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 Little Blue Fuzzy


Thinking he was clicking on his "Sent" email
folder when the cursor was actually two lines lower, Mickey DeMarco
opened his Spam and found his eyes drawn to one message.

Subject: Unleash the Monster In Your
Pants!

Mickey grinned as he leaned back in his
swivel chair. How could he not click on that one? It had a ring to
it.

Plus, there was the sobering matter of last
Saturday night's fiasco with Tina Wolchowski. Mickey still couldn't
believe it had happened. Or rather, hadn't happened.
Forty-one years old, still in the prime of his life, born
with a boner, and ka-boom, out of nowhere, no lead in the
pencil.

And with Tina Wolchowski. Inconceivable.

The next time with Tina--if there ever were a
next time, please God let there be a next time--he sure as shit
wanted to unleash a monster in his pants.

As his state-of-the-art music system switched
from 50 Cent to Fergie, Mickey clicked on the message and . . .

A tiny image on the page flashed blue and
went blank.

Mickey felt a stirring in his crotch,
something extra down there. His pants bulged. Something,
though it sure wasn't the former Old Reliable, was bouncing inside
his pants, slamming into the fabric, seeking release.

And using his balls as a fucking
trampoline.

Mickey DeMarco stood up and unzipped his
fly.

A furry blue streak shot out, caromed off his
computer screen, flew up to the ceiling, and plummeted down onto
his keyboard.

A tiny, furry, blue creature, looking like
the TiVo animated character minus the antennae, spread its arms out
wide.

"You called?"

Mickey took a few seconds to respond. "Who
the hell are you?"

Barely two inches tall, the creature looked
all around, as if puzzled. "I'm The Monster."

Mickey DeMarco peered closer. "You don't look
like no monster to me."

Fuzzy scrunched up his face, bared his tiny
teeth, and raised his matchstick arms in a menacing pose. He
growled.

Mickey looked around the room for hidden
cameras and a TV personality lurking in the shadows.

"You ain't no monster."

Fuzzy thrust out his chest. "Who says
so?"

Mickey coiled his middle finger against his
thumb and flicked the little fuzz-ball to the edge of the desk; he
felt soft, more doughboy than monster.

"Hey!" Fuzzy teetered on the precipice, tiny
arms windmilling. "Hey!"

Mickey snatched him up and held him out in
his palm for a closer look. "I think the word you was looking for
was 'help!'"

Fuzzy put his hands on his hips. "It's not in
our vocabulary."

"Whose vocabulary?"

"The Monster vocabulary." Fuzzy cocked his
head sideways. "You're not too quick on the uptake, you know?"

Mickey thought about crushing the little
wiseass, but decided against it. "Yeah, well you're not much of a
monster. Only took me one little flick of the finger."

Fuzzy looked taken aback. "You caught me off
guard. I thought you were my friend."

"Why'd you think that?"

Fuzzy looked at Mickey as if he were dumb as
rocks. "Cause you unleashed me."

Mickey frowned. "Yeah, well, you wasn't what
I was expecting. If I'd a-known . . ."

"What were you expecting? What's wrong with
me?"

Mickey scratched himself. "Never mind."

"No, tell me."

"You don't wanna know."

"Yes, I do."

"Well, I was thinking that . . . that the
monster in my pants would be like . . . you know, a real
diamond-cutter."

"A diamond-cutter?"

Was the little shit being deliberately dense?
"A boner! A four-hour, go-to-the-hospital, bang-her-all-night
boner. Not a little blue ball of . . . whatever you're made
of."

Fuzzy looked at him with total
incomprehension. "What's a boner?"

Mickey stared back. "You really don't
know?"

"Am I supposed to?"

The tiny figure waited expectantly.

When some time later Mickey finished his
facts-of-life explanation, Fuzzy could only say, "You're kidding,
right?"

***

Standing in front of the bathroom mirror in
just his boxers, Mickey DeMarco splashed cologne on his face and
underarms.

"Hey, take it easy with that stuff," Fuzzy
said, waving his arms wildly atop the sink.

"Women like it. Drives 'em wild."

"You're overdoing it."

"Listen to me, little man. I don't need no
help from you when it comes to the ladies. You wouldn't know a
pussy from a potato chip."

Fuzzy checked the notes he'd taken while
Mickey explained the facts of life. "Would too."

Mickey splashed more cologne on his hands and
lathered it on his inner thighs.

"Not down there!" Fuzzy lifted his hands to
his throat, gagging. "I won't be able to breathe."

Mickey bent over until his eyes were only a
foot from Fuzzy. "Listen, pal, you ain't going down there. Not now.
Not ever. It kinda creeps me out you was there in the first
place."

In a blur of bright blue, Fuzzy plummeted to
the floor, rebounded, and shot up the opening between Mickey's
boxers and his hairy leg. Hanging upside down, Fuzzy poked his tiny
head out from the bottom of the shorts. "I can't leave you. We're a
team."

Mickey swatted at his boxers as if a spider
had crawled up into them, bouncing on the tips of his toes and
yelping, only to shoot up an octave when he whacked himself in the
balls.

After a time, Mickey's moans and curses
subsided.

Fuzzy poked his head out. "Was that an
orgasm?"

"Of course not."

He glanced at his notes. "Were you whacking
off, also known as spanking the monkey--"

"No!"

"Why is it called spanking the
monkey?"

"I wasn't spanking the monkey."

"Were you choking the chicken?"

Mickey's anger erupted. "I wasn't choking the
chicken or spanking the monkey. I was trying to crush your furry
fucking head!"

Fuzzy cocked his head. "Why are you so
hostile? I'm only trying to help."

"I don't want your help."

Fuzzy smiled. "I'm The Monster In Your Pants.
This is my home. I can't leave now."

Mickey slid the boxers off and dropped them,
along with Fuzzy, into a pile. He pulled on another pair, this one
with the logo of the New York Jets. But as soon as the elastic
touched his waist, a blue streak shot up his leg again.

"You can't stop me," Fuzzy said, his head
appearing at the bottom of the boxers. "I'm here to stay."

After a very long time, Mickey asked, "Where
down there do you think you're going? Cause if you think you're
getting near the jewels--"

"Eeew! Gross." Fuzzy wrinkled his nose. "Give
me some credit." He pointed inside the shorts. "There's a satin
loop here in the back. It has the size and brand name. Makes for a
perfect hammock after I shrink a little." He winked. "And you know
about shrinkage."

***

An hour later, amidst Café Renaldo's soft
buzz of conversation and clatter of silverware against plates,
Mickey sipped his wine and tried to focus on the story Katharine
Martignetti was telling, something about an English professor
having a crush on a female student named Yeats. Mickey guessed it
was supposed to be amusing so he smiled in what he thought were the
appropriate places, but based on Katherine's reactions his timing
was off. He shoved a mouthful of pasta into his mouth and nodded
expectantly.

She was attractive enough, he guessed, as
forty-something women went--her ad on the dating website had been
surprisingly accurate--but shit on a shingle, she expected him to
think too much. Earnest discussions of global warming, politics,
and then this story about the English professor. What was this, a
first date or a fucking IQ test?

It was tough enough just keeping his mind off
what lurked inside his pants. Every time he sat up straight, Fuzzy
and his satin hammock dug into his tailbone, forcing him to slouch,
a natural enough state for Mickey except that it reminded him once
again of the little guy down there in his pants.

"Have you heard a single word I've said?"

Mickey blinked. "Yeah, sure, I was just . . .
ah . . ."

Fire danced in Katherine Martignetti's eyes,
reminding him of a parochial school nun ready to wrap knuckles with
a ruler. In the silence, he could almost hear the light
thwack-thwack against her palm.

The words slipped out like a fart. "See, I
got this bulge in my shorts--"

No previous date of Mickey's had ever thrown
water in his face. He'd figured that happened only in movies.

Until Katherine Martignetti.

***

Days later, in no mood for another first date
with anyone short of Heidi Klum or Marissa Miller, Mickey got
together with an old fuck buddy, Janine Brookmeyer. Further into
her forties than he was, Janine was a bit chunky for his tastes
with a plain face and sad eyes, but not bad as fuck buddies
went.

Within minutes of her stepping into his
apartment, they'd gotten right down to business, almost racing to
the bedroom. Her top off, she'd loosened his belt, unzipped his
fly, and slid her hand down his pants.

Fuzzy shot out in a blue flash. He caromed
off Janine's naked right breast just inside the nipple, crashed
into the bedside lamp, and fell onto the nightstand beside the
digital clock radio.

Janine shrieked and covered her breasts.

After shaking his head to clear the cobwebs,
Fuzzy thrust his hand into the air, tiny index finger extended.
"Fear not," he proclaimed, sounding like Underdog in the old
cartoon series. "I'm here to save the day."

Janine fell silent. Wide-eyed she turned to
Mickey, who opened his mouth only to close it.

"Who . . ." Janine began, then faltered.
"What . . ."

"I'm the Monster In Mickey's Pants! And are
you going to be one satisfied customer tonight!" Fuzzy glanced
around. "Or this afternoon. Whatever the case may be."

Glancing nervously about, Janine gathered her
top and bra.

"Whatever you two need," Fuzzy continued,
"I'm here to provide. If Mickey can't get it up--" Fuzzy flexed his
muscles, "--I'll hoist his petard." A confused look crossed his
face. "Or whatever it's called." He flashed the broad, confident
smile of a used-car salesman. "Your pleasure is guaranteed. Your
orgasms will be boundless. Our team is brimming with
confidence."

Janine dashed to the bathroom, slammed the
door, and locked it.

"What the hell do you think you're doing?"
Mickey demanded.

"I can't sit idly by while your love life
withers away," Fuzzy said. "I'm taking a proactive approach."

"My love life was fine, thank you very much,
until you came along."

Fuzzy eyed him, head cocked.

"Okay," Mickey said. "Except for that one
time."

Janine emerged from the bathroom fully
clothed. Her thumb and index finger stroked her lips. "How long
have you been talking to the . . . um, the little guy?"

Mickey fumbled for words.

Nodding warily, Janine headed for the front
door, giving him a wide berth.

"Wait!" Fuzzy called. "Let me explain. Mickey
sent for me after he couldn't get it up for Tina Wolchowski."

Janine stopped. "Tina?"

Fuzzy looked back and forth between Mickey
and Janine. "He wanted a monster in his pants. To pleasure
sexy bitches like you."

Janine snatched her purse off the floor and
flew out the front door with only a hurried, wide-eyed glance
back.

Fuzzy looked perplexed. "Did I say something
wrong?"

***

Mickey took charge. He strode to his dresser,
a pair of scissors in hand, and slid out the top drawer.

"No more hammocks for you," he said.

With two snips, the satin label fell free in
his palm. He reached for another pair of shorts.

A blue streak shot to the pile of underwear.
Fuzzy pointed a finger. "I wouldn't do that if I were you."

Mustering his old swagger, Mickey asked,
"Why? What're you gonna do?"

"I'll have to hang out somewhere else down
there. Some place you might like a lot less."

Icicles slid up and down Mickey's spine. Then
anger began to burn deep within. Mickey turned the scissors in his
grasp and stabbed at Fuzzy. A blue flash shot off to the right as
the scissors pierced several layers of boxers.

Fuzzy materialized on the drawer's edge.
"What do you think you're doing?"

"Listen, this is important," Mickey said. "I
got another date with Tina Wolchowski this weekend, and you're not
gonna screw this one up."

"Last time with her you screwed up all by
yourself."

"That's besides the point!" Mickey tried
counting to ten, but stopped at three. "You're not gonna spook her
like you spooked Janine. She ain't gonna see you. She ain't gonna
hear you. Cause you ain't even gonna be there."

"I can't leave you."

"Oh, yes, you can, little man."

"I can't! I'm the Monster In Your Pants.
That's who I am. It's where I have to be."

Mickey felt like plunging the scissors into
his own neck.

"I won't say a word," Fuzzy said. "Trust me.
You won't even know I'm there."

When Friday night came, Tina's short, black
skirt showcased wonderfully tanned legs and the promise of more.
Her girls jiggled all through dinner, a delicious preview of coming
attractions. And on the ride to his apartment, her hands roamed all
over him.

Inside his bedroom, Tina got down to a lacey
black bra and panties. Mickey moved into her embrace, no problem
with Old Reliable this time. No siree. He had a diamond-cutter for
sure, poking against the fabric of Tina's panties. Without a doubt,
this time he'd unleashed a monster in his pants.

Mickey groaned. Why had that phrase popped
into his head? As his shorts dropped to the floor and a flash of
blue streaked
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