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/id/


noun PSYCHOANALYSIS


the part of the mind in which innate instinctive impulses and primary process are manifest.
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I will MURDER her...

Ha. How very Living Your Yoga of me...Seriously though bitch. Three days before you’re supposed to be here?? Could this week get any better? I don’t even know what bullshit excuse she gave me. I stopped listening. Whatever. I knew she was gonna flake. I knew it a month ago. I fucking knew it. I should have bought her ticket. It’s my own fault. Now what? Now I guess I drive with that fucking dog alone. Not really an option...I have to go. And if I wanna see him first, I cannot put it off. Fuck. My. Life.

Oh well...at least the car is good. And for like 600 bucks?? Like I want to call it a gift, but there’s a part of me that’s like that mechanic knows he’s never seeing me again...maybe he just pretended to fix the brakes. I’m gonna go with gratitude and it’s a gift. Am I having a panic attack? I might be having a panic attack. Stop it. People do this all the time. Woulda been more fun with company but maybe it’ll be empowering or some such. It’s only four days. Weaker, dumber people than I do shit like this. Though they also cook meth...Frankly, it doesn’t really matter how I feel about it. I’ve gotta do it, so let’s stop this sniveling dragging of feet. Pack the car. Fetch the dog. Man up and fucking go.

On a side note...like he’s ever really a side note...if Jacob Cutter pulls some kind of disappearing act, I will slit his fucking throat. He was so glib about the whole article thing...Let the lawyers sort it. Really? I mean it’s just my name and my reputation. And on what planet am I gonna get a lawyer in the next 24 hours because some trust fund baby whose daddy bought him a job fucked up and pinned it on me? That’s not really a legally actionable thing and even if it was, there’s not really time for that is there...The sheer stupidity, dare I say arrogance of this cocksucker. The woman grants the interview on one condition and you cut the whole section? And then grab the laziest of headlines like a basic bitch...Fucking no-talent plagerist. Maybe stick to sports reporting. Whatever. He’ll get what’s coming to him. Just a matter of time. I just hope that I get to find out about it...Jake’s tone though...pissed me off. I don’t know why I expect him to get it. Or maybe he does and he’s taking some perverse pleasure in it. Or he’s a self-centered, immature man-child who was at the bar and doesn’t give a shit...Am I a complete fucking idiot? Probably.

Alas, I love him. Really...Alas??? That’s for real the word in my head. Like it’s some Jane Austin novel. Whatever...it’ll be what it’s gonna be. 

Is this fear? Am I afraid to do this drive? It feels like just regular old rage and annoyance...but realistically it’s probably fear.

Big girl pants. I will be in his bed in 4 days. This is just a task.

~~~
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Almost an entire day to get thru half of California? And not pretty California. Fucking brown and warehousey and gross. Of course it was the most perfect day today. Like that super green sunny perfect that annoys you because you took it for granted and never really noticed. The dog-sitter people were actually sad to see Diz go. Dude was like ‘he was weird for two hours but then he was my constant buddy...’ I should have left him. He could have had the lovely life. Seriously, could there have been a more idyllic morning? That shit was just taunting me...’Look how pretty I am. Why would you ever leave me for the east? You’ll be sorry.’  I never really thought I had it in me to be a Left Coast person, but now I’m not sure I will survive going back. Whatever. I made it to my hotel. I almost peed my pants when I saw the moose crossing signs. Moose? In goddamned Arizona??? Or elk...Who knew there were moose/elk in Arizona? Some big, not a deer animal. I had a full on 'it’s dark’ panic attack. The only thing that saved me from completely melting down was that the big ones don’t dart like fucking deer. Oh, and it’s freezing here too. I clearly don’t have a handle on geography and weather. But now we’re having drinks...me and Diz. I think a beer shouldn’t kill him right? He seems fine. I’m getting the single-ish words, short answers from Jake. Never a good sign. Feels familiar in a way that I do not enjoy. Maybe I’m just on edge...but it’s not like he’s busy. Oh well...not a big deal. Two states to cover tomorrow to stay on schedule. Day One is a success. 

Dude tho, fuck every stupid beige part of California. 

Oh, and why—like actually why—is that Maroon Five pouring rain song on every station all day five times an hour...literally everywhere. 

Whose dick did Adam Levine suck for that to be a thing??

~~~
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Arizona and New Mexico are beautiful. Felt like I was driving thru a U2 video. Just me and the trucks. Weird, somewhat scary thing tho...Two independents—is that what they’re called when there’s no company name on their trucks?? I would swear they were stalking me. That’s a lot of credit for how pretty my up at the ass crack of dawn self looked. But still...it felt like they were trying to box me in. I was a little freaked out, but there is some good that came from growing up with mountains...I knew I would lose them on the inclines...So I don’t know if I was just being paranoid, but the fact that my cell also connected to some This is America network didn’t help...Like AT&T just went away. It felt fake and creepy and Twilight Zoney. I’ve never been so glad that I have a big dog. And who knew this little bitch could break 100. Thanks Sweden. 

Oh, and I know I shouldn’t have, but we might have had a little sexy talk...Fucking boys...Think I’d learn by now. Panting in his ear is enough for him...Anyway, totally on schedule. I cannot wait to lay actual hands on him. If I was smart, I’d charge him for that...Alas...ha...Alas again. I really am anxious.

~~~~
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That fucking cocksucker. Oh yes, he did sure as shit did call me in the middle of fucking Arkansas at 95 miles an hour to tell me he got the order to work this weekend. My ass. I don’t even believe him. Like I mean, the military has been fucking up my life for so long, I shouldn’t be surprised. I didn’t take it well. I flipped my actual shit. Like screaming flipped my shit. Like beyond any normal human level of screaming. Like an insane person. Fucking Arkansas? I’m in fucking Arkansas—alone with my fucking dog, speeding like a maniac to get there without being trucker raped...I was insane. Like out of body. Screaming NO. NO. NO. You’ll pardon me if I’m not in the mood to consider your feelings. That’s too fucking bad. Tell them you can’t. Do you know what I’ve had to do to make this happen? Tell them no (which is of course not a thing). I think I hung up on him. Or my phone switched carriers. I hate him so much right now. Though brightside: I made great time. Fury. I don’t remember anything after that. I didn’t even cry. 

Til just now. When he went dark. And I can’t drink because I have a finite amount of daylight drive time, and I sure as shit don’t wanna make a home in this fuckhole. Hate. Everyone. So so so not yoga.

Ummm...also I’m not sure that I didn’t actually call him a pussy...so that should work out well for me.

~~~
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Fuck Texas. I was afraid to speed lest they think I was carrying drugs. That’s a weird thing that white men probably never have to think about. Or sane people. Also, why are there no hot truckers? What’s the point of a truck stop?? If I was a truck stop hooker I would charge so much money...at least it hasn’t snowed.

~~~~
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Could Tennessee actually be trying to kill me? Is this the longest state in the world? I’m still not done with it. This day though??? I am absolutely done with it. I’m drinking. This trip is a cosmic joke. A big karmic fuck you. 

Did your romantic ass think this was going to be fun, bitch? Nope...

Right about oh I dunno...Cocklick? Deersnot? Wherever the hell...I’m annoyed, but I’m not being cute (about the name), and I’m not that far off.

Rain. Pissing rain. Not at first. Not when my wipers were working just fine. Just a light mist then. But so dark. And then the passenger wiper blade broke loose...Like for real. Not just a little loose—fucking dragging across the windshield like a broken bone...and the only option to get off the highway was a service station across the road, or briar patch, or whatever they call it here...across the road from...wait for it...a fucking sex shop. On a dark hill. Two buildings. On a hill. In Tennessee. A gas station and a concrete block sex slavery prison. In the black rain. 

Fucking horror show. 

At least there was a lit pay at the pump option, so I didn’t have to talk to a ‘human.’ And Diz must have sensed something because he started for real barking and snarling like an actual dog. 

We’re having thank god we didn’t die beer...again...

And because why wouldn’t the rest of it be enough—the check engine light came on just as I pulled into this delightful pet-friendly motor lodge. 

I would cry if it wasn’t so utterly ridiculous. 

I might just drive over the next embankment I see. 

And Cutter. Let’s not forget him...is not speaking to me...so good on him for carrying on the whole gotta work thing, which is a lie but doesn’t matter either way. I cant even muster the energy to give a shit. 

Talked to the kids. They got a tree. God knows what that abortion looks like. But now, lucky bitch that I am,  I’ll be there in time to decorate it.

~~~
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Check engine was only the gas cap. Radio silence from him. 

~~~
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Mommy made it. Yay Christmas. 

~~~
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So yeah, no Jacob’s bed. And virtually no Jacob since. Christmas was successful for the children and kept surreal for me by 1) my period 2) Jon picking a fight about who the fuck knows what (probably my period) and leaving, and 3) a smidge of wine.

I hate it here already. The Land of Never Ending Townhomes. It’s ok actually—the house. Not stunning, but ok in a contemporary paper timeshare sort of way. And it’s like 30 seconds away from their school, so I should be feeling gratitude that Jon had a moment of sense and generosity. But I don’t. 

His house is like 35 minutes away. In truth it is closer to work, but also it will be super convenient for never being available in any real way in case of emergency. 

In or out? That is the question. I will not be sidetracked by a fucking boy. He’s gotten more than enough tears. That is all. Funny thing though...Maybe I don’t love him. Want? Yes. Irrationally want. Appreciate, sure. Love though? Do I really want to continue to say I love someone who seemingly has so little regard for me? I’d rather not, but I don’t know that you get to choose not to love someone...Never in my experience at least. He’s a smart boy...if only he wasn’t crazy smart and so pretty. But he’s also insecure. And then there are the hang ups. Maybe not so much hang ups as he’s not as open sexually as one might expect of a man who’s slept with me for any amount of time. He obviously occupies too much space in my brain. Maybe if I stopped fucking documenting every second he enters it...

~~~
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And he’s back. I’m going on the seventh...He’s watching his roommate’s daughter for a month? I’m sure there’s a story there that I don’t really care about...So I guess we’ll see.

~~~
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I’m feeling much better. Survived Christmas. 

I think I hate Christmas...When did that happen? 

Oh well, now we move forward. Gotta send some email. Time to move.
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January
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God I want him...I stayed in bed an extra hour just to dream about touching him...super healthy.

I have to start looking for a job. Which is not a news flash. Not like I thought the money would last forever. Today, however I am obsessing over a table from Crate...

My fucking children are back. From school. Like an hour after they left. Apparently it’s too cold for the busses? 

The sun is shining. 

Am I the bad parent in this situation? 

Why would I ever think to check for a weather cancellation when the sun is out? I will now I guess. And why did it take an hour for them to get back? It’s literally a half a block away...I guess we won’t push jacking off til lunch anymore. That’s a lesson. Two actually, if I count monitoring school cancellations when there is absolutely no readily apparent or valid reason to do so...Where have we moved?

I ordered the table. I’m obsessed. I have to go pick it up, which annoys me, but I’m not paying to ship a 5000 pound table because I don’t want to learn a new road. And I have to put it together. It’s only two pieces though. Surely I can manage that. And it fucking sold out in like ten seconds, so yay me not waiting with my thumb up my ass. Ugh. I hope I don’t have to get on the beltway...

~~~
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J-Day!!! Holy shit...I am freaking out...Jon is watching the kids, so I am mentally prepared for some sort of extortion. I’ve already been told that I need to be back by midnight...ummm. ok. You do remember how well I do with a curfew right motherfucker? And also...what’re you gonna do if I’m not? Leave? I have to be somewhat nice though...at least until I find a real sitter. 

It’s a little over an hour. I’m going to watch him play hockey, like some fawning high school girl. Except I kinda am, which is sad. But whatever. This is a wasted exercise today because the only thing I can think about it what I’m going to wear. Is it too early to drink? I’m stupid nervous. And I’m not sure how this child will play into the evening...First things first, I have to get there...of course I have to take the beltway. 

Can nothing just be easy with this one? 

I’m wearing a hat...so cute.

~~~
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I got lost on the fucking beltway on the way home. Driving in circles for like an hour. Not the highlight, but still annoying and of course I was late. I’m sure I’ll be sucking a dick for that.

Anyway...it was awkward and kind of weird. Good call on the hat. I forgot that ice rinks are actually fucking cold. The kid was cute. Like 10 or 11 maybe...old enough to compliment me on my ensemble. At least someone in that house recognized...

It was strange. The sex was very sedate...almost proper. I think part of it was my not really being down to traumatize someone else’s child. He was oddly detached from the whole night though. Like it was weird for sure, but he was like morning after sober stranger weird...Like I have no real choice in being here right now...I dunno...he did say that this isn't a great time of year for him, but blah blah blah...I was like puppy happy, so I made the appropriate concerned acknowledgment noises, but I didn’t open up the full pity faucet. I’m never psyched to indulge the depressive, tortured genius thing when it gets in the way of what I want. And what I wanted was the beginning sex. Truthfully, we both kind of phoned it in. Stupid child. Who leaves their ten-year-old with a 29-year-old dude anyway? It’s fucking weird. Not pedophile weird, just weird. Where’s her mother? I feel like he may have said, but I wasn’t listening...

I’m not sure that we’re going to talk ever again. I feel like that was a goodbye. I felt it while it was happening...No sense dwelling. We’ll see. If it was. And if I care. Today, I don’t care that much.

And later he texted it was really good to see you. 

Still flat. Still weird. Told the child I hadn’t been feeling well. Note to self: vomiting and sex sound the same through a floor. Good to know. So we’re still at we’ll see.

And now that I’ve checked that box, it’s time to find a job. I literally hate everything I see. Why am I even looking for editor jobs here? What would they even edit? HOA newsletters? 

I’m in hell.

~~~
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Overqualified for anything that interests me...I applied for one listed with an agency...They want me to come in and take a typing test... I’m sorry...The resume isn’t enough? I’m not a fucking admin. Nope...Beyond annoying...but they're the gatekeepers and it’s a super close editing job...so I guess we’re going to get dressed and take a typing test. 

He’s been noticeably quiet...I’ve checked in a couple of times, and he responds...just nothing real...Do I care? A little. I have other things to do. 
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Ok...I may have just found my people. The work itself seems really boring, but I’m obsessed with the two chicks who interviewed me—Gwen and Melissa. Gwen seems to be the boss and Melissa (Mel) is the second in command. But when I said the only two things I hate are filing and breastfeeding they laughed. And not that polite, nervous shit. Like we’re going to be friends laughed. It’s not a real editing job. It’s some kind of bank/money laundering watchdog thing, which sounds boring but the people seem oddly cool. Of course they are contractually obligated to pay me nothing for 90 days or some shit...Fucking agencies...But I love them. And I’m ahead of my financial schedule, so I’m going to do it. 

~~~
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Jon is going to come over to put the table together...and I don’t have to get on the beltway!! And the pizza place Jackie has been screaming about since I got here is like next door...so yay for me winning again. Oh, and I went to their house last week-Jackie and Jim’s...No, I am not joking. It’s all very civilized and normal. She’s become very civilized and normal. And I...am very glad I didn’t listen to her and move there. Cute town, but it’s like old, boring white people suburbia land. Nothing to do unless you want to get frozen custard every fucking day. OMG, and she’s pregnant too, so...I’m not saying she’s off the list, but what practical good are you to me pregnant? Husband is lovely though. We’ll see how long she can pull that off. We certainly didn’t tell any of the old stories...Which I guess is just how it is now. Probably best to just let those days stay buried. I’m not judging...I’m not sure that I’d want to subject my respectable new husband to them either. I wonder if she lied about her number...ha. Of course she did. Even if she was honest about the number, I’m sure she left out the combinations of a lot of those encounters. Not gonna lie, it does make me a little sad watching a whore go straight.

I have to drive up to some retirement thing for the old man. It seems kinda silly...He’s never really going to retire. But it’s at The Lakes, which is an odd choice, and they're never letting my non-white vagina in that club for any other thing...so while politically I am appalled, I am 100% fucking going. I hope it doesn’t snow.

We’ve gone back to phone sex. He has zero interest in seeing me in real life. Apparently I haven’t learned that lesson yet either. There’s always some reason to cancel. Who’s more fucked up in this equation? My vote is him obviously because at least I’m aware of how pathetic I’m being. And perhaps more to the point, no matter what foolishness I display, I’m always on my side...It’ll do for now. Until I grow bored.

I do kind of hate that it does it for me.

Oh ha—they put me in an office with two actual male children, so I have something to play with. 

And guess who just resurfaced? From Japan...That ought to be interesting. Testing the waters...I get it. It was intense. And I was insane. But he was the first after that void of a marriage, so of course I was insane. 

Was. Ha. Like the past tense is applicable even a little.

~~~
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Why oh why...do we pay taxes? Nope. I am about to watch some AbFab though. But why did I stop picking up waiters? Sure, marriage is a reason. But when I say holy shit...I mean ‘holy shit, when did 24 year olds learn how to fuck?’ That is a gift. So ridiculous...I can’t quite get past it...If I had been an ounce more sober I might have Miseryed him, thrown him in my car and locked him in my closet forever...The hips...I’m not sure I’ve ever even noticed hips, but these hips were from some demon place. God bless youth. No real downtime to speak of...unless I had a little nap, which is entirely possible. 

Oh, and this grown ass woman straight lied to her daddy. All-night bowling...Really? Not sure which is crazier—that I had the nerve to utter it or that he just readily accepted it. Something about being home that cues up high school I guess. 

Well that, and I’m not sure we’re cool enough for me to be like ‘so dad, you know that cute waiter from your very public and well-attended retirement soiree? Yeah, he’s going to come out with us in this very small town where I stick out like a sparkly thumb and then I’m gonna go to his house and fuck him until the sun comes up. Which is actually a really good thing if you consider it, because I’m not quite sure where his house is or how to get home from it.’ Probably not in this lifetime.

Second-best lover ever. Objectively. Shocking. And polite. And considerate. 

What in the ever living fuck just happened? Did I just have my world rocked by a kid? Am I about to be a psychotic stalker? 

Speaking of...I don’t care a lot today but just for continuity of documenting the crazy, I made it five days without checking up on Cutter. Straight logged in to Match. Funny. Happy hunting, darlin. Let’s see if you can break the habit. Though once he fucks someone new, I’ll be erased...If we’re as alike as I think we are. New dick takes away the sting. Maybe he
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