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Mom and Dad – For letting me play with dead things. My husband Ed – For playing with dead things with me. John Monaco – The Dork Knight edits like a MoFo.




Nick Grabowsky – For buying into such a twisted story. My sister Misti – “Gimme Money”




My brother Ryan – Your Inspector Gadget is still in the closet. Kapryce – You are just like your Tia. You love all monsters. Lynne – I DO work...sometimes.
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All my supportive friends who have asked to remain nameless – Including Terri, Connie, Scott, Kriste, Kathy, Dean, Dawn, Chuck, etc.




Big in Japan



I’d never been to Japan before.  Hell, I’d never even been out of Pennsylvania. But traveling to Japan was an opportunity that I just couldn’t deny myself any longer. Not that I cared much for sightseeing. But Asian women are banging hot! So after two years of scraping money together, I booked my 10-day excursion to the Land of the Rising Sun. On March 8, 2011, after a grueling 17-hour plane ride, I landed at Tokyo’s Narita Airport.  I took a shuttle bus from the airport to my hotel, shed my crumpled clothes and fell asleep on the sperm-riddled comforter (thanks Mom, for your comforting hotel nightmares).

My agenda began with a self-directed tour of Tokyo, but that soon bored me. I mean, I wasn’t really here to become one with the octopus-ass-eating culture. I had bigger plans. A buddy of mine had told me about maid cafes, where hot Japanese chicks would wait on you like you’re their master.  I couldn’t wait to see boner-fide Japanese boobs, so I hitched a ride to the town of Akihabara to fulfill a newfound wet dream.  I pranced into the “Little Lambs Limbo” and proudly displayed my pants-full-of-happy. But soon after making my entrance, I noticed something missing. Or, should I say, not enough missing. None of the girls were naked. They weren’t even topless!

A homely maid with ping-pong eyes and a nasty

Pekinese underbite asked if I wanted a beer.

Hell yeah, Godzilla! I want a beer!

As I waited, I watched pretty girls dressed in uber-

modest French maid costumes serve tea and cakes while playing stupid games with patrons.  But I didn’t come here to play Chutes and fucking Ladders. I wanted a traditional full-release Japanese massage.  My personal maid Godzilla lumbered over to me with a cup of green tea (which I didn’t order), filled her blowfish-sized cheeks with air, and began to blow, cooling down my drink as per her maid’s duties. But she blew too damn hard (not exactly the hard blow I had hoped for when I walked in), causing a small wake of hot tea to splash into my crotch.

Nice... a scalded sack.

Godzilla snatched a napkin and began to clumsily dab the spot. My gut response to the un-erotic nut- grinding was to scream.

“Get away from my balls, Godzilla!” I half-expected the maids to cower at the mention of the giant lizard’s name, but they just stared in the direction of my soaked and bruised package and giggled. It was time to get the hell out.  As I slunked towards the door, I noticed Godzilla being reprimanded by the manager. I felt bad as I watched her fucked-up eyes welling with tears. Damn it, Godzilla doesn’t cry!  Godzilla crushes and burns and blows torrents of searing tea.  Godzilla doesn’t cry!

I got back to the hotel and rubbed some burn cream on my package. I began to imagine one of the café maids’ tiny Japanese hands doing the rubbing, but unfortunately her face was that of the fire-breathing lizard.

I can’t even catch a break in my own fantasies.
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The Last Shinkansen to


Clarksville

The next day I decided to tour the Japanese countryside via the Japanese bullet train, the Shinkansen. What better way to absorb the sites than at 200 miles per hour as tourists snapped blurry photos of anything Asian!

As the famous train rolled into the station, it was hard not to be impressed. Shinkansen cabins were clean, comfortable, and even had Wi-Fi. I made my way to a seat and awaited departure.  My seatmate, a spud-shaped Irishman, didn’t waste a second. He popped open his laptop and quickly began a search of albino midget brothels of Japan. Since I hadn’t trounced my irrational fear of albino midgets, (my mom sooo fucked me up), I turned my attention to the window. But my “scenic view” was a violent smear of greens and greys. So I pulled down the blind and closed my eyes, hoping to prevent pasty naked Lilliputians and speeding farts of color from ripping thru my sensitive peepers.

Potato-boy must have sensed my aversion to his fetish, because he switched his search to a YouTube viddy from National Geographic about a zombie ant from the bowels of Brazil. According to the NG, this particular ant essentially turns into a zombie after contact with a certain rare fungus. Once the fungus zombifies the ant, the altered little bugger leaves the nest, clamps its ant fangs into the main vein of a leaf and dies, leaving the fungus to consume the ant, grow, spew spores and zombify another ant, thus perpetuating the cycle.

Hummm... very interesting.  I decided to check out the   bathrooms, since   my   eyes   needed   a  good scrubbing  from   their   internet   raping.   Not   long afterwards, a shrill voice from the intercom asked everyone to take their seats. Thirty seconds later, the train came to an abrupt stop. As I turned to exit the bathroom I saw a man staring at me through a small window in the door. Was he watching me piss? The Japanese aren’t supposed to be rude! I flung open the door, ready to punch the little rice burner. But just as I did, the train started to shake violently. We were either taking an off-track detour through a standing heard of cattle, or we were being hit by a real honest-to-goodness island-shaking earthquake.

As luck for the moment would have it, it was an earthquake. The peeping pervert fell to the plush carpet, and I crumpled on top of him. The train trembled violently.  I pictured local cult hero monster buddies Rodan and Gamera outside the train, wrestling for dominance, their bodies slamming into the earth as they beat on each other’s faces.

If I wasn’t scared shitless, I would have languished in

the moment.  But instead, the Asian dude I was cuddling released a fear-fart that gagged me back into desperate reality. I feared I would be found dead in the wreckage, with my arms around a tiny man and a “who farted?” grimace contorting in my face.

My mother would be so proud.

The quake lasted only minutes but felt like....longer minutes. Especially since I was on the floor spooning an Asian dude who may or may not have been perving on me moments before. The screams of rolling, flailing Asians and foreigners gave way to stillness as the quake subsided. I let go of my “little stinky tofu” and cautiously rose to my feet. Those who weren’t paralyzed in fear or crying were peering through train windows.

I peeked out of a free window, terrified at the possible destruction looming around me. I was stunned to see the landscape nearly untouched by the massive quake. A few trees and centenary poles carrying the train power lines had bent from the tremor, but the scenery was still beautiful and unscathed.  My awe was bitch- slapped by a voice from the loudspeaker declaring the Shinkansen immobile. Miles ahead, sections of rail were covered in debris. Many sections were twisted and uprooted.

We were urged to stay on the train and get comfortable. That sentiment was quickly fucked to hell when a powerful   aftershock   rumbled  through   the stranded cars.  Luggage fell from overhead compartments. People braced themselves from the barrage of backpacks, cursing tirades of frightened tourists and religious awakenings. Once the aftershock subsided, a few men from my cabin huddled together to discuss a plan of action. From what I could decipher, they were planning on leaving the train. It could be days until help arrived, and the extent of the earthquake damage was unknown. So they decided to chance it and seek other ways to get back to their homes and families.

The voice on the loudspeaker was very polite and

apologetic: “We are deeply sorry for the inconvenience. We do not know when the train will commence moving.”  A handful of people had smartphones that somehow maintained internet access. They informed us of the horrific devastation off the coast of Japan. The grim news of the massive earthquake swayed additional travelers to escape the bullet train and attempt to get home.

I was no exception.

Everybody Was Kung-Fu

Hiking

I decided
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