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 A Little
Personal






by
Rebecca Milton


FakinIt4U


Single, White
female, average body, red hair.


About Me;


My sister
always got more attention than I did from boys. She was and still
is, except for the lobotomy scar, more attractive and interesting
than I am. Or, perhaps it’s because of the scar, and her now
surgical inability to say no, that makes her so appealing. If you
ignore the sporadic drooling and the ten thousand mile stare,
comparable to a nine tour of duty Vietnam vet or a career heroin
addict, she still looks super hot in a bikini.


One year, when
the Star Wars franchise was re-released, my sister was dressed as
Princess Leia, the way she looked in Jaba’s den, and stood in the
lobby of the theater for six days in a row, posing as a cardboard
cut out of Carrie Fisher. People had their pictures taken with her,
the whole bit. My sister never moved, even when, after the cinema
closed one night, one of the employees drew a mustache on her. But,
before her twenty-fifth birthday, when she got a coupon for an
appendectomy and an oil change that went horribly wrong, although
her car does run quite smoothly, she was incredible. She was my
ideal and, fail though I did, I worked hard to be just like
her.


I was awkward.
I was a late bloomer and didn’t know the ways of the wise women
like my sister. I kept my training bra on well into college and
removed it only when the little wheels on the sides of the cups got
rusty after nine straight days of rain. I was starting to squeak
and squeal when I took off or put on my shirts. I oiled them once
but then, the boys from machine shop followed me around the halls
and whispered disgusting things about my crank shaft and gear box.
The wheels had to go. Although I did get a very expensive tool set
from a boy named Glen, who had a tattoo of a mustard stain on his
chin.


After
considerable effort trying to be effortless in life, I stopped
trying and just started being.


I actually
have no idea what that means because I am still awkward, out of
place and weird. Even to myself. Especially to myself. Also to my
reflection in mirrors, windows, tin foil wrapped around the steak
sandwiches that I was so obsessed with when I worked downtown at
the semi free dental clinic.


Yes, the semi
free dental clinic, in and among the molars, bicuspids, waxed and
unwaxed dental floss is where I truly found myself. Or, more to the
point, where I was found. I had been missing for several months and
only when my mother noticed that the me she had been talking to was
actually a photo of me on the milk carton that was sitting in front
of my chair at the table, was I found.


I had been in
the office late one night and accidentally knocked the top off a
canister of laughing gas. I had laughed myself silly, fallen down
the laundry shoot and remained in a pile of spit towels, in a giant
hamper, giggling like an idiot for a week. The woman who usually
took the hamper to be laundered heard the giggling, believed the
laundry was haunted, and immediately moved to Jersey and started a
llama farm. I remained in the laundry for two weeks giggling like a
school girl getting felt up in the back seat of her father’s car by
a circus clown/minister in training.


I am now out
of the laundry. I have stopped giggling, but I still want to find
someone who makes me laugh, preferably without the use of gases,
chemicals or hand puppets. I am a simple girl with simple tastes. I
like the sound of bacon sizzling while I read the Torah. I like the
smell of coffee in the morning, the smell of oatmeal mid afternoon
and I like to finish up the day with the smell of a fresh wedge of
Stilton cheese wrapped in a well used sweat sock.


I prefer the
blue Stilton as opposed to the white as the blue is much more
pungent and stands up well to the sweat sock. I want to have
children or an unhealthy clowder of cats. I like food, but only in
theory, in practice I prefer not to eat until I am unable to move
and then, only small bites of food premasticated by a large raptor
or a political dissident. I like all music, love to dance and I’m a
Virgo with yeast rising.


Margie looked
up from her laptop and glared at Emily.


“What the hell
is this,” she said and Emily shrugged, “this was not the deal.” She
closed her laptop and sat down at Emily’s table.


“I have no
idea what you mean,” Emily said.


“Emily,”
Margie said, “you lost the bet, you lost and you know the
wager.”


“Yes,” Emily
said, “I lost, I knew the wager and... I did what was required.”
Margie glared at her friend and steamed silently. Technically,
Emily had adhered to the bet, she had lost and the bet was, if she
had lost, she was required to put a profile up on a popular dating
site and leave it there for one full month. Emily had done that,
the profile was up, now she had to wait out the month. Margie was
not please with the quality of the profile. Margie continued to
glare.


“What?” Emily
said, laughing at her private little coop.


“Em,” Margie
said, “I resent this.” Emily sat back and thought about the
statement.


“You resent
it,” Emily said, “what the hell does that mean, exactly?” Margie
knew she was treading on thin ice, Emily was not one to pull
punches, fail to speak her mind or not smack down anyone she found
stupid. Margie could feel that line, the uncrossable line
approaching swiftly.


“It means,”
Margie said, tentatively, “that we... we were trying to help, we
were thinking of your best interests and... You know...” She
stopped hoping Emily would not press her for more. Hope died
quickly.


“No, Margie,”
Emily said raising her voice causing a few people in the cafeteria
to turn and look at their table, “I don’t know.” Margie looked
around the room and leaned across the table trying to keep the
conversation civil. Emily picked up on the attempt and lowered her
voice. “Why don’t you tell me.”


“Look, Em,”
Margie said, “we thought that... this would be good for you. We
were all kind of excited when you agreed to the bet and now... I
don’t know, it looks like you’re not taking it seriously. I kind of
resent that.” Emily was silent, mulling over the new information.
She leaned foreword and kept her voice down.


“You know
what, Margie,” Emily said, “I resent that you and the ladies think
my life is empty without a man to make me whole.” Margie sat back
and nodded. “I resent that you think I am less than something
because I am not eye candy on some guy’s arm.” She had heard this
argument before. No one really believed that Emily’s life was
empty, they just thought she would be happy if she had a date now
and then, sex now and then.


“We only say
that because we all love you,” Margie said and Emily softened, she
knew this was the truth. Margie and the other secretaries truly
loved and cared about Emily. When she came to the firm, the
secretaries were so happy to have a female litigator in the office
and they all took to her immediately. Emily wasn’t the type of
woman who was trying to compete in a man’s world. She was
confident, strong, smart and competed only with herself. She didn’t
look down on the women who worked there. She hung out with them,
went for drinks, came to parties, the girls were truly fond of
Emily and she knew this without question. But, recently, they had
been trying to play matchmaker en masse and it was kind of driving
Emily crazy.


“I know you
do,” Emily said softly, slightly embarrassed now by her almost blow
up, “and you know I love you all, but I’m fine. If I want to date,
I’ll date. On my own terms. OK?” Margie nodded, picked up her lap
top and stood up.


“OK, drinks
tonight, you still on?”


“Absolutely,
nothing gets in the way of drinks with my girls.” Margie smiled,
happy that Emily wasn’t too upset. Still, she was a little sad that
Emily hadn’t taken the dating profile more seriously. Emily really
was a catch.


“All right,
tonight then,” Margie said and turned to leave, “and, you’re
leaving this profile up, I’m going to check on it every day.”


“Fair enough,
here’s my password,” Emily scrawled the word on a napkin, “let me
know when the dates start lining up.” The girls laughed and Margie
went back to work. End of story.


But not
really.


***


Three days
later, Margie stepped into Emily’s office with her laptop and
closed the door. Emily looked up and smiled. Margie put the laptop
on her desk.


“What’s up,”
Emily asked. Margie clicked a few keys and then turned the screen
to face Emily.


“You need to
see this,” Margie said. Emily looked the screen for a moment and
then looked up at Margie.


“What is
this?” she asked. Margie sat down and took a breath.


“OK,” she
began, “don’t be mad...”


“That’s always
a good way to start a conversation, Margie,” Emily said and crossed
her arms, staring her friend down.


‘Yes, right,
well,” Margie stuttered, “so, I.. .well, I looked at your profile
when I got home the other night...”


“Tell me you
didn’t rewrite it, Margie, because that would make me very
upset.”


“No, no,”
Margie assured her, “I didn’t... you know... rewrite it...
but...”


“But what,”
Emily said, grabbing the lap top and pulling to herself, scrolling
through the profile.


“Well, I...”
Margie started to say but she was cut off.


“You put my
picture on the site!” she shouted. Margie stood up and shut the
door to the office and sat down again.


“Pictures,”
Margie corrected her, “pictures, plural.” She shrugged and Emily
scrolled down looking at the six photos that were now on the site
along with her profile. Emily was furious and had no idea what to
say.


“The pictures
are good ones, at least,” Margie said and, despite herself, she had
to agree that the pictures Margie chose were good ones. Nothing in
a bathing suit, no pictures of her with a drink in hand, red eyed
and stumbling. None of the pictures were humiliating or disturbing.
The pictures made Emily seem like exactly what she was - a smart,
interesting, very attractive professional woman.


“Small
comfort,” Emily said but she had begun to soften, “well, I guess
there’s nothing to be done now, is there?” Emily slid the laptop
back across the desk and picked up the brief she was working on.
Margie pushed the laptop back.


“Emily, you
have to look at this.” Margie clicked on the in box and showed
Emily that she had several dozen messages. “Look.” Emily placed the
brief down and looked at the screen. She looked at Margie and then,
back to the screen.


“What is this,
who are these people?”


“Guys,” Margie
said, almost apologizing, “guys that are interested in you.” Emily
scrolled down the in box and looked at all the mail she had
received.


“Who are these
people?” Emily was shocked, this was her first foray into the
online dating scene and she couldn’t wrap her head around it.


“I told you,”
Margie said, “guys who want to meet you.” Emily couldn’t believe
it. Despite what Margie believed, Emily had put a lot of time and
thought into her profile. She purposely wrote something that would
make people run screaming. She had worked for several hours to make
herself seem completely unappealing. The first day she posted the
profile, no one had contacted her.


“It’s the
pictures,” Emily said, “they’re looking at the pictures and writing
to me.” She pushed the laptop away. “I cannot wait for this month
to be over,” she said, picked up the brief and didn’t say anything
else to Margie. Margie sat for a moment and then, quietly, she
picked up her computer and slipped out of Emily’s office, feeling
like a scolded dog.


When she was
gone, Emily put the brief down and thought about the profile. She
hit the buzzer on the intercom and Margie came back into the
office. She stood n the doorway, her eyes down, her hands behind
her back, waiting for another scolding.


“Come in,”
Emily said and Margie took a small step into the room. Emily
sighed, “All the way in, Margie, and close the door.” Margie
complied and then sat down. “Look, I’m sorry, I didn’t mean
to...”


“It’s OK,”
Margie said, “I overstepped.” Emily looked at her and felt sorry
for her. Again, she knew that it was coming from a place of care
and love. She couldn’t stay mad at Margie for more than
five-seconds. Margie didn’t know this, so she never took advantage
of it. This was a new thing, this intrusion on Emily’s life. If it
was a regular occurrence, Emily would have been more upset, maybe
even have fired her, but since it was a new thing, a first time and
sure to never happen again, Emily was willing to let it slide. She
agreed to the bet, she put the profile up and she would wait the
month out and pull it down.


“Well,” Emily
said, “thank you for saying that, I appreciate it.” She smiled and
Margie nodded. They were silent for a moment.


“Is there
anything else then,” Margie asked. Emily said no and Margie rose to
leave. When she got to the door, Emily stopped her.


“Wait,” Emily
said and Margie stopped, hand on the door knob. Emily went silent
and Margie waited.


“Yes,” she
said after a long silence, “what?” Emily stood up and paced behind
her desk for a moment, Margie watched, curious and slightly
confused. “What is it, Emily,” she asked. Emily stopped pacing and
waved Margie back into the office.


“What...”
Emily started, then stopped and began pacing again. Margie sat
quietly, waiting. “What do I do now?” Margie didn’t understand and
Emily could see this from her expression. Emily was confused
herself, unsure if she should ask the question again. She decided
to push on.


“About the....
You know...” Margie looked at her and had no idea what she was
talking about for a moment and then, suddenly, it hit her. She
jumped up out of her seat.


“About the
guys,” she said, “are you asking what to do about the guys who have
written to you?” She was excited and her voice was getting louder.
Emily hushed her and came around her desk and sat in the chair next
to her, grabbing Margie’s hand and pulling her into the chair.


“Yes,” Emily
said, her voice hushed and conspiratorial. Margie stifled a giggle.
“So,” Emily prodded.


“Well, you
want to read the messages, see if any of them are interesting.”


“I’m not
interested in any of them,” Emily said, trying to sound emphatic
but feeling very curious, “I did this just to shut you and Ginny
and Beth up, that’s all.” Margie sat back and looked at her. She
heard the tone but she also caught what was going on underneath.
She shrugged, pretended it wasn’t important.


“OK,” she
said, “then, I would suggest, just to be polite, that you write a
brief; thank you, but I’m not interested note, and send it to
them.”


“Which
one?”


“All of them,
sweetie, just, you know, let them know they shouldn’t be waiting
around for you.” Emily pondered this and felt horrified.


“They’re
waiting for me,” she asked and Margie did her best not to laugh,
“seriously, do you think they’re waiting for me?” Margie couldn’t
hold it in any longer. Emily was always so in control, so smart and
on top of everything, Margie found it funny and endearing that her
friend knew absolutely nothing about the online dating world.


“No, Emily,”
Margie said, standing up and heading for the door, “they are not
waiting for you, guys are just trolling on these sites. But, you
know, it’s not a bad idea to be polite, thank them for writing and
let them know you’re not interested.”


“To be
polite,” Emily said, “just...”


“Be polite,”
Margie said and left the office.


End of story.
But, still, not really.


***


That night,
Emily poured herself a glass of wine, turned on her computer,
signed onto the dating site and started to read the messages. At
first, it seemed that Margie was right. She saw messages from guys
who posted pictures of themselves with their shirts off, with dead
animals or drinking with their buddies, bleary eyed and stupid.


The messages
ranged from the two word kind: “Nice tits,” to the slightly longer,
poorly written ones such as; “u r hawt, hook up?” She politely
responded to each of them, with a standard note she had composed;
thank you for writing, but currently you’re not what I am looking
for.


“Frat boys and
perverts,” Emily said as she moved through the messages, “how does
anyone find anything real on these things?” She had gone through
thirty-five messages with pictures of shirtless men, men at the gym
and men who were clearly lying about their age. She hit send on the
last reply and sighed. She was about to click off the site when a
small window popped up;


“User
actswrite has sent you a chat request.”


She stared at
the box for a moment and had no idea what to do. She clicked on the
user’s name and was brought to the profile. There were no pictures
and written on the page was;


Lost a bet,
giving this my full attention for one month. But, you know, not
really. I like things and stuff, eat foods, drink liquids and walk
places. I have pictures and promise to post them as soon as my
parole officer clears them, but for those of you that need the
pictures, I offer you this; fallaces sunt rerum species.


Emily read the
profile again and then looked at the chat notice. She had no idea
what to do so she clicked off the site. She sat back, sipped her
glass of wine and thought about the strange world of online
dating.


***


“How did it
go,” Margie asked when Emily came into the office next morning.
Emily walked past her desk and into her office. She then peeked out
her door and motioned for Margie to come into the office.


“Bring your
laptop,” Emily said and vanished into her office again. Margie
stepped in and shut the door.


“Did you meet
someone,” Margie asked, full of excitement, “go out, meet some hot
guy, hook up, have mind blowing sex?” Emily looked at her in
disbelief.


“Hello,
Margie,” Emily said, “I’m Emily, have we met?” Margie laughed and
sat down. “Go to the site,” Emily instructed her and she did. “OK,”
Emily said coming around her desk and sitting next to Margie, “last
night I got a request to chat from this guy, go to his profile and
check it out.” Margie typed in the user name and the profile came
up. Margie took a moment, read it and laughed.


“Jesus, Em,”
she said, “he sounds perfect for you.”


“Too perfect,”
Emily said and looked at Margie closely.


“What,” Margie
said.


“Was that you,
did you do that, did you write that profile and...” At that moment
a new message notification popped up. It was from actswrite. Margie
sat back and crossed her arms, gave Emily a sarcastic look.


“You were
saying...?” Emily shrugged.


“What do I
do?” she asked. Margie leaned over, clicked on the message and
opened the email. The page spread open across the screen and the
two of them leaned in and read.


Sorry if I
jumped out at you last night. I was home drinking heavily with my
best friend, who happens to be a llama. I should know better than
to drink and go on a dating site. Apologies. Hope it didn’t send
you scurrying to the post office to see if my picture was up on the
wall.


Margie
laughed. Emily smiled and tried to make sense of it. She reread the
note again and wondered if the person who wrote it was insane or...
funny.


“Do you think
he’s insane,” Emily asked, “or do you think he’s funny?”


“He’s insane
if his best friend is really a llama, but, my guess is, he’s just
funny.” Emily thought of about this for a moment, leaned forward,
hit ‘reply to sender’ and typed;


Went to post
office with a Mai Tai, didn’t find your picture because I have no
idea what you look like.


“Why a Mai
Tai,” Margie asked.


“To let him
know I drink, I don’t want him thinking I’m a Mormon or something.”
Margie laughed. They waited a moment, but no reply to the reply was
sent. Margie shrugged, closed her computer and went back to work.
Emily sat at her desk working away for the rest of the afternoon,
but the message kept slipping in and out of her thoughts. After
lunch she called Margie in.


“Fallaces sunt
rerum species,” she said when Margie walked in the office.


“And a fine
punt in the rectum to you too,” Margie said.


“I have no
idea what that means,” Emily said.


“Good,” Margie
said, “that makes two of us.”


“The Latin, do
you know what that means?”


“No, I took
three years of French in college and failed because I just spoke
English with a really bad French accent.


“It means,”
Emily said, “the appearance of things are deceptive.” Margie nodded
but had no idea what Emily was driving at. “Do you get what I’m
saying,” Emily said.


“That things
aren’t what they seem,” Margie guessed.


“Yes,” Emily
said and jumped up and started to pace the room. Margie watched.
“So, basically, what he means is that he’s really hideous and...
he... he’s...”


“Ugly,” Margie
said.


“Yes,” Emily
said turning to her, “that’s what I’m saying.” Margie nodded but
was still unclear what was happening. “But, how shallow would I
be,” Emily went on, “if I refused to go out with this guy just
because he’s not... you know, attractive.” Margie watched Emily
pace for a moment.


“Let me get
this straight, you’re planning on going out with this guy?”


“No,” Emily
said quickly, “no, not at all.”


“All right,
then why do you care if that makes you shallow?”


“Well, I’m
speaking in... in the abstract about this. I am wondering, am I a
shallow person? Do I have tendencies toward shallowness and
being... you know...”


“Shallow?”
Margie finished the thought.


“Yes, see, you
understand me.”


“Not really,”
Margie said and sat down. Emily still paced. Margie watched,
thinking how she had never seen Emily act this way. She decided it
was a good thing, she needed to be out of her comfort zone. Maybe
this was a step in the right direction.


“Maybe you
should go...” Margie started to say when Emily pounced.


“Yes, yes,
you’re right,” Emily said, “I should. I mean, I lost the bet and...
I should give the dating site a full... you know... I should...
yes.” She stopped pacing and stood in the middle of her office just
looking at Margie. Margie said nothing.


“Good,” Emily
said at last, “good then... I’ll... I’ll just see what happens
tonight.”


“Okay,” Margie
said and left Emily alone.


***


Actswrite has
sent you a chat request


The words appeared on the screen after Emily had been
sitting, watching it for close to half an hour. This time, she
clicked accept and waited for whatever was going to happen next. A
small screen appeared in the middle of the page and
“hello” popped up. She
replied with a hello of her own. Simple questions were
asked; How are you tonight, good,
you? Fine
thanks and then, silence. There was
nothing for so long that Emily thought he had left.


Did I lose
you?


She waited and
after few moments the reply came.


No, just
pondering my next move.


She thought
for a moment.


Maybe I can
help, what are your choices?


A few moments
passed.


OK, one I
could keep writing these safe but banal questions until your head
falls off or...


The message
stopped there for a moment. She waited, got impatient and
wrote.


Or
what...???


Another moment
passed, then,


Or, I could
just tell you to meet me at Tappler’s in 20 minutes for a
drink.


She froze. She
got up and walked to the other side of the room and looked at the
computer. She had no idea what to do next. Should she go and meet a
total stranger? Was that dangerous? Was this normal, did people do
this kind of thing on these sites? She grabbed her cell phone and
called Margie. The phone rang but it went to voice mail. She hung
up and paced. She didn’t know what to do. Suddenly, her decision
was made for her.


Sorry, seems I
was too forward. Understandable. Anyway, I thought your profile was
hilariously brilliant and, you’ve got a sweet face... Thought we
could meet. I am happy to do the traditional chat online for a few
months, make sure you feel safe. But, for now, I am going for a
drink. Have a good night.


Then, the chat
window closed. She leapt to her computer and tried to get it back,
but it was no use. She sat down and wondered if she had missed an
opportunity. She turned the computer off and sat on the couch and
turned on the TV. He would write again, she thought. She’d write
him, they’d write, they’d be pen pals.


“He thought
the profile was hilarious,” she said, surfing through the channels
and paying no real attention to what was on the screen. After a few
moments of mindless surfing she suddenly jumped up, grabbed her
coat and rushed out the door.


***


“What am I
doing,” she asked herself twenty minutes later as she stood outside
of Tappler’s, a bar she went to now and then with her girls. She
stepped inside. For a Wednesday evening the place was pretty
crowded. She sat at the first empty stool she found at the bar. The
bartender came and asked what she wanted. She looked down the bar,
thought for a moment and then ordered a Mai Tai.


“Really,” the
bartender said, “a Mai Tai, you want some fried rice with that?”
She laughed, not a very jovial laugh.


“No,” she
said, “just the Mai Tai will do, but, you know, keep the jokes
coming because you’re hilarious.” He nodded and went off to make
her drink. A few people sitting at the bar left, leaving only two
young couples and an older man, balding, grey goatee. Emily looked
at him and thought, perhaps, who knows. He did say things aren’t as
they appear. The bartender brought her drink and set it down in
front of her.


“Thank you,”
she said, he started to move away but she called him back, “say.
What’s that gentleman down the other end drinking?” The bartender
looked down the bar.


“Um...
Gimlet.”


“I’d like to
buy him another one,” Emily said and the bartender gave her a
look.


“You’re not
going to be trouble are you,” he asked and she shooed him away. She
watched as the bartender put the drink down in front of the man,
spoke a few words to him and pointed in her direction. She smiled
and raised her glass. He just stared at her. She was deciding if
she should get up and join him when a tall, rather good looking guy
sat down one stool over from her. He nodded to her and she got up
and started walking to the other end of the bar.


“Excuse me,”
the man who had just sat down said, “would that be a Mai Tai by any
chance.” Emily froze. He smiled. She looked down the other end of
the bar and saw the older gentleman was still eyeing her. She
turned to the newcomer.


“Would you
excuse me for a moment,” she said and he nodded. She took a few
steps toward the older gentleman when he stood up and shouted at
her.


“Look,
sister,” he shouted, “I don't know who you think you are, but I’m
married. Can’t a man just sit and have a drink without some dame
getting all up in his business???” He sat back down and gave her an
evil glare. Several of the patrons looked at Emily and then went
back to their conversations. She backed up and sat down. She said
nothing, the newcomer watched her, smiling, obviously enjoying the
encounter. The bartender came back and asked the newcomer what he
wanted.


“Scotch,
neat,” he said. The bartender walked away. “So...” he turned his
attention to Emily, “you in the habit of picking up old married men
in bars?”


“Are you
actswrite?” she asked.


“Are you
faking it?” he countered and she nodded. He moved over one stool
and extended his hand. She shook it. “Didn’t think I was going to
meet you for another month or so,” he said. She laughed. They
dropped easily into conversation. He had lost a bet with his
friends, strangely enough and the “prize” as he called it was that
he got to put up a profile for a month. She laughed at the
coincidence. They got along well.


“I’m so glad I
decided to come out tonight,” she told him after her second Mai
Tai, “you’re very funny.” He smiled and then got strangely silent.
“Did I say something wrong,” she asked, thinking that maybe he
wasn’t trying to be funny and his stories about lost llama love and
such were serious. In which case, he wouldn’t be funny, he’d be
psychotic. Finally, he stood up and threw some money on the
bar.


“I have to
go,” he said, “it was really nice to meet you.” Then, he was gone.
The bartender, who had been standing near by drying glasses
smiled.


“You’re on a
roll tonight,” he said and laughed. She smiled, got up and left the
bar.


When she got
home, she checked the dating site but saw that there was no message
from him. When she searched for his profile, she we informed that
it had been














































































































































































***

cover.jpg
THE ULTIMATE

Erotic Short Story
Collection

11 steamingly ket Erotica Books For Women
by AmorBooks.com





