Chapter three

While Aaron was pacing his office and Farren was dealing with his family in crises; Leigh was sleeping. Leigh was a twenty five-year-old woman living in Los Angeles, California in the USA on Earth in the year 1993 a.d.  She had long brown hair; large brown eyes and a petite size five, five foot two appearance. She was a writer of novels, poetry, and songs. She was living with her long time boyfriend, Jazz McKannn, who was a base player in a very successful heavy metal band. A famous international act. Leigh was also an acid freak.

  At about a quarter past two in the afternoon, her bedroom door burst open and Jaz came in. Loudly, he jumped on the bed beside her, waking her up abruptly. “Get up, babe! We made the front page of the trash mags again.”

  Leigh lifted her head, eyes half open, and looked on the bed next to her. A picture of her, Jaz, Kris, and Simon fighting with some bouncers at a local night club. “Jesus,” she grumbled. “You gotta wake me up to this shit all the time?” She rolled over and sat up. “What the hell time is it anyway?”

 “After two,” Jaz grinned at her. “Party’s startin’ without ya’.”

  Leigh groaned and slid back down in bed. “I still feel like-”

 Jaz cut her off. “The ‘cid is here,” he said leaping off the bed. He stopped at the door and eyed her develishly. His long blonde hair almost hiding his baby blue eyes.

  Leigh’s eyes brightened. “Lazer paper?”   

  “See ya’ in a minute.”

  Leigh threw the covers off. She was still wearing Jaz’s tee shirt from the night before. She stripped quickly and went into her private bath. She ran some hot water into the bathroom sink and threw in a washcloth. She washed her face and armpits. She wasn’t going to shower; she liked to have clogged pores when she tripped.

  She went to her dresser and took out clean underclothes. She slipped them on. Leigh climbed over the bed to the closet. She pulled out an old Great White concert tee shirt and pulled it on. She opened a drawer that was built into the wall beside the closet, took out a pair of faded Levis, and put those on as well.

  Leigh went back to the bathroom and quickly brushed her teeth. She ran a fat comb through her tresses. Leigh took only a minute to look at her reflection in the mirror over the sink. Her complexion was a little yellow and she looked a little too thin. She didn’t worry about it and went out to get her dose.

  The stereo was on in the living room at a modest volume. Metellica, “Master of Puppets”. The big screen t.v. was showing MTV with the mute on. Jaz was standing behind the bar with the band's singer, Simon, making drinks for some fifteen or twenty “associates” roaming around Leigh’s living room. Kris, the guitar player and Leigh’s best friend, the king of acid, was sitting on the couch hunched over the coffee table dissecting a sheet of acid with a razor blade. Various female “fans” (groupies) and a few record company types greeted her by her first mane as Leigh made her way to the kitchen.

  Leigh grabbed a beer out of the refrigerator and a bottle of multi vitamins out of the cupboard. “Breakfast of champions,” she mused to herself swallowing two of the pills. Kris looked up and waved her over, smiling. She smiled back and trotted over. She dropped down on the couch beside her friend. “Hey.”

  “Nice to see you join the land of the living. Have you seen the papers yet? Great pictures. We all look smashed.”

  “Jaz shoved under my nose this morning-well when I got up.”

  “Listen,” Kris leaned close so that they could talk under the music and not be heard by anyone else. “Jaz asked me last night before all the bullshit got started, how much you was on, right? Then he started askin’ how much you do and how often and bullshit. He asked how much we do; of course I lied and told him like less than ten hits a week. Then he asked me how much I give you and where do we get it all, right?”

  “Right,” she answered. “I wouldn’t worry too much about it. He’s so god damned coked up all the time I can be on three or four and he thinks I’m straight. He can’t tell. Same with you.”

  “We’re in the middle of recording an album, Leigh. You know how flippy he can get and the drugs make him pissy. He instigated that fight last night.” Kris paused and looked down at the sheet of acid in front of him. In a low tone he told her, “I’ll leave you thirty hits in your panty drawer later when he aint watchin’. So, how many do you want?”

  Leigh smiled at Kris. “Now what do you think?”

  Kris laughed a little then cut off a strip of seven and put it on Leigh’s tongue. “Have a nice trip.”

  Simon had produced two rather large bags of marijuana and two bongs from under the bar; he was packing each of the bowls heapingly. “Bong hits!” Simon yelled out. A small flock of admirers headed to the bar.

  Jaz was on his fifth gin and tonic and Leigh could tell he was coked out. She sat back on the couch tasting her poison paper. Jaz smiled at her. He gave her a wink and she went to him. “So, how many?” he whispered as he wrapped his arms around her and drew her to him.

  “Three,” she lied convincingly.

  The afternoon flew by and the night became a psychedelic blur. The group spent a little over an hour at the condo, then the majority moved to the studio for a few hours. The band even laid down a few tracks while they were there. Around ten, what was left of the party decided to go have a few drinks at the bar down the street. Most stayed until closing time. After hours they hit an underground club that they liked to frequent. Simon got into a fight with the d.j. because he wouldn’t play any Pantera. He broke his pinkie punching the guy and they were asked to leave around 4:30 a.m.

  All that remained were Leigh, Jaz, Kris, Simon, their drummer Dave, and two girls. The group traveled to Venice Beach for the sunrise and lay on the beach until about ten. Later that morning they all returned to the condo.  Dave and the girls passed out in the living room and Jaz headed off to bed. Leigh, Kris, and Simon sat at the bar smoking pot from a glass steamroller.

  “That was a very nice evening,” Kris remarked, packing the bowl full of weed.

  “My damn finger hurts,” Simon complained.

  “You can still sing, can’t you?” Kris asked.

  “Yeah.”

  “Then what you bitchin’ for?”

  “Very funny, asshole. I think it’s broke.”

  “Oh, fuck you, Si.”

  “We’ll se how sympathetic I’ll be if it happens to you.”

  Kris handed the steamroller and lighter to Simon. “This will make it all better.”

  Simon took a big hit and held it in. He passed it on to Leigh. As she was taking her hit, Simon exhaled and said, “I don’t know about you guys, but last night I was off, and I do mean off! How many were you guys on anyway?”

 “Three,” Leigh repeated her lie, exhaling. She passed the stuff to Kris.

  “Enough,” Kris replied. “Enough to get off real well.” He took a hit and passed it on.

  Simon took another hit and handed it to Leigh again. He held his hit while she took hers. “Jaz says you been doin’ too much acid, Leigh.”

  She blew her smoke in his face. “Fuck Jaz. Where is he? Passed out. Too much coke.”

  Kris took the last hit and repacked the bowl. “Your shit is put away,” he directed at Leigh.

  “What shit?” Simon questioned.

  “Nothing.”

  “Oh, I don’t rate?”

  “Fuck you, Si,” Leigh teased.

  “What is this? Fuck Si day?”

  Everyone laughed a little. Kris took his hit and the device went around again. As Kris was repacking the bowl again, Leigh opened beers for everyone. After a few beers and a few more bowls it was approaching noon.

  Simon looked up at Leigh swigging on his beer. “You know what? You remind me of someone that used to do a lot of acid. He turned into an alcoholic and died.”

“Oh yeah, who?” Leigh scoffed.

  “Your hero, honey. Jim Morrison. Who else? You take right after him.”

  “That’s ridiculous,” Leigh countered. “I don’t even sing.”

  “A writer on the bright side,” Kris laughed. “Like, totally cool. How Morrison of you Leigh.”

  “Fuck you guys.”

  “The truth gets us all in the end, Leigh.”

  That afternoon as Leigh drifted off to sleep she thought about the night, especially what Simon had said about her being like her idol Jim Morrison. “Me like Jim? I don’t even sing.”

  Leigh awoke shortly after nine p.m. “Jaz ?”she called. No answer. She could hear music on in the living room. “Jaz!” she called again. Throwing off the covers Leigh took notice she was still wearing last nights clothing: her own jeans and Jaz’s tye dye. She remembered her shirt had got torn during the fight at the club. She got out of bed and looked out the bedroom door. She was alone. “Finally,” she whispered. Leigh went straight to her underwear drawer. She pulled it open rather hastily. Lying on top was not thirty hits of acid. Rather there was a note from Jaz saying:

                                        Caught you hon! Next time you ask me not Kris.

                                         Love, Jaz

  Leigh flipped out. “You bastard!” she screamed. Leigh went directly to Jaz’s dresser and began ransacking it, then the closet with no luck. She went out to the wall safe in the living room and found the mirror and golden straws Leigh had got for Jaz on his last birthday. There was a vile of his best coke in there as well. Leigh removed these objects from the safe and set them on the bar. She went to the fridge and grabbed a beer, opened it, and chugged some down. She went back to the bar and dumped the cocaine out of the vile onto the mirror. She cut a few long lines out on the glass. “You steal my ‘cid, I steal your fucking blow,” she growled.

  Leigh snorted the entire vial.       

