheek bones. Her hair was sun-bleached blonde and her eyes were a brilliant penetrating green. Those eyes were an ocean that I had often swum in. 

She had once shown me her modeling portfolio, covers of Cosmo, a genuine beauty that hadn't changed much in the five years since those pictures were taken.

She was here now. We were in the peep booth, a three foot by four foot viewing room for the twenty five cent loops. Her legs were wrapped around my hips as I pumped up into her; our tongues were mingling, my hands were cupping her breasts and twisting the nipples. 

"You are a sexy devil!" She whispered into my ear. 


I knew the deal. I knew she didn't love me; I wondered if she really meant what she said. I knew that Tom had sent her because they had spent all their money on coke and still wanted more. She was barter.

Last night I was in their hotel room with them. They epitomized the term coke fiends. 

They insisted I party with them. It was late and I'd already made my sales for the night. I had five thousand dollars bulging throughout my person. Stuffed twenties, fifties and hundreds into my leather photographer's vest. It had been a busy night. Now, here I was with a guy who I considered a friend and his wife that I'd wanted so badly ever since I first laid eyes on her.

I felt kind of guilty charging them and doing it up with them. But Tom insisted and who was I to say no? I enjoyed his company. He was a pretty funny guy, about two inches taller than me, Nordic looking with blonde hair and blue eyes, good old southern boy drawl.

We were doing lines of cocaine. He was telling me about his idea for an invention.

"Now you gotta keep this a secret man, you can't tell nobody, understand?"

"Sure, man"

"You know how successful that guy was who sold the pet rock? He made millions with that shit, millions!"

"Yeah, who'd have ever thought, right?" I looked over at Linda; she was bent over a table, her hair fell off to the side, I got a hard on just looking at her. She was such a fox. 

"Now you gotta picture this, man, I get a box like that one for the pet rock, only inside is a load of , you ready?"

"Yeah, what's inside?"

"Bullshit!"

"Bullshit?"

"Yeah, man! Bullshit, people are always getting bullshit from their boss, from their old lady or their old man, so this is their Pet Bullshit! It's a million seller man!"

We did blow till about three am, then I said, "I got to get home man, Linda goodnight"

"You can crash here, if you want." Tom said.

"Thanks but I've got to go package up for tomorrow night. Busy busy busy!"

"Yeah, I hear ya man."

Linda came over and kissed me on the cheek. "Goodnight Jeff"

In the elevator on the way down I thought, I should just stop selling to them; they're spending way too much. But if I stopped they'd just go to someone else, someone who probably stepped on the shit. They 'd probably have to go all the way up to Harlem and risk getting  robbed or arrested or maybe Linda get raped. 

They came to me because I had the best quality, it wasn't stepped on. I made a connection straight from Bolivia. Jos( was my friend too, he always threw extra in there for me. 

When I'd come to make a buy he'd have a shitload piled on a desk top in front of him, he'd scoop out a shovel full and tell me, "Here amigo, you got to try this, man!"

Jos( was smart. He'd be in a different hotel suite everytime I called him. Always top of the line, Gramercy Park, The Grand Hyatt, even the Plaza.

One time I walked in and some black guy pointed a gun at me, I started laughing.

"Who's this white motherfucker? He look like five oh!"

"Put that fucking gun down man, that's Jeff, man, he's my friend!" Jos( told him.

It's funny that I laughed, I could very well have just gotten my face blown off, but everyone reacts differently to fear, I suppose.


So now here I was at long last with the woman I had fantasized about. She came to ShowWorld where I worked as a barker. I'd stand there for hour after hour talking on the microphone in front of the Triple Treat Theater, enticing customers to plunk down ten dollars to go upstairs by saying things like "Live Sex, Triple X, don't be shy come on up and give it a try, gentlemen" My Bachelor's in English hadn't gone to waste.

My voice filled the entire complex, from the sex toy novelty store, to the peep booths downstairs to the one on one booths on the second level where the girls stood waiting to do a session with the doctors, lawyers, construction workers, stockbrokers and all manner of tourist that packed the place night after night. 

It was a sexual amusement park all under one roof. This was 1982, long before the crackdowns; long before Giuliani's Gestapo made the sex places into "Family Fun Centers".

I felt myself climaxing inside her. I hugged her tightly as I pushed her against the wall of the orange and black formica booth we were in. She got down and smoothed out her skirt. She had a black cowboy hat on, a Stetson, she looked so sexy.

"Could you front us a gram?" she asked. 

"Sure no problem." I pulled the one inch by one inch pyramid envelope that said C on it. I used Roman numerals. I sold Cs, Ls and XXs but nothing smaller. I couldn't be bothered nickel and diming. She took it from me, we kissed again, then she said,  "Don't tell Tom I was here, ok?"

"My lips are sealed."

I figured he knew. I figured he probably sent her.

It was a busy night. Throughout the shift, the girls would come up to me from their booths pretend they were holding my hand, pass me the fifty or the hundred and with my other hand I'd slide the envelope into the back of their bikini or down their bra.

At three A.M when I finally finished I walked out front and started to make my way to the garage where my old Torino wagon waited. I wasn't stupid, cops don't pull over family cars, they look for souped up Camaros or TransAms. 

 HONK! HONK!

"Hey Jeff!" It was Tom and Linda, they were in the all white 70 T-Bird. That car was as sexy to me a Linda was.

"Come on man, wanna go back and party?"

I was beat. I didn't really want to. I was feeling a little guilty about having fucked his wife earlier, I guess.

"You got any blow left, man?"

"Yeah, but.." I knew he was tapped.

"Look I wanna get an eight ball."

"You got money?"

"How about you hold the T-Bird till next week?"

I hesitated. I knew he was a fiend. I looked over at Linda. She had a desperate look on her face. 

Sexy devil.

I still didn't say anything.

"Ok? Is that alright?"

"I already got a car, man." I put my hard look on. Like the pimps I'd seen. They could put that hard look on and their girls knew not to argue, the smart girls anyway.

"I'll tell you what. You keep Linda for the weekend, how 'bout that? She's got some fine pussy,  ain't she?"

She looked surprised. Was she faking it? 

I figured he'd known all along. 

"Alright  man, but  are you sure? I mean, she's your wife."

"Don't sweat it, man."

So it was a done deal. 

Just take me to the garage man. I'm heading home. He pulled up to the garage. Linda and I got out. I handed him the packet of blow. Tom and I looked at each other. His eyes looked vacant. No malice just the hunger for the white powder.

She was a fiend too. But she was so hot. 

