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chapter one

Christmas with Mom and Dad




Same old bullshit.







    

chapter two

The Flight Back to L.A.




It’s two days after Christmas. I’m in Denver International Airport watching this old fat bitch eat a cup of yogurt. My blood is boiling.

She has this weird little baby spoon, and these leathery fucking jowls, and this twitchy mouth, and her little tongue keeps jerking around to lick this shit off her lips—it’s really fucking disgusting me. But even more disgusting to me is the fact that her mouth has had cocks in it. I wonder what it is, other than age, that turns a mouth a man would want to put his cock in into a twitching hole getting yogurt shoveled into it with a baby spoon.

At some point in this old cunt’s life some guy was paying for her dinner, buying her presents, and being as nice and romantic as possible just so he could put his cock in that disgusting fucking hole.

On the plane—

There’s a girl sitting next to me with red hair and perfect rock-hard C cups. She can’t be more than nineteen and I’d love to know her name so I could see if it fits. I don’t ask her even though she’d probably tell me, and it might even lead to a full-on conversation, which might lead to something else, like getting her number or taking her out to dinner. Instead, I just lean back, get a big whiff of her shampoo, and wonder if she could ever possibly know that I’ll think about her for the next few weeks every time I jerk off. Probably not.

And I’m out like a light.

I’m still in a weird kind of dream when I get off the plane at LAX so I’m not sure if Trent Reznor walks past me at the Delta baggage claim. I am sure that the redhead is standing by me, and even though I don’t have any bags to wait for, she does, so I pretend to.

I look at her luggage tag when she picks up her suitcase. Alyna Janson. It fits.

Satisfied, I go wait for twenty minutes to pay twenty dollars to ride a Super Shuttle back to my apartment in Westwood. Coincidentally enough, Alyna gets on the same Super Shuttle and tells the driver she’s going to UCLA, two blocks from my house.

I stare at her without her knowing or caring until we get to her stop. When she gets out I don’t make any effort to move out of her way, so she has to brush me with her ass, and she has a nice fucking ass.

When I get off the bus at my own stop I’m glad I never talked to Alyna. When I walk through my front door I wish I had. When I hit my bed, I’m glad I have a girlfriend I can fuck on a regular basis. When I wake up the next morning to a phone call begging me to spend my last days off going to the gym and shopping at Century City with her, I wish I didn’t.







    

some chapter

Casey at the Gym




Casey has a fat ass. She’s a pretty cute brunette with a completely normal upper body, just with a big fat ass attached. She knows it’s fat and got a membership to my gym so she could go with me and “get cute tight buns.” She even toyed with the idea of getting a personal trainer and she bought an exercise book called The Daily Butt Regimen.

So I’m sitting on the calf machine ready to put my head through the fucking mirror. Casey’s across the gym, smiling at me, doing curls. For the past six months, since she started her ass-slimming campaign, all she’s done is fucking curls and bench presses—and her ass shows it.

I’ve tried to get her to do squats with me, leg presses, quad extensions, hamstring machine, any fucking thing having even the most remote influence on the movement of muscles in her lower body, and she always says, “I think I’ll just do some curls.”

I finish my set and move to another part of the gym so I can’t see her.


That night, after suffering through a TiVoed three-episode Real World marathon, I’m rewarded by her letting me fuck her doggie style. As I look down at her fat ass, I wonder if fucking her hard enough will have any kind of slimming or toning effect. Couldn’t hurt.







    

chapter three

Century Fucking City




The one good thing you can always count on at Century City, and any place in this fucking city for that matter, is that there will always be a shitload of hot bitches with perfect bodies walking around. As chance would have it, I’m staring at one when my girlfriend says, “Do you wish I looked like that?”

I wonder if the three hours I’ve spent looking at shoes and other gay shit could possibly earn me one second of honesty with Casey. Probably not. Instead of answering her, I just look up at nothing in particular and say, “Do you smell pizza? I’m hungry.”

On our way to the food court we pass a bookstore with a big line of middle-aged women, housewives mostly, some with kids, snaking out the front door. None of them are hot. They all seem like they’re from the Valley or maybe Pasadena. I hate myself for being able to make the distinction. The window advertises that Marie Osmond is inside signing copies of her book Behind the Smile: My Journey Out of Postpartum Depression. I turn my head to ask Casey if she wants pizza, too, but she’s already in line behind a woman who has a fat ass similar to her own and could easily be Casey’s future self.

I’m pretty sure Casey knew about this and actually wanted to come to Century City just to see Marie Osmond, which means the fucking hours of looking at stupid shit were just insult to injury. Because of this, I kind of want to disappear into the food court and spend the rest of the day changing my phone number, but I decide it’s not worth the effort of finding someone else to have regular sex with and get in line with my girlfriend.

Future Casey turns around and begins the following unsolicited conversation:

“Are you fans of Marie?”

Casey says, “I love her. I think it took so much courage to write about what she went through.”

Future Casey says, “You know, a lot of women go through postpartum depression.” She holds up her right hand like she’s swearing on a Bible before she testifies, then she testifies, “Speaking from experience here. And I think this book is really going to help a lot of us. I mean it just makes me feel better to know that even somebody as important as Marie Osmond has felt what I felt.”

I then end the conversation with this: “Maybe that woman in Houston who drowned all five of her kids should have read it.”

Future Casey turns around and buries her nose in the latest issue of Women’s Health magazine. Casey gives me an accusatory stare. I respond by saying, “I guess Marie can’t help everyone.” Casey responds by rolling her eyes and picking up the most recent issue of O from the magazine rack, which the bookstore has conveniently moved outside and stocked only with O and Us Weekly.

She reads it for the next fifteen minutes while we wait. I read it over her shoulder and these are the results:

Pictures of Oprah: Twenty-two (including her standard cover appearance).


“Articles” “written” by Oprah: Six (including the O magazine staple “What I Know for Sure,” in which Oprah lies about how hard her life is and hammers home how much more spiritual she is than the average person).

Uses of the phrase “Self-realization”: Ninety-four (in thirteen different “articles”).

Ads for Oprah-related products: Seven (including one for Dr. Phil’s show).

Paragraphs containing poorly veiled condescension: Four hundred sixty-three.

Impulses to ram the magazine up Oprah’s cunt: One (that lasts for the entire fifteen minutes I stare at O).

The other conversations around us might as well be the same as the one Future Casey started with Casey, the main difference being that I can’t stop any of the others with the uneasiness of honesty. I try to keep myself entertained by explaining to Casey the importance of the Nintendo Wii as a next-gen console actually being able to compete in the marketplace against the vastly more powerful Xbox 360 and PS3. She reopens O. So I decide to just stand there and not listen to the cackling around me.

This is what I hear: “Marie Osmond has amazing courage…. Marie Osmond is a genius writer…. This book should win an Oscar, or whatever the writing Oscar is…. The writing Oscar is the Nobel Prize…. She’s a hero…. Yesterday Dr. Phil was giving women the courage to leave abusive relationships and lose weight at the same time…. Today I think the Dr. Phil show is about teaching women how to be independent…. Dr. Phil is probably a great husband…. Cloning and stem cell research is evil because they have to murder babies to do it…. If Oprah was sick or dying, it would be worth sacrificing one child to save her, though…. Carney Wilson wrote a courageous book about her lifelong battle with weight…. It took amazing courage to have her stomach surgically reduced to the size of a thumb.”

The uneasy rage all of this creates in me starts out as something general, shapeless. But as it continues and we move up in line, Marie Osmond becomes the focus of everything I feel and the reason I feel it. I leer at her.

She smiles the same smile every few minutes. She sips from the same lipstick-smeared Diet Coke can every few minutes. She gives the same genuinely concerned expression every few minutes. She checks the same clock on the back wall every few minutes. She makes the same $150 every few minutes.

I try to calm myself by thinking about the fact that someday this woman will die, when she says, “Who should I make this out to?” and we’re standing a foot away from the courageous Marie Osmond.

Casey says, “Casey Childress, please,” and continues with, “I really love your work and I’m a huge fan.”

Osmond follows up with a concerned face and, “Well, I just hope this book has helped at least a few women out there.”

I want to say something mean, something wrong, something that will make me feel like this entire day isn’t a complete waste, but I know if I do Casey won’t suck my dick until tomorrow at least, maybe even the next day. So I shut up and steal a quick peek down Osmond’s shirt while she’s signing the book. Not bad for an older bitch.

She looks back up at Casey, smiles, and says, “There you go, thanks.” I picture myself behind her, pushing her head down on the table right in the middle of all her books and fucking her until she goes catatonic. I smile and say, “Thank you, Ms. Osmond.” Then we leave.

Back at Casey’s place, I kiss her and take off her shirt. “Aren’t we frisky?” she says.

“No, I’m fucking horny and I want to fuck you right now,” I whisper, knowing after a year of being in this relationship that whispering “fuck” in her ear makes her feel naughty enough to let me do anything I want to her. She unzips my pants as I sit down on her couch. She jerks me off a little before I push on her head and she gets the hint to stop fucking around and suck my cock. While she does, I look over at Marie Osmond’s smiling face on the cover of Casey’s new book. I pretend Casey’s mouth is Osmond’s cunt and I try to hear Casey slurping as Osmond sobbing. Aside from Casey spitting my semen all over my stomach, which she always fucking does, it ends up ranking in my top five blow jobs of all time.







    

chapter four

Brunch




Casey’s telling me that she doesn’t like it when I come to her house drunk. She says, “Last night was like having sex with a different person.”

I want to ask her if that’s good or bad, but by the time the question gets to my mouth I’m thinking about the dream I had last night and Casey still has a lot more to say, so I never do.

The dream:

I’m walking around the halls of my old junior high trying to find my locker. I think it’s on the second floor, but the school doesn’t have a second floor. So I go to the principal’s office to get a map and a piece of bubble gum, which for some reason I’m sure will help me. Once I get there, though, the office is really this comic book store I used to hang out in when I was a kid, and Alyna, the girl that sat next to me on the plane, is leaning up against a magazine rack reading an old issue of The New Mutants.

I say, “What’s the deal? Where’s my locker?”

She says, “I don’t know.” Then she kisses me with one of those dream kisses that make you think when you wake up you’ll have been married to the person who kissed you for twenty of the happiest years of your life.

I get tipped off that this probably isn’t real when my old family dog who died when I was ten walks in and says, “Do you guys have change for a five?”

At that point I was just a little too conscious to hold on to it and I woke up with that awful empty feeling you get when you realize the person who can make you happier than anything is a fucking dream.

Casey’s chewing off the corner of a grilled cheese sandwich and I’m so sick of the fucking cows on the walls in this place and the bitchy waitress. I think I smell dirt but it’s just the hippie-type girl next to me with blonde dreadlocks and a bent-up straw cowboy hat.

Casey says, “You don’t like the cows? I think they’re the cutest.”

And I guess I must’ve said that last bit out loud. I wonder if the hippie cowgirl heard me, but she’s not looking at me so fuck it.

I think very briefly about asking Casey what she thinks about all day. Instead I stare at our waitress’s ass as she refills a butter tub and wonder if Oprah Winfrey sucks cock, or ever has for that matter.







    

some chapter

An Average Sunday




9:21 A.M.

Start jerking off to the bonus gangbang on Cum Guzzlers DVD left in DVD player from last night.

9:24 A.M.

About to shoot my wad, flip the TV to a TiVoed episode of The View I keep for just this purpose and get supreme satisfaction in imagining what any of the bitches from this show would think if they knew I just blew a load into a dirty pair of underwear while watching their program.

9:25 A.M.

Watch MTV for an hour even though I’ve already seen everything aired in that hour.

10:25 A.M.

Try in vain to crack the top ten online scores for Mutant Storm Reloaded in the Xbox 360 Arcade.

11:16 A.M.

Take good shit.

11:22 A.M.

Try Mutant Storm Reloaded again. Quit after getting blown up on level sixty-four.

12:36 P.M.

Check e-mail. Take opportunity while online to download some porn. Best of seventeen downloads is a 1:15 clip with sound called pussstretch.mpg in which a woman inserts a vibrating dildo into her cunt while a guy fucks her from behind at the same time. Loop it on my Windows Media Player and jerk off.

12:50 P.M.

Put on clothes and walk to the LA Fitness in Westwood. Think about the first time I fucked a mulatto girl named Mary Cook as I walk.

1:04 P.M.

Flirt with hot bitch behind the desk at the gym. Imagine fucking her in the whirlpool next to the women’s dressing room.

1:06 P.M.

Hate lifting weights.

2:18 P.M.

Walk to Quiznos. Flirt with hot college bitch while she makes my foot-long Italian on white. Imagine fucking her with her ass in the lettuce bin. Smile at three hot sorority bitches sitting at a table in the back while I eat.

2:33 P.M.

Pass another hot college bitch on my walk back home.

Say hi to her. Think about what it would be like to fuck her in my shower. Consider asking her if she’d like to fuck—no strings.

2:46 P.M.

Take off clothes in preparation for shower. Jerk off standing up over the crapper thinking about fucking Alyna, the girl on the plane, doggie style. Blow load in toilet.

2:52 P.M.

Take shower. Wonder what Casey’s doing. Think about Casey fingering herself. Want a blow job. Wish I was still in college. Regret missed opportunities.

3:02 P.M.

Think about getting a haircut. Wonder who will be the next Nirvana. Remind myself that one day the sun will destroy this planet so nothing really matters.

3:03 P.M.

Lie in bed. Catch a faint whiff of Casey’s pussy in my sheets. Realize the cunt smell is actually on my face. Take a deep breath.

3:05 P.M.

Check empty mailbox.


3:06 P.M.

Watch an old episode of Martin in which Snoop Dogg guest stars as himself and throws a house party in Pam’s apartment. Martin and Gina are too busy arguing to make it to the party on time. When they finally get there, all they find is a note left by Pam, Tommy, and Cole explaining that they all went with Snoop to an after-party on his pimp jet.

3:31 P.M.

Feel balls for lumps.

3:32 P.M.

Get a hard-on. Jerk off to a disintegrated VHS copy of Beautiful Black Fuckers. Blow load to memory of Mary Cook in the sixty-nine.

3:38 P.M.

Hook up the 8-bit Nintendo. Start to play Contra. Get bored. Really want to play Super Mario Bros. but can’t find the cartridge. Turn my room upside down looking for it.

3:47 P.M.

Find Footloose cassette I received from Lisa Franklin for fifth-grade birthday. Wonder what happened to Lisa. Imagine what she looks like now. Imagine titty-fucking her adult version. Think better of it. Imagine fucking her doggie style.

3:48 P.M.

Play Footloose cassette. Imagine being back in the fifth grade. Wonder if anybody was fucking in the fifth grade. Wonder if I could have even gotten a hard-on in fifth grade. Try to remember the first time I got a hard-on. Can’t.

3:50 P.M.

Think about the girls I could have fucked in junior high.

3:53 P.M.

Think about the girls I could have fucked in high school.

3:57 P.M.

Think of all the hot bitches from high school that I never fucked who are now married. Wonder if I’ll ever fuck a bitch who’s unbelievably hot.

3:59 P.M.

Wish I was famous.


4:00 P.M.

Wish I was rich.

4:01 P.M.

Decide not to make bed again. Check eBay for Street Fighter II arcade game. Bid $10.00 on 1983 child’s-size medium Skeletor Halloween costume. Bid $12.50 on Hypercolor “like new” size large T-shirt. Bid $2.00 on naked lady lighter.

4:17 P.M.

Log on to World of Warcraft Proudmoore server and play my Tauren Hunter. Farm gold in Burning Steppes because there’s nothing else to do.

8:34 P.M.

Lose connection to server. Get call from Casey. Receive command to go to her house.

9:06 P.M.

Get to Casey’s house. Force her to watch UFC Unleashed with me. Want to fuck the round card bitch.

10:01 P.M.

Watch the news. Want to fuck the news bitch. Look at Casey. Wish she had tits like the news bitch.

10:37 P.M.

Wonder if any bitch actually really likes to be titty-fucked. Probably.

10:40 P.M.

Take off my clothes and go into Casey’s bedroom.

10:42 P.M.

Lie in Casey’s bed naked. Watch MTV. Seen it all this morning. Watch it anyway.

11:00 P.M.

Watch Leno/Letterman.

12:30 A.M.

Watch Conan/Kimmel.

1:07 A.M.

Get head.

1:16 A.M.

Wish Casey was the round card bitch from UFC while I fuck her.

1:32 A.M.

Bullshit way through overly emotional post sex conversation about future of relationship while trying to stay awake. Hope for memory of conversation to stick in case she ever references it again.

1:48 A.M.

Hear I love you, say I love you.

1:52 A.M.

Welcome dreamless sleep.





    

chapter five

Groundlings Party




After a phone conversation with my friend Todd in which he tells me to rent The Gift because Katie Holmes is nineteen in it and she shows her tits, which are slightly hangy but still great C cups, Casey calls me. She says, “My improv class is having a party tonight and it’s on the west side so you have to drive.”

I pick Casey up and realize that she looks better for this party than she did on our first date. I wonder if there’s a guy in her Groundlings class she wants to fuck, or maybe has fucked already. I don’t ask her.

At the party—

The place is nice, the booze is free, and to my surprise there are actually some pretty hot bitches roaming around. It seems tolerable. I see Casey talking to some people in the living room so I head to the opposite end of the house, where I approach the hottest bitch I can find and instigate the following train wreck:

“How’s it going?”

“I’m Julie.” She puts out her hand.


I shake it, say, “Nice to meet you,” and notice she smells fucking great—clean.

“I haven’t seen you in class. Are you in intermediate?”

“I’m actually not in Groundlings.”

“Well, what do you do?”

“Nothing interesting or important.”

She laughs one of those laughs that says Will & Grace is her favorite show. Then she says, “Oh, that’s so funny. You must be in class…or maybe…are you a Groundling trying to come to this party on the DL? Coming here to scout? You know, I’ve gone through intro and basic and now I’m in intermediate and I didn’t even have to repeat once. My teacher, Tim, said Phil Hartman is the only Groundling who never had to repeat a class. But I’m keeping my fingers crossed. Tim told me I’m kind of a cross between Victoria Jackson, Molly Shannon, and Ellen Cleghorne. What do you think? Here, I’ll do one of my characters.”

She puts on a bad Russian accent and says, “I try to git vith ze man from Amerika, but all he vants ees ze sex vith eighteen-yer-uld.”

She bows. “What do you think? It’s like a Russian mail-order bride who’s too old and ugly to get an American guy interested in her.”

“Ouch!” I grab my head and act like I got hit by something. I walk away from Julie and wind up in the kitchen with two other hot bitches who are having the following conversation:

Hot Bitch #1 says, “I think MAD tv is having auditions.”

Hot Bitch #2 says, “My character work isn’t strong enough for that yet.”

“Mine either. I’m thinking about taking some WOW classes.”

“I heard those really help keep you sharp.”

I decide it’s time to insert myself with, “What’s going on?”

I get the “fuck off” eyes from both of them.

Hot Bitch #2 says, “Who are you? Are you even in class?”

“No, I’m here with some friends.”

Hot Bitch #1 says, “Who?”


I remember the teacher’s name. “Tim.”

Hot Bitch #2 changes her tune pretty fucking quick. “You know Tim?”

“Yeah. We’re good friends.”

Hot Bitch #1 says, “I’m Jenny. Jenny Gilmer.”

Hot Bitch #2 says, “Sharon.”

They take turns saying, “Has Tim said anything about me? Does he think I’m funny? Has he said who he’s passing on to the next level?” Plus at least five more minutes of explaining why they’re the funniest girls in their class and how they’re going to join Phil Hartman as the only Groundlings who never had to repeat.

I want to get the fuck out and I can’t think of anything better, so this is what they get: “I have to take a shit.”

I walk away hoping Casey will talk to whoever the fuck she has to talk to so I can get out of here, go back to her house, and pretend to accidentally finger her asshole before I fuck her. I also decide to get completely drunk immediately and not talk to anyone else for the rest of the night.

Once I’m finally drinking scotch straight from the bottle and telling any girl who tries to start up a conversation with me that she’s too fat to talk to, I find myself standing in front of a TV watching Conan O’Brien.

Some complete asshole says, “Conan is so passé. I mean really, he’s like the Jim Carrey of late night.”

Some other fuckhead says, “You’re so right. I mean, the Triumph bit is played out.” I break my rule about not talking to anybody with, “Hey, ass-eyes, all that money you’re spending on Groundlings classes is really paying off, ’cause it sure is funny that you’re criticizing Conan fucking O’Brien when you’re just standing here in a fucking jacket like a turd.”

Even as I’m saying this shit, I know it only makes vague sense at best and people are looking, so I tack on, “P.S. You’re gay.”

I don’t know why I say the last part, but it gets some laughs, which are hushed pretty quickly, and all of a sudden I’m the drunk guy at the party who nobody knows. Where the fuck is Casey?

I turn to get the fuck out and stumble a little bit. I don’t fall or anything, just a little drunken stumble, and Fucknose says, “Hey, why don’t you try some walking lessons,” which is retarded but of course gets big laughs from all his cronies. I fight the urge to piss all over the floor and I really want to say, “P.P.S. You’re a fucking idiot,” but I’m pretty sure I need to lie down. So I stagger off down some hallway, wondering how Casey can associate with these fucks and genuinely wishing she would take me back to her place and just hold me for a while, which makes me realize this is the most drunk I’ve been since college.

I find a room that’s not a bedroom, but it’s dark and it has a door I can close so I go in. There’s a washer, a dryer, an ironing board, a shitload of unpacked boxes, and a girl that might as well be one of the bitches I talked to earlier passed out on the floor in the corner.

I lock the door behind me, leave the lights off, and hit the floor hard enough to wake the bitch up from her booze coma.

She says, “What took you so long? I thought you just had to go to the bathroom.”

The five words she doesn’t actually slur sound like mush by the time they get to my booze-soaked brain so I have no fucking clue what she just said. But when she starts unbuttoning my pants and licking my belly button, I’m pretty sure she thinks I’m somebody else. Even though the room’s pitch black, I can tell it’s spinning just before I pass out.

I come to and I’m kind of surprised by somebody licking my balls and jerking me off. I’m even more surprised by the fact that I’m wearing a rubber. For some reason I become horrified at the possibility that the tongue on my nuts belongs to a guy. I reach down and squeeze two very well-made tits unencumbered by any clothing and my mind’s at ease. The room’s spinning a little but it’s kind of nice in conjunction with the blow job from a complete stranger.


I realize that I’m actually cheating on Casey by letting this bitch suck my cock. At first I think the complete absence of guilt is directly related to the amount of booze I’ve been drinking. But somewhere through the spinning haze a bright and strange ray of truth emerges. It’s not the booze, it’s the ease. I would probably cheat on Casey all the time if I had to put out as little effort to do it as I am right now, drunk or sober.

From my crotch I hear, “So you’re going to move me to advanced, right?”

I am fucking clueless. I don’t answer.

She stops. “Tim, you’re gonna move me up if I do this, right?”

I’ve never met Tim but I bet his voice sounds something like this: “Yeah, keep going.”

I’m pretty hammered and it takes what I estimate to be fifteen minutes to get anywhere near shooting a load. It’s when I’m squeezing her tit with one hand and controlling the pace of her head bobs with the other that I feel her start to finger my asshole. It’s a first for me and it doesn’t feel good per se, but it’s not as bizarre as I might once have thought. More than anything, it gives me an idea.

“You know I can pull some strings for you even after the next level if you’re willing to do a little extra.”

“Are you saying you can get me in Sunday Company?”

“What do you think?”

“Well, I guess you are one of the people who votes on it…what do you want me to do?”

Thirty seconds later I’m balls-deep in her asshole and she seems to like it, corroborating my suspicion that all women secretly like being ass-fucked. I tell her to talk dirty, so she says, “Oh yeah, fuck my ass. Fuck it harder.” So I do for another few minutes, then I pull out, peeling the rubber off as I do so it’s still hanging out of her asshole when I turn her around and shoot a load all over her face and in her mouth.


I lie back in the dark and start pulling my pants back up. She’s wiping my semen out of her eyes with a towel she found in the dryer. Wanting to be faithful to Tim, who I can only imagine is a complete fucking asshole, I say, “Welcome to Hollywood.”

She’s working on a glob of cum stuck in her hair, wondering if Phil Hartman ever had to do this, when I go back to the party, which has started to die down. I’m getting some weird looks from people who all look semi-familiar to me. One guy looks at me and says, “Get lost in the toilet?” Then they all start laughing and I’m trying to piece together what happened before I fucked that girl in the ass, but I get nothing. So I decide it’s probably some stupid fucking Groundlings inside joke and head out back.

I make it outside and find Casey without incident. She’s talking to some guy, and when I come walking up she says, “Tim, this is my boyfriend.”

I’ve got a huge smile on my face when I say, “It’s great to finally meet you. I’ve heard so much about you, I feel like I already know you,” and I shake his hand with the one I used to prime that girl’s asshole before I fucked it.

All guys know the look of knowing you’re about to get some pussy, and that’s the one that’s on Tim’s face when he checks his watch and says, “Great, great to meet you. I was just telling Casey here that I was supposed to meet up with another student of mine a few minutes ago.” He leaves.

I look over at Casey and she might as well be in junior high dreaming about marrying her fucking history teacher. I want to puke. Instead, I know the shit’s going to hit the fan pretty soon, so I say, “Let’s get outta here, go someplace where it’s just us.” I flash my best “I love you” smile and it drills through her adolescent fantasy about Tim.

“Okay, that sounds good. Let’s go.”

Casey’s cats are watching us fuck and I can’t help but wonder if that girl realized I wasn’t Tim after the fact, but kept it to herself and sucked the real Tim’s cock when he went in that room anyway.

Casey cums. I’m not even close and I’m incredibly bored so I fake it, look her in the eyes, say, “I love you,” kiss her forehead, wait until she falls asleep, go in the bathroom, and jerk off to memories of the girl I butt-fucked a few hours earlier.







    

chapter six

My Gay Buddy




I have one gay friend. His name’s Carlos and I’ve known him since college. We eat lunch every Saturday at the California Pizza Kitchen in the Beverly Center.

It’s just such a Saturday and I’m sitting on a bench outside CPK flipping through an LA Weekly waiting for Carlos to show up. This girl sits down next to me and I notice she’s hot as fuck. I further notice that she’s more than just hot as fuck. She has some quality that makes me think I could live with her. She smiles at me.

I say, “How’re you doing?”

“Fine.”

I almost get in another sentence when Carlos shows up and says, “So you ready to have lunch with your favorite cocksucker?”

I want to explain to this girl that I’m not gay, that Carlos is just my gay friend, but she’s already laughing and I notice that her tits are a little saggy. So I just get up and follow Carlos into CPK.

We sit down, order the same shit we always do, and Carlos starts up a conversation that’s pretty much identical to a million we’ve had before. He wants to be an agent, but not at Paradigm, where he’s currently an assistant. He always gets crushes on straight masculine guys. He’s never going to find a fag who’s masculine enough to satisfy him. And he rounds it out with some other shit about life not going the way he wants it to.

As the waiter walks away from the table after setting down our drinks, the following conversation takes place:

Carlos says, “I’d like him to plow my ass like a cabbage field.”

“Tell him that the next time he comes over and see if it works.”

“Hell, it wouldn’t be the first time.”

“What? You’ve just come out and told some guy that you want him to ‘plow your ass’ and then you go do it?”

“Yep.”

“I don’t fucking believe that.”

“It’s not the same as how you poor cunt-lickers have to deal with women. Think about it. If a woman came up to you and said she wanted to fuck your cock till it broke, you’d go home with her in a heartbeat, right?”

“Yeah.”

“But a woman would never be that honest and no guy can say anything even close to honest to a woman if he ever wants to get laid. But if you just get rid of all that woman shit, all you’ve got left is two guys who want to fuck and have no problem telling each other as much.”

“So in a bar you just go up to a guy and say, ‘Let’s fuck,’ and within fifteen minutes you’re back at one of your places fucking?”

“Not exactly. This is where the whole woman thing has its benefits. Once you straight assholes know there’s going to be fucking, there’s never any question about who’s fucking and who’s getting fucked. With two faggots, that’s the only question. Usually before you even bring up the possibility of fucking, you ask, ‘Are you a top or a bottom?’”

“What’re you?”

“I’m a bottom all the way.”


“So you let guys fuck you in the ass?”

“I beg them to. It’s the only way I can cum.”

“So you don’t ever actually put your dick in anything? You don’t even like getting your dick sucked?”

“I tried it once, but couldn’t finish. I suck dick and take it up the ass and that’s all I do.”

“You must be pretty popular.”

“Please, ninety percent of the faggots on this planet are bottom boys and most of ’em are far better looking than me.”

“So most gay guys don’t like to fuck, they want to be fucked?”

“Think about it, if we wanted to put our dicks in a hole, we could just get a girl. Speaking of, how’re you and Casey doing?”

“Same old bullshit.”

“Is that good or bad?”

“It’s just…the same.”

“I guess that’s better than bad. Is she still doing Groundlings?”

“Yeah.”

“You know, I met some guy at a party last week who said he was in Groundlings. I offered to suck his cock, but he was a complete bottom, too. That’s usually how it works.”

“So what happens with two bottoms?”

“The same thing that would happen if you met a girl who told you the only way she could get off was to strap on a dildo and fuck you in the ass and she would never suck your cock or let you fuck her…you never talk to each other again. Unless, of course, you’re both drunk and horny and no other prospects are shaping up. Then you go home together, try to fuck each other with limp dicks, and then get out the dildos.”

“So you use dildos on other guys instead of your own dicks?”

“I’m a fucking bottom, that’s what I’ve been trying to tell you.”

The waiter hears that last bit before he sets down our lunch. I think I see him flash Carlos a smile before leaving.

The rest of the lunch conversation is less interesting, mostly about Reese Witherspoon’s movies and mostly coming from Carlos. When we get the check there’s another piece of paper with it that Carlos picks up, reads, and then shows me.

It reads, “I would love to plow your tight ass,” followed by a number.







    

some chapter

Closure




I get an e-mail from Jenna.

It reads, “I don’t know exactly how to tell you this, so I guess I’ll just do it. I’m getting married to Mitch on Saturday.—Me.”

Jenna was my longest relationship—four years. I’m pretty sure she was the only girl I ever really loved. She was going to move out to California with me after she graduated from college in Colorado so we could get married. Instead, the week of her graduation, she got arrested for stealing from Forever 21, where she was an assistant manager and apparently the ringleader of a scam in which she and fellow employees would take clothes that customers returned instead of noting the return and putting the merchandise back on the shelves as dictated by the Forever 21 employee handbook. The same week she told me she couldn’t afford a place of her own so she moved in with her “friend” Mitch, who was the manager of a NASCAR Superstore in the mall. She dumped me a few weeks later. We haven’t talked since.

I remember meeting Mitch and the only things that stand out are that he had fucked-up teeth and that he’s a born-again Christian.


Strangely the e-mail doesn’t surprise me that much. It doesn’t bother me at first, but then I realize the concrete reality of the situation is that I will never fuck her again. I immediately turn off my computer and jerk off to memories of fucking Jenna in the ass in her parents’ bed, her jerking me off as I shoot a load on her face, fucking her in her parents’ swimming pool while they were inside with a prayer group, every load I ever shot down her throat, and the night I took her virginity. I try to convince myself that this is the last time I will ever think of Jenna. I immediately know I’ll think about her again if for no other reason than she was the first girl I ever fucked in the ass, and that is one of my favorite memories.







    

chapter seven

I Don’t Believe in Destiny




I’m walking back to my apartment through Westwood after having just come from the gym. As I pass a record store a Tori Amos poster catches my eye. I remember a girl in college who fucked me a few times because she saw my roommate’s copy of a Tori Amos album lying on the floor and thought it was mine. She thought I was a sensitive guy who listened to that type of shit and to my surprise gave some of the best head I’ve ever had. I always kind of felt guilty for never paying Tori back.

Past the poster, through the window, I see something and almost shit my pants. Alyna the plane girl is working behind one of the registers. I decide to buy a fucking Tori Amos album.

As I walk in, I’m immediately hit with a wave of panic. I don’t know if I should act like I remember her from the plane or if I shouldn’t. What should I do if she remembers me? I busy myself by walking over to a listening station, but it’s broken.

I browse the DVD section.

Fuck it, I walk up to the counter, straight to her.


“Do you guys have a new release section or something?”

“Yeah, it’s over there.”

I walk over in the direction she pointed without a doubt in my mind that she remembers me. I wander around for a few minutes, away from the new releases, until I find some Tori Amos CDs. I take one, pretend to look around at some other shit and see if I can catch her checking me out. I can’t.

I go back up to the register and toss the disc on the counter. She picks it up and looks at it, then looks at me.

“Are you really into this?”

I don’t know what the fuck to say. “Uh, yeah, I like her stuff, why?”

“All of her music sounds the same.”

“Whose doesn’t?”

“Good point.”

She rings me up and that’s our first conversation.

That night Casey comes over and sees the unopened CD lying on my couch.

“I never knew you liked Tori.”

She unwraps the CD and starts playing it. I wonder if she ever fucked a guy based on his musical preference.

Later that night she tells me that she’s just not in the mood for sex. For the first time since we’ve started fucking, this doesn’t bother me. Casey curls up next to me and falls asleep in my arms without touching my dick at all and it doesn’t bother me. I wonder what Alyna’s ass looks like when you fuck her doggie style and spread it apart a little bit, and I fall asleep.







    

chapter eight

Casey’s New Diet




We’re at Johnnies New York Pizzeria on Sunset because it’s one of Casey’s favorite places to eat. To be fair, the rolls are fucking amazing, and we did see Lara Flynn Boyle there once. So I’m content.

Casey’s retelling me a joke she says she got forwarded to her by her Groundlings teacher. The same joke was sent to me by Casey herself a few days ago in an e-mail that explained she had come up with the joke herself, which I knew to be untrue even then because it had already been forwarded to me by my mom.

Nonetheless, Casey is butchering the joke, and even though I already know what’s coming, I let her continue, and when she retells me the punch line, slightly botched, I laugh convincingly enough to assure a decent prefuck blow job tonight.

After what seems like a fucking eternity of her telling a drawn-out story about losing her dad’s credit card in the Beverly Center Gap, Casey finally gets up to go to the bathroom. Just as she leaves, the waiter puts our plates down, giving me the perfect opportunity to make my move.


About a month and a half ago I was watching some late-night TV after having jerked off twice in a row to a videotape I found in my closet of me fucking my high school girlfriend, Katy. Flipping through the channels, I was blessed with an infomercial for a product called Bloussant.

Bloussant is a pill taken daily that is guaranteed to enlarge tits by at least one cup size. Seventy-four dollars and fourteen business days later my own two-month supply of Bloussant arrived in the mail. I crushed up all the pills into a powder that I’ve been mixing into as many of Casey’s meals as I can. I’ve been doing this for about a month and so far the results could be better.

I decide to increase her dosage and spoon out two heaping mounds of the stuff from the Ziploc Baggie I have in my right back pocket. An old guy sitting next to me notices but doesn’t give any reaction. I mix it in the best I can and decide it would be a good move to put a third spoonful in her Diet Coke.

I’m concentrating too hard on making sure the Bloussant is completely dissolved to notice that Casey’s come back from the bathroom and is standing at the table watching me stir her drink.

She says, “What’re you doing?”

Something quick, nonchalant, believable: “I thought I saw a fly or something in your drink.”

“Then I’ll just get the waiter to bring me a new one when he comes back.”

“No, no. You don’t need to do that. There wasn’t really a fly. I just thought there was. It must have been the ice. C’mon, sit down, let’s dig in.”

She looks at me like I’m semi-insane and for a split second I wish I was so I could be honest enough with her to tell her that I’ve been slipping an unproven breast-enhancing drug into her food and drink because I think her tits are too small and I was stirring her Diet Coke to make sure it had completely dissolved. But her look fades as she sits down, spreads her napkin across her lap, and takes a huge bite of fettuccine Alfredo–Bloussant. Her reaction to a strange taste is nonexistent.

I grab her tits much more than I normally would that night as we fuck in an attempt to feel any kind of progress at all. She says, “Hey, calm down, they’ll last longer if you don’t rip them off.” I’m surprised at how genuinely funny I think this is while my dick’s buried in her pussy. But the distraction’s not enough to keep me from thinking that at her current increased dosage, I only have enough Bloussant left for about a week and a half. If I don’t see better results by then, I’ll have to buy two more shipments and further increase her intake. This may mean I’ll be forced to take up cooking to learn how to mask the taste.







    

some chapter

Communication Is the Foundation of Any Good Relationship




In Casey’s car on the way to the beach I’m staring out the window wondering if Alyna knows how to suck cock when Casey starts the following conversation with me:

Casey says, “Yesterday I get this e-mail from Lem. He asks me if I was invited to Eliza’s party. And, of course, I was, but he wasn’t. So I e-mail him back that I was. Then he e-mails me back and asks if I can forward him the invitation just so he can see who was invited. I mean, what is he thinking? So I e-mail back that I’d forward it to him, but I told him if he doesn’t get invited he can’t go. You know, like don’t use this e-mail that I’m about to forward you as an invitation if you don’t get one yourself. Then he e-mails me back that he’s all pissed off at me because how dare I think that he would try to come to a party that he wasn’t invited to and blah, blah, blah—and I’m trying to IM with Nancy at the same time to see what she’s wearing to the party, but his e-mails keep popping up. I was so afraid I was accidentally going to send him an e-mail about what he’s wearing to the party after I pretty much already told him not to come. I couldn’t believe he got so mad when I told him not to show up unless he got his own invitation. Who does that? Who comes to a party without an invitation? I mean, he shouldn’t be surprised that he doesn’t get invited to things. He just doesn’t know what it’s all about, you know? I mean, can you believe that?”

I say, “Huh-uh.”

She says, “Then he sends me another e-mail where he’s mad because Joan got invited and he didn’t. I mean, of course Joan’s going to get invited. That doesn’t mean he is. You know, it’s like he thinks Greg still owes him something or something. If he wasn’t so socially retarded he might get invited to more parties. And plenty of people think that, but it’s like, who’s going to be the one to tell him? So anyway, the last e-mail he sends me is all like crazy and pissed off about the fact that he hasn’t been invited to the last two parties and he asked me to e-mail Eliza and ask her to e-mail him an invitation. Can you believe that?”

I say, “Huh-uh.”

She says, “I didn’t even write him one back. If he’s that desperate to go to her party, then he can ask her himself. Can you imagine me e-mailing her to ask if she’ll invite Lem to her party? Oh, yeah, and he asks me if I have Shawna’s phone number. Hello, Shawna moved to New York like four months ago. If you don’t have her number, it’s because she doesn’t want you to have it. I mean, seriously, learn to take a hint. And he sends me this thing that he sent to like thirty other people about his stupid jazz trio playing somewhere in North Hollywood. North Hollywood, can you believe that?”

I say, “Huh-uh.”

She says, “Who plays in North Hollywood? Nobody good. I’m sure nobody’ll go. I kind of feel sorry for him. But it’s like it’s his own fault, you know. He just doesn’t get the whole thing. So then I send Eliza an e-mail saying basically watch out for an e-mail from Lem inviting himself to her party. He’s been asking around about why he wasn’t invited. Then she e-mails me back saying that Lem already called her at work and wanted to know what the deal was—if Eliza had lost his e-mail address or something. She told him that she was sorry and she must have lost his e-mail otherwise he would have been invited, but the party was only open to the first fifty people who RSVPed because her place is kind of small. Then she told him that she’d definitely make sure he was on the list for her next party, but there’s no way. Now he’ll never get invited to anything again because everybody knows that he tried to invite himself to this party. I just—I mean, can you imagine being like that?”

I say, “Huh-uh.”

An old No Doubt song comes on the radio. She doesn’t say anything while it plays. I think about Alyna’s ass and what she’s like after sex. When the song’s over Casey says, “Oh, yeah, my sister had her baby yesterday and my parents bought me a ticket to go home and see her. So I’ll be gone for a few days next week.”

I say, “That’s great.”







    

chapter nine

Burbank Strip Club




I’m at Todd’s house in Toluca Lake. We’ve been playing Madden for a few hours and drinking heavily. After his fourth defeat he says, “Dude, let’s go see some titties.”

Twenty minutes later we’re driving over some train tracks at a nondescript location in Burbank and pulling into the parking lot of a strip club I never knew existed.

We sit down, order the first of our two-drink minimum and look to stage one, where a moderately attractive girl with no ass grinds her crotch in the air to the beat of a far-past-its-prime Limp Bizkit song.

I say, “I think I’m going to ask that girl out.”

“That girl from the record store?”

“Yeah.”

“Like on a date?”

“Yeah.”

“Why?”

“I think about her constantly.”

“Do what you gotta do.”


Two strippers, both far below par as strippers go, approach us about some lap dances. I’m hesitant, but then they explain their rates.

This pudgy Asian stripper says, “You get three songs for twenty dollars.”

I say, “Why so cheap?”

Her partner, a pock-faced white girl with some kind of Scandinavian accent, says, “It’s three-for-one night.” Then she leans in and licks my ear. I’m almost repulsed by the idea of a three-for-one rate on lap dances, but the bitch is already sitting in my lap. Fuck it.

The pock-faced white girl has her ass in my face while the chubby Asian girl rubs her tits on Todd’s head.

Todd comes out from under her tits, looks at me, and says, “Dude, what about Casey?”

I stop staring at this stripper’s asshole long enough to look at Todd and say, “What about Casey?”

“How’re you gonna take that record store girl on a date without Casey finding out?”

My stripper flips around and mashes her little hard tits in my face. I say, “Casey’s leaving town for a few days.”

The Asian bitch rolls her head around in Todd’s crotch. He says, “Lucky.”

The pock-faced bitch breathes on my cock through my pants. I say, “Yeah, I know. But I don’t even know this girl’s phone number or anything.”

The Asian bitch takes Todd’s hands and puts them on her slightly dimpled ass. He says, “Dude, you know where she works.”

The pock-faced bitch starts semi–jerking me off through my pants. I say, “But I don’t know when she works. I can’t just hang out in the store all day.”

The Asian bitch does this crab-type maneuver that has her crotch gyrating right under Todd’s nose. He says, “Dude, just ask somebody who works there when she works.”

The pock-faced bitch matches her partner. I try to sniff her cunt, but it’s masked by the stripper smell. I say, “Good idea.”


The Asian bitch puts her hands under Todd’s shirt and presses her face into his cock. He says, “No shit.”

Our conversation ends and our drinks come. The strippers get off us for a few seconds so we can dig our money out of the pockets they’ve been rubbing their asses all over. I feel a little ripped off by the convenient hiatus created by the waitress’s arrival. The waitress leaves and the bitches get back to work.

Some Tool song and a Linkin Park song finish out my three-for-the-price-of-one session. The highlight is when the pock-faced stripper accidentally slips off the side of the chair, hits the ground, and says, “Fuck, I hate these fucking shoes,” with no trace of the Scandinavian accent.







    

chapter ten

Stevie




I’m at the Gap in Westwood with Casey watching her look at clothes.

She says, “Do you think I should get a Gap credit card?”

“Sure.”

“I mean, I think you get ten percent off and you can use it like a normal credit card. Should I get one?”

“Yes.”

“I don’t know if I should though. Should I?”

“Do it.”

“I’ll think about it. I need to look around some more. If I find something that I like, I might get the card, too. I’m going to try some things on.”

I wait until she takes an armload of clothes into the dressing room and then walk across the street to the record store where Alyna works.

She’s not in the store, but a kind of overweight middle-aged guy with glasses and a crew cut is. His name tag reads STEVIE—MANAGER.

I say, “Excuse me.”

“How can I help you?”


“Do you know Alyna?”

“Yes, I do.”

“Do you know when she works next?”

“Yes, I do.” He points at his name badge. “I am the manager.” He laughs.

“Right. So when is she supposed to work next?”

“Are you a family member?”

“No, I’m—a friend.”

“Then I’m afraid I can’t tell you.”

“Why not?”

He points to his name badge again. “Like I said, I am the manager, and as the manager I have a duty to my employees. I can’t just go around giving out their personal information to every stranger who asks for it, now can I?” He laughs again.

“It’s not personal information.”

“I’m sorry, I can’t help you.”

“Well, can I leave a message for her?”

He thinks about it. “I suppose that would be all right.”

“Do you have a piece of paper?”

He gives me a promotional flyer for Justin Timberlake’s new record.

“And a pen?”

He gives me one.

I write down something short, and put my phone number next to it. I fold it up, write Alyna’s name on the outside, and hand it back to Stevie.

He unfolds it and starts reading it out loud. “Alyna, I bought the Tori Amos record from you a few days ago. We kind of had a conversation about it. I was wondering if you might want to get dinner sometime. Call me.”

Stevie looks at me, then rips the paper in half and tosses it in the trash.

“What’re you doing?”


“You said you were her friend, which is clearly not the case. I try to create a safe and comfortable work environment here and I will not have my employees harassed during the course of their workday.”

“Are you kidding?”

“Sir, if you do not wish to make a purchase, I’m afraid I’m going to have to ask you to leave my store.”

“It’s not your store, Stevie.”

I leave without incident, pissed.

I slip back into the Gap just in time to wait for another thirty minutes before Casey comes out of the dressing room and buys a sweater with her new Gap card.

As we walk out of the Gap, Casey says, “Hey, let’s go in that music store. My No Doubt CD got stuck in Jen’s CD player and she scratched it trying to get it out. I need a new one.”

“You go ahead. I’ll be next door looking at video games.”

I browse the used section while I’m positive Stevie is next door drooling over my girlfriend’s tits and taking way too long to help her find her No Doubt CD.

That night as Casey and I are in the sixty-nine and I’m staring into her asshole, I wonder if Alyna will be working at the record store tomorrow. I wonder if my ripped-up note will still be in the trash can by the front desk. I wonder if she might see her name on it and pull it out. I wonder if she’d even remember who I was anyway.







    

some chapter

Scarface Part 1




I’m sitting in a bar called Goldfinger after getting a phone call from Todd promising me that at least three hot bitches he knows from college who are all horny and drunk will be there. After my third beer and Todd’s sixth assurance that they must be on their way, I’m pretty sure there might never have been any hot bitches, and I’m positive if they do exist they’re not showing up here tonight.

I get up to go get another drink, and when I come back Todd has somehow managed to fill our booth with not the promised three hot bitches, but four average-looking bitches. I conclude that these are not the girls he was originally talking about, but I don’t really care. I sit down and learn the following:

The taller bitch with reddish hair is named Leslie Leonard and she’s visiting from Virginia. Two of the brunettes’ names make no impression on me and I don’t remember them even as they tell me, but I do latch on to the fact that they’re sisters and Leslie is their cousin. The third brunette is Asian and semi-hot from what I can see, until the candle flicker at our table bounces off a nasty fucking hairlip. I think she gives her name as Amy, but I immediately give her the name Scarface in my head.

After they’re done telling us whatever their stories are, Scarface says with a lisp
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