
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


[image: image]


[image: image]

SECRETS OF THE

SWAMPLANDS:

1.ALIEN IS THE NEW DRUG

[image: image]

© 2021 Seagull Editions s.r.l.

www.seagulleditions.com



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER 1







[image: ]




The South of Louisiana was hot around the middle of the year. One would think the sun had been paid to work overtime and when the light hit the ears of grains in the fields, it brought out their yellow and when you passed by the fields, it was like being whipped by tiny sharp knives. One of the good things about that time, and there were not much of them, was that it kept people mostly indoors unless it was unnecessary.

Tron stood in the garage for hours at the phone, talking to his dealer friend. They had been making arrangements on where he would drop off the order. He leaned by the wooden wall, he had a tired face and a short goatie under his chin. He didn't look that bad in his striped long sleeve shirt with the arms folded up to his elbow. He had one hand tucked into his back pocket and had a toothpick in his mouth as he talked.

Yena his sister sat on the green leather couch, biting on her fingernails and stomping her feet on the ground too loudly and too rapidly. She didn't have much resemblance to him, but she was for sure beautiful; the most attractive feature about her were her sharp eyebrows that hung above remarkable eyes and she had parked her hair into what girls around there would call a "Twin Ponytail."

"Uh huh... Yea... Sure..." Tron ended the call. 

"What did he say, where do they want the bags?" Yena asked all too impatiently.

"He said that he'll send us the address of the client." Tron said putting the phone back into his pocket. He could tell that something was up with her.

"You look giddy, if I was in my right mind I'd say you look high as a kite." He told her.

"You're the one who's high." Yena said, turning her face away. Tron came close to where she sat and knelt in front of her.

"Hey let me see your face," he shifted her face with his hand so that she turned to his direction.

"Sweet mother of Chewbacca, you're as high as a freaking kite." Tron laughed.

"I'm not high, you’re high." She pushed him and he landed on the floor of the garage.

The whole garage space was not that large especially since it had been turned into a storage space and a kind of parlor. Tron laid on the floor there and watched Yena from the angle where he was.

"What are you smiling at?" She asked.

"Where's it?" He asked.

"Where's what?" Yena asked lying back on the couch.

"I know you got some of that stash on you?"

"What stash?"

"Come on, Yena. There's love in sharing..."

"And why would I want to do that?"

"Oh no..." Tron sat upright, "did you get from mom's?"

Yena didn't respond.

"Yasss, Yena. You're def sharing."

He hobbled on to where she sat again and dropped down on the couch where she was. She pushed him back down again.

"Come on Yennie, just a pinch."

She finally surrendered after a while and gave some to him. He took out a wrapping paper from his pocket, and rolled it smoothly, before finally lighting it and dragging a smoke from it. The whole air was filled with the smell of the smoke.

"Remember when we went for that supply run down at St. Peters church?" Tron went on, "How you nearly screwed us over all because you had taken this stuff?"

Yena laughed.

"I didn't know it was going to hit like that?"

"Shit hit the fan real quick, when your wobbly legs couldn't stand anymore."

"That's all dude." Yena said, putting some more of the drug in his hands.

"Ok..." He said, "But you know I'll still need some for the road."

"Eat shit Tron." Yena laughed wheezily.

"Yea, yea, let's load the orders in the truck."

They took the bags that were in the garage and loaded them in the truck. And after they had filled the back, they put the remaining in the back seat.

"Why did you have to wear those boots?" Tron asked Yena who sat beside him as he drove the silver eagle truck while she chewed her gum loudly.

"They're tiger prints." She responded.

"I know what they are." Tron returned.

"Tyler said they bring out my eyes."

"What eyes?"

"The ones above my nose, dweeb."

"Well, Tyler doesn't know what your eyes really look like." Tron said as he made a left turn at the large sign post.

"Well, if he did, it wouldn't make any difference."

Tron laughed.

"Yea," he rolled the toothpick in his mouth across his teeth which made a crackling sound, "cause when he sees them, he'd be so glad he ever met you."

"Who cares what you think."

"You should."

"Pfft."

"By the way, where is Tyler? Because I haven't seen him in a long while."

"Yea, like you care."

"I do care about my little sister's business," Tron smiled as he turned his face towards the window by his side.

"I'm not your little sister," Yena said indignantly. "We both share the same age. The only difference is that you’ve got a bigger body and I've got a bigger brain."

"Yea, miss big brain." said Tron.

"Shut up Tron." blurted Yena.

"You, shut up." Tron laughed

He kept laughing. He laughed the loudest whenever he had struck a nerve that disturbed Yena. They had been driving for twenty minutes, Tron made a stop at a gas station and Yena got out of the truck.

"Where the hell are you going to?" Tron asked her immediately, “‘cause I'mma be done in like five."

"Chill, lemme get some gum."

"What the hell do you need more gum for? You've got like a hundred left."

Yena gave him the middle finger and got into the store. She went straight to where the packets of bubble gum were displayed and grabbed ten of them. She got to the counter and sprayed them on the counter.

"Anything else?" The attendant asked her.

"You wanna buy me something else?" She asked him, raising her eyebrows in a kind of saucy manner. He didn't respond, he scanned the gums and put them in a nylon bag.

"That'll be $10.98."

Yena dipped her hand in her bra and brought out some rumpled money.

"Here," she said as she dropped it on the counter. "Keep the change." said Yena with a smile before flipping her hair and turning to exit the store.

"You can't be keeping me outside for this long, I'm not your daddy." Tron yelled as soon as he watched her come out of the store.

"Shut up, Tron."

Yena ignored Tron's facial expression and got back into the truck.

"I'll have you know young lady that we've got serious business to get to."

"Yea, yea. Can you just drive?"

Tron roared the engine to life and they drove out of the gas precinct.

"How long before we get there?"

"Say, the next thirty minutes or less."

"I don't get it." Yena said as she looked to the back seat with the brown boxes seated comfortably there.

"Why would they want so much of this stuff?"

"Why wouldn't they?" Tron replied.

"I get that this shit is too good, but to order seven bags, what do they want to do? Give it to the less privilege?"

Tron laughed. "I guess the same reason you do."

"Shut up Tron."

"I don't think it's our job to worry about these things."

"I'm just saying," Yena looked at Tron, "we've never gone large scale like this. Don't you think something is up about this?"

"Hey, these are potential customers. I mean, you've always talked about us going large scale with this and now it's finally happening."

"Who are these guys again?" Yena asked in her suspicious tone.

"I don't really know them know them, but I've supplied to them couple times before and their boss, according to them, said that it was high quality and was really interested."

"What's this boss's name?"

"Jesus, Yena get off my back with all these questions."

"I know Jesus, and he doesn't do drugs."

"Well, screw you."

"Haha, ohh!" Yena choked from her laughter and coughed out two purple shinny balls that looked like pearls.

She put them back immediately into her mouth and then burped out loudly.

"Why do you keep doing that?" Tron asked her, his face looking irritated.

"I don't know, but mom says it's temporary."

"You've been doing that since we were five."

"That's so not true."

"You sure it isn't affecting your memory?"

"Shut up, you're the one with the memory problem."

They drove for another thirty minutes and just like Tron had predicted, they were close to the meet-up location.

"We're there," said Tron.

He parked the truck at a nearby spot and noticed that Yena wasn't moving. She was asleep; her head inclined to the side while saliva trickled down her jaw.

"Hey, Yennie," Tron tapped her on her lap, "wake up we're there."

"We're where?" She asked, while she mumbled other inaudible rubbish. Tron took out the taser gun from the glove compartment and stung her with it. She jolted up from her unconsciousness with so much adrenaline that her head hit the side window and left a crack.

"Jeez, what the hell was that for Tron?"

"We're here, and no sleeping on the job." He put the gun at the back of his jeans and flashed her a smile.

"I wasn't sleeping dweeb, I was highly meditating." She put her hand on the part of her head that made contact with the glass.

"Don't worry, you'll live." Tron told her, opening the door and coming out of the truck. Yena followed him.

They went to the back of the truck which had a trampoline cover on its face. They rolled it just a little so that they could take out what they wanted.

"Get the bag from the bag seat," Tron instructed Yena.

"Say please."

"The fuck,"

"Then you get it yourself."

"Jesus, okay, please Yena, could you get the bag from the back seat? Your highness."

She let out a little devilish smile which was big enough to slap Tron in the face.

"Here," she threw the bag to Tron, "what do we need the bag for?"

"So we can show them samples and if they're not really interested, we can go back to where we came from." Tron explained. “I’m not shoving boxes of weed in their faces.

"So now you agree with me that something's up?"

"I don't agree with you."

"Are we going to go in there empty handed?"

"What do you mean?"

"I mean what if they've got guns?"

"Well, I've got you." Tron said laughing.

"What does that mean?"

"Don't worry Yennie, I got you." He brought out a briefcase from the truck and opened it. 

"Oh, where did you get all these?" asked Yena, her eyes wide with excitement.

"I know a guy."

"Do I get to have one?" She asked him, about to put her hand in to grab a weapon.

"Yes," said Tron, slapping her hand out of the way and picking up a little gun and giving it to her.

"What the hell, Tron!" Yena exclaimed.

"Hey, what's the face for, that there is a plasma fusion blaster, one of many kinds. You should be grateful."

"Grateful my ass." Yena spoke in a very melancholic tone, "and why do you get to have that?"

"Because, I'm a big boy."

"Dweeb."

He pushed a button on the weapon and it transformed into a box which he hooked into the side of his belt. Yena looked at him,

"What?" He asked.

"Why can't mine do that?" Yena asked.

"Because it's a little gun." Tron responded. "Little but very very active." He added when he noticed that she was beginning to look down.

"Come on, trust me." He patted her, "now help me hold this bag while I put some of this stuff in."

They loaded some bands of the weed into the bag and when they saw that it was almost filled, they zipped it shut and headed for the abandoned building that faced them some meters away.

"You think we're gonna see the boss in there?" Yena asked Tron.

"I don't know."

"What do you think the boss looks like?"

"I don't know."

"You think they're gonna kill us and take the weed?"

"Maybe."

"I don't have enough energy to die."

"Yena, you don't need energy to die."

"Says who?"

"Says any smart person."

"We could have just stuck to staying low key."

"We were staying low-key till you're twenty questions came on."

"I can't believe that we travelled light years just to come to another planet to die."

"You didn't travel light years Yena, mom and dad did."

"Yea, big difference." She rolled her eyes. They were getting closer to the building. The whole place looked really abandoned and quiet. The only sound they could hear was that of their footsteps; Tron's crushing boots and Yena's heels.

Yena took out a piece of gum from her bra and chewed it, then she took out her little gun and began to examine the weapon.

"Hey, what are you doing?" Tron asked her in a hushed tone. 

"I'm checking it out." Yena said, reciprocating his voice tone.

"You had to do that now?"

"Yea, I thought about it, just in case, you know?"

"Jesus." Tron sighed, "Put that back."

They got to the entrance of the building which was pretty dark but they had some sense of relief mixed with fear as they saw a luminescence of green light that reverberated around the inner room.

"You're late," said a voice from the dark hall.

"Maybe you're the ones who are early." Yena spoke out.

"I think that's how lateness works." Tron told her quietly.

"Hmm."

"Did you bring package?" The voice asked. It sounded like a mixture of both Slovakian and Mexican. 

"Si," Tron said, "I mean yes."

"Where is package then?" The voice demanded as a huge figure stepped out into the green light. 

He looked really humongous, with a large beard that covered his face and a shiny bald head. His presence made them unconsciously take a few steps backwards.

"We'd like to see the money first, if you don't mind," said Tron.

"Money is not issue. Show us package."

Us? Yena thought as she looked at Tron. Her confusion was finally cleared when two other huge men like him stepped out of the dark into the light. They were also huge like the first man. One had a bushy mustache and tattoo all over his emotionless face. He had a bushy beard just like the first man and had tattoos also but his stopped just at his throat. The last man didn't have any mustache at all, his face was as smooth as a baby's buttocks, but he looked the buffest.

"Ok." Tron said, as if he had been cleared of some kind of prior confusion upon seeing the extra muscles. He threw the bag into the gap that separated the two parties.

The man who didn't have any beard moved forward to inspect the bag. He unzipped it and took out a band of the drug, sniffed it deeply and raised it to show the first man.

"Not enough," he said.

"Yes, there's plenty where that came from," Tron said, "now show me the money."

The first man gave a signal and the man with the huge mustache brought out a black duffel bag and handed it to him. He took it and unzipped it to show them. They confirmed that it was the cash.

"How much is in there?"

"Twenty million," the first man said, "like we agreed."

"Jesus, Tron, that's a lot of money," whispered Yena.

"Now you tell me, where is the rest of package?"

"Just outside in our truck but I can't hand them over to you unless we have the money in our possession."

"Fine." the large man said.

He picked up the bag from the floor and started marching straight towards Tron and Yena. They couldn't understand why he was marching straight to them but it didn't look right. As the distance grew smaller, the tension increased,

"Go wait in the car Yena," said Tron.

"You, go wait in the car." Yena replied, as they shifted backwards while the large bearded man approached them.

"I'm serious, Yena."

"Don't tell me what to do, you're not my father." she said stubbornly..

"Pleasure doing business with you." The large man said, throwing the bag forcefully at Tron who pushed Yena out of the way and got hit by the bag that he fell to the floor. Yena struggled to pull out her gun and when she successfully did, she couldn't hold it straight to shoot at the man quickly before he slapped it out of her hands and hit her on her head, which made her go flying across the room.

The large man moved to where Tron was on the floor, took the bag from his body and pressed his large boot on Tron's chest.

"No," Yena screamed and tried to come to Tron's rescue but she was seized by one of the other men that had been watching. The other two were instructed to go fetch the remaining boxes in the truck.

Tron, who was being held under the large sole of the larger man tried his best to free himself but his effort was to no avail. The large man shifted his feet and switched to using his knee to subdue him, so that they could see eye to eye.

"I think I'll kill you here and take the girl and the product with me." The man said, flashing a wide grin at Tron. He put his large hand on Tron's face and began to press hard, causing him to yell at the top of his voice. Tron, now really struggling to get away from such hostility. He kept one hand on his attacker and used the other to feel through himself for anything he could use as a weapon. Luckily, his little blade knife had been in his pocket. He took it out and quickly sliced through the large man's wrist. 

There was a lot of screaming, the huge man was forced to let go of Tron's face which was now covered in his blood. He took the knife and threw it in Yena's direction. It landed at the wooden pillar that stood in the room.

"Watch where you throw that thing, dweeb." Yena yelled from the ground where she and her captor landed after escaping the knife. Tron ran straight towards the man that held Yena and rammed into him with his shoulder, they both fell to the floor again and Tron had his fist punching hard and fast onto the man's face.

Yena on her end picked up a chair and hit it on the other man whom Tron had sliced with the knife. He fell back to the floor. Yena tried going back outside but then she saw a flashing light that was coming towards her direction, it was that of a vehicle. The light came closer and closer and Yena watched and watched until she realized that it wasn't going to stop, so she jumped out of the way with the car crashing into the building. She then realized that it was their vehicle and the driver who had crashed it so ruthlessly came out, slamming the door behind him.

"Hey!" Yena yelled at the man, he turned to face her. He looked like Yena had taken the only apple pie his mother gave him and he wanted to take it back.

Yena stood waiting for him as he approached her. The heels she wore were getting more difficult to bear with. Her legs were on fire, but she wasn't having anymore of the nonsense.

She was able to rush to her weapon that had fallen from her hand earlier and before the huge man could come at her, she pointed the gun at the man who only smiled at her because he felt she held a tiny gun.

"You not scare me with toy... I'll make sure I..."

Yena fired the gun before he could finish, causing a big blast that threw them both a good distance away. Yena fell and landed on the concrete. She hit her head and the pain slapped her immediately. She got up, holding her head with her hand. The other man was not looking so good either. Infact the blast had hit him that he laid there totally unconscious. It looked like it had killed him but Yena wasn't too sure and she also had no intention of going to check.

Apparently, Yena's blast had shaken the whole building, the whole place began to vibrate which was a warning to all inside. The other man who had been wrestling with Tron ran to his friend who had been hit by the blast shed,  carrying him in his arms before dragging him out of the area, the last man who had been in a fight with Tron followed them immediately.

Yena ran to where Tron was on the floor.

"You okay, Tron?"

"Yea," he said.

"What the hell was that Yena?" Tron asked, "You were supposed to regulate the power to the lowest."

"You could have showed me how to then," Yena told him.

"Where are they?" Tron asked.

"They took the truck, they're gone."

"Shit!" Tron exclaimed, "And the money?" He asked.

"And the money," Yena replied.

"We're screwed."
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To the north of Louisiana was Arkansas, known for its beautiful lakes and streams. In the summer, the sunlight simmered on the surface of the waters and you could just tell how beautiful the view was. But summer had come and gone and now it had been raining cat and dog. The whole area was muddy and people preferably wore hard boots to get by.
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