
Table of Contents

SMUT SNARK SATIRE

Preface

Good–bye City Life

Don’t Use my Email Address for Your Personal Agenda!

eDating the Old School Way—The Early Years

Don’t Pee on My Leg and Tell Me It’s Rain

Going Deaf Has its Good Points

Tales from a Female Driver’s Perspective

A Bore of a ‘Man’

I Need a Good Laugh Like I Need to Get Laid

Fuck Off, You’re Way Too Cool for Me

I’ve Always Been a Bit of a Slut

Here’s to You, Dad!

Big Fish in a Small Pond

Ghosts of Past Lovers

No One’s Gonna Muzzle Me

Two Heads are NOT Better than One

How NOT to Help a Reporter Out

Someone that I Used to Know

What Kind of Schmuck Does Apple Think I Am?

I’m Tired of Arguing. I’ll Blog Instead

How Not to Make Friends with an Ex–Lover

Almost a Full Circle—the Full Story

For a Woman Who Doesn’t Get Around, I Get Around

Why Do They Say “Whore” When You Won’t Have Sex With Them?

Starbucks and Apple, the Epitome of.... of.... of...

At the Kitchen Table

It’s All in the Delivery

PSSST!

Apple with a little FedEx Tossed In

Because of Apple I Had Sex with the FedEx Guy

Summer in White Lake

Blame it on the Baby Boomers. WA WA WA WA

Apple: It was a Matter of Time Before There’d be an Exposé

The Probability of Getting Laid

Moving Day—A Review of Movers and all the Elements

Anticipating Winter Without Insulation

Being Taken for Granted

My Worst Vacation

Pillow Talk

Cock Tease

My Upfront and Personal Close Encounter {Yes, that UFO Story}

Whore is Overused

Why Women, Once Married, Don’t Want to Sex Their Husbands

I Love a Foggy Morning

Acknowledgment

About the Author

Sign up for Maura Stone's Mailing List

Also By Maura Stone


[image: Image]a WinS Publication

Published by Written in Stone

Staatsburg, New York

www.MauraStone.com

SMUT SNARK SATIRE

TOP COMEDY BLOG INSPIRED BY REAL LIFE

Written in Stone/published by arrangement with the author

PRINTING HISTORY

FIRST EDITION: October 2020

Library of Congress Control Number: 2020920064

Copyright © 2020 by Written in Stone

Cover designs and graphics by Laslo Cheffolway 

ISBN Number: 9781099805462

Reprinted from kiss-keepitsimpleschmuck.blogpost.com 
Reprinted with Permission from thelastgoddess.com:
Cock Tease

My Upfront and Personal Close Encounter {Yes, that UFO Story}

Why Women, Once Married, Don’t Want to Sex Their Husbands

Whore is Overused

Photo Credits: Maura Stone

All Illustrations: Laslo Cheffolway

The False Mirror by Rene Magritte

ALL RIGHTS RESERVED

No parts of this book may be reproduced, scanned, or distributed in any printed, voice or electronic form without permission. Please do not participate in or engage in piracy of any copyrighted materials in violation of the author’s rights. Purchase only authorized editions.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, events or locales is entirely coincidental.

www.MauraStone.com

Gluten-Free/Non-GMO/Politically Incorrect Literature

PRINTED IN THE UNITED STATES OF AMERICA
[image: Image]

Dedicated to my brother, Matt Stone, who saw absurdity in nearly everything.
Observation

by Maura Stone

––––––––
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There are times in life when you discover something only to realize you discovered it years ago, but forgot about it. And, just as suddenly, you forget what you newly discovered, only to rediscover it some time later in life, realizing you discovered it years earlier, but forgot about it. Until you forget about it once more, only to remember that you discovered something you realized years earlier. But forgot what it was. You did remember it was memorable. Until you forget. 
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Preface
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After six years and over 100,000 daily readers, I closed down my blog, kiss–keepitsimpleschmuck.blogpost.com. 

It was a hard decision. 

My world came apart as you, dear reader, will no doubt discover in the pages ahead. The blog served numerous purposes: a way to distract myself from rampant tinnitus with dissonant frequencies, a shortcut to therapy, and lastly, writing exercises to flex the mind. 

This is not literature nor intended as such. Over the years, I peppered the blog with consumer complaints, stories about my romances, medical issues, annoying neighbors, and short stories that were either read to live audiences or published in e-magazines. Besides my outlet, a way to vent, the blog is strictly entertainment. 

Smut Snark Satire is a compilation of the best blog posts of 2012. But wait—there’s more! Pretty soon there’ll be another book. And, perhaps even more... 
Introduction

––––––––
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The best writers invade our lives and take over. They steal hasty minutes and long hours. Our fish go unfed, our previously fawned over pets stare at us while we ignore them. Our dishes become high school science experiments in the sink. Our plants die of thirst. 

The first time I read anything of Maura Stone’s, it was her blog back in 2012. My mistake was starting on them before getting ready for work. Two hours later, my office was calling on our previously arranged “If I don’t show up to work and don’t call, I might have fallen down dead at home.” 

One of the dangers of living alone is that you can’t get totally immersed in something without someone sending over the authorities. I was so taken in by Maura’s blog that even after I managed to get to work, I lost a whole day reading them. They are unique, with a point of view that shocks, provokes out–loud laughter, and finally, a nod of understanding. 

From her country home set on fire during her move in, to getting nearly bitch slapped at the local deli (which is no way to treat a ‘big deal’), to adventures with the FedEx delivery man and her pact with the Devil, Maura’s tales are so wild they have to be true. And that will make you look at the world in whole new way. 

As I told Maura at the time, these blogs are unputdownable. Also, if I don’t pace myself, I might get fired. 

Plan ahead before you start reading. Feed your pets, do your dishes, and make sure no wet clothes are left in the washing machine. Cut the grass. Pay your bills in advance. 

You’ll thank me later. 

Stacey Roberts
Author, Trailer Trash with a Girl’s Name 
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Good–bye City Life
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Two years ago I decided to move to a rural agricultural community. In other words, I moved back home. I had no choice; I lost my job and could no longer afford to live in New York City. From the onset, I’d face culture shock living in the wilderness far away from friends, a social life, and easily accessible sushi. Yet, I rationalized, it wouldn’t be all that bad; my boyfriend would visit on weekends. 

You may be inquiring, why didn’t I move in with him? Ha! We already had lived together for a year. And while I enjoyed having someone around, his constant, “What’re you doing?” drove me up the walls. There were many other reasons, e.g., the huge age gap between us, his inability to coin a cohesive sentence, and the general mayhem he brought to the table. But I digress. 

The day of the move, at the end of April, he packed a U–Haul truck with selected prized possessions I couldn’t live without: computers, clothing, bric–a–brac, and boxes of stuff. The rest I had moved into a storage bin to contend with later. After two and a half hours of driving, we arrived at the homestead, a tiny cabin, partially winterized, built on top of pillars. He spent the afternoon unpacking the truck whereas I hooked up the water and turned on the electricity. That evening, to commemorate the first day of my new life, he built a bonfire near the house and we danced in front of the flames. 

The following day was a scorcher. “Put on shorts,” I recommended. I put on a swimsuit and proceeded to empty the cartons and arrange my stuff throughout the already cluttered cabin. 

“What should I do?” he asked. 

“Go outside and enjoy the beautiful country weather,” I said and then added, “Count the deer.”

Bored, he kept entering the house, asking, “What’re you doing?”

Standing amid half–opened boxes, I yelled at him, “What do you think I’m doing? Grab a book, take a chair and just sit outside and breathe in fresh air.” 

After several more episodes of this nature, he finally burst into the living room, “Say, can I have a bonfire?” 

“It’s two in the afternoon,” I said in exasperation. “What’re you, an arsonist?” 

His face fell. 

“Ok, but keep it small. I want to have wood for a fire later tonight.” In glee, he ran out. “Turn on the water hose and keep the fire extinguisher nearby,” I shouted after him. 

While rummaging through the cartons, I received a call from my girlfriend. “How’s the move?” We kibitzed for a while until I noticed silence. 

“Hmm, I wonder what Teddy’s up to? He hasn’t bothered me in a while. More than likely, he’s setting fire to the house.” Upon the utterance of those words, I saw a lick of flames burning the kitchen window from outside. 

“Oh my God,” I yelled and ran outside. 

Teddy had his back to the house staring at a small fire in the pit. 

I peered underneath the house. 

“Teddy, the house is on fire!” 

“What?” He turned and knelt beside me. We watched flames spreading under the kitchen. 

“Grab the hose!” 

With one hand he picked up the hose, turned it on and with the other, snatched the fire extinguisher. Lying on his belly, he alternately shot water and extinguisher. After a few minutes, he bellowed, “It’s not going out. Dial 9–1–1!” 

I picked up the cell phone, dialed and introduced myself. “Hi. I’m Maura and I live at.... Kindly send a fire truck or two at your earliest inconvenience as my house is on fire.” 

Behind me, I heard him sobbing, “How did this happen?” 

Moments later, the alarm sounded for the volunteer fire department. It only took a minute before I saw five fire trucks. What an amazing response. Faster than the City and I live out of the way. Unfortunately, they drove past my house. Once, twice, thrice. 

Teddy yelled, “Why aren’t they stopping?” 

I ran to the road and jumped up and down the fourth time they sped past me. The fifth time, though, worked like a charm. They stopped. 

I said to the driver, “Customarily, when I jump up and down in this swimsuit traffic stops.” 

“We couldn’t see you from this high up.”

“Didn’t you get the address from 9–1–1?” I inquired. 

“Yes, but we followed the smoke trail.” 

By the time they got to my front door, Teddy appeared. “I got it out.” 

“Let me be the judge of that,“ said the fire chief. He and his men thoroughly examined my house. “Good work,” he said to Teddy, “you burnt out her electrical wires, melted her pipes and charred the shit outta her floors.” The entire back of the house was blackened from the flames. The chief turned off the water and electrical access. 

“What were you thinking?” asked the chief. “This is a no– fire zone.” 

I exchanged looks with Teddy. “I didn’t know. I moved up here yesterday.” 

“It’s a felony,” he informed me. Out of the corner of my eye, I caught Teddy doing the moon walk. “But since you were prepared with hose and extinguisher...” 

At this point, thirty bored firefighters stood on my lawn. As well as neighbors and rubberneckers who drove over after listening to the radio bulletins. This was big news for the community. Live action, better than tv. 

He continued, “Well, it was an accident. More than likely an ember flew away and ignited all the leaves under your house. Considering the dryness, you got away scot–free.” He hesitated, “I knew your family and for now, I’ll give you a free pass. No more bonfires.” 

I sighed in relief. “Listen, since all your people are here, why don’t they practice with the equipment?” Just for my benefit they shot a few rounds of water at the house.  That night, I said to Teddy, “Listen, we’re going to have to go out for dinner. There’s no electricity or water in the kitchen.” 

“I don’t wanna go. Everyone will laugh at me,” he said, sullen and withdrawn. 

Astounded, I said, “They don’t know you.” And thought, “If they did, they’d definitely laugh.” 

The moment we set foot inside a local restaurant, a waitress approached us, someone I never met before. 

“Teddy, why did you set fire to Maura’s house?” 

Evidently, everyone in town and surrounding villages heard about that afternoon event. 

Nothing like country living. The evening went downhill from there. 

And thus began my new life in the country. 
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Don’t Use my Email Address for Your Personal Agenda!
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Don’t get me wrong: I love receiving emails. What I don’t love, though, is when the sender publicly displays people’s email addresses when emailing to a group of unrelated people. You’d think they’d know how to use the bcc function. To me, it signifies blatant disrespect because there’s no regard to privacy. 

This hasn’t happened to me in years. Since then, there was a slippage several months ago when the sender accidentally did not bcc the recipients. However, I met all the people on the list so I didn’t make a fuss. And she never did it again. 

Some woman who was on that list, not even a friend or an acquaintance, recently sent a mass email about some nonsense occurring in her life that she couldn’t wait to advertise on youtube. Without my permission, she stole my email address from that slippage event and used it for her own venal purposes. I never never never would’ve given this lunatic access to me or allowed her to let strangers have access to me. I let her slide the first time, considering it was a one–off. But, today, when I got another public blast email from her, I went ballistic. 

It’s not nice to fuck with the Bubbameistah. 

Well, I decided to show tit for tat. If she can use my email without my permission, hello world—I sent EVERYONE on that list the following: 

Just to let you know: Five–Star FLEECING is now on sale! Read the book deemed “HILARIOUS!” 

Evidently, I struck hard. To maintain her anonymity, I’ll dub her CRAZY LUNATIC who wrote me back: 

Thank you for the link to your book. I appreciate having it. But please don’t use my addresses to copy it to. There are friends among them who will not appreciate receiving it. And they are my personal addresses, not public contacts. Please delete them from your list.
All best, Crazy Lunatic
Of course, I went ballistic again. Crazy Lunatic stole my email address and dared to admonish me. My response: 

Ah, Crazy Lunatic–
That’s why we use the bcc feature. From now on, please do not copy my PERSONAL email address to your public emails. Only 15 ppl have it outside of YOUR friends.

After receiving the response below, you’ll understand what I was up against: 

Ah, Maura–
My emails are not public, and only go to friends and family.  I made the mistaken assumption that no one on my list would ever consider using my addresses for their own means. I will remove you, as requested.
What a moron. Or perhaps, only she alone has the privilege to use my address for her own means, but, of course, I can’t do as well. Belatedly, I realized that old adage is true: To argue with a Crazy Lunatic makes you one as well. So, I thought I’d leave her with a tender note and exit gracefully. After all, she does have my email address. 

It’s good. Thank you. I never gave you permission to use my email at all, even for your friends and family. Don’t worry, I won’t ever email them again. 
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eDating the Old School Way—The Early Years
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Seated across from an elegant woman at a restaurant, I gnawed the inside of my cheeks in a feeble attempt to refrain from laughing in her face. 

“My poor brother got suckered in by a woman on the internet. On a dating site. They never even met and he sent her thousands of dollars,” she said in an outraged tone. 

That counts as one amazing feat. Her brother’s so cheap his butt cheeks puckered each time he opened his wallet. 

“So, one day, while I was on the road, I went to the address that woman gave him. I walked up to the front door, knocked and was greeted by this fat, frumpy, and ugly woman wearing a house dress.” She gulped a mouthful from her wineglass. “I can’t believe my handsome brother was taken in by her.” 

I can believe it. I just wish I knew that woman’s secret. 

A chatroom conversation years ago gave birth to eDating the Old School Way. A young woman was scammed from a man she met on a dating site. She was traumatized, to say the least. I chatted with her and she felt better from the convo after a few laughs. “Hmmmm,” I thought, “fodder for a series.” 

Since then, I’ve heard countless horror stories from both women and men taken in by edating predators. The funny part is that I never had those experiences. Every man I decided to meet in reality has taken me out to the finest restaurants, some to the theatre, and some to events for the first date. 

“What’s your secret?” is the question most women ask. 

“I learned from others’ mistakes,” I replied. And I did. I know precisely how to separate wheat from chaff, a time–consuming process. You have no idea how many penis pics, poorly spelt pornography, and masturbation web chats I suffered through. 

EIGHT YEARS WORTH. 

I’m telling you, 99% of these guys are predictable. I know all the dialogue, all the steps up to masturbation–land, all the tricks of their trade. Once I learned these key elements, I waded through the morass with velocity. 

It’s true what they say, “You gotta kiss a lot of virtual frogs until you meet a frog prince.” 

The best story I heard was from this average guy who suddenly traveled all over the country almost every weekend. 

“How could you afford it?” I asked, knowing his financial situation. 

“I don’t pay a penny—the women do,” he chortled. “I’ve been to Seattle, Reno, San Antonio, Santa Barbara, Boston.” 

He confided, “I chat with women online and we exchange pics. If there’s chemistry, they fly me out for a weekend, take me out to dinner, sightsee with me. All I have to do is perform.” 

That’s one way to see the country. I can’t pass moral judgment. He seems happy and he made lots of new friends. 

Despite my success in having wonderful dates, I gave up on edating. As nice as those men were, none of them appealed to me other than a good meal in a fine restaurant. Perhaps I’m jaded, perhaps it’s my age, but I’m not interested. Or perhaps I’ve yet to meet the right man. Online. 

Offline, in reality, that’s a whole other story. 
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Don’t Pee on My Leg and Tell Me It’s Rain
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They say that imitation is the greatest form of flattery. Ha! I guess I should be flattered instead of seething... 

The good thing about Facebook is that it reunites people. The bad thing is that time effaces the reason why you didn’t associate with them through the journey called life. And, with the interactions on Facebook with those people, it comes to surface. I want to gnaw off my fingers for accepting their invites. 

A case in point: 

While revising Five–Star FLEECING during 2009 and going through the galleys, I was contacted through Facebook from a girlfriend I knew eons ago. One of those who I never cared to stay in touch with over the years although I couldn’t remember why. 

“I’m writing a book and decided to self–publish,” she wrote me. “I want to fly into town and discuss self–publishing with you.” 

I stared at the screen, then typed in response, “There’s lots of information on self–publishing online. That’s how I learned.” 

During 2009, I conducted extensive research online in addition to visiting the Business Library on Madison Avenue and 34th Street in Manhattan. I spent hours over several months researching different options for self– publishing, the costs and venues. I also had to learn about graphics, formatting, and all sorts of stuff I never knew about. It was a stiff upward learning curve. 

She wrote back, “Let’s meet for lunch and I’ll pick your brain.” 

I sat in front of my laptop thinking. My first thought was, “Why not?” Then, my mother’s spirit hovered over me. 

“You always do for others and no one does for you,” she said. I drove my mother mad dispensing advice and helping people out who turned their backs on me once they got what they want. 

“Mom, it’ll pan out. Karma.” 

“That’s bullshit. You made several people wealthy helping them with their companies. And they spat on you after wards.” 

I never had a comeback because it was true. This time, for once, I’m going to be selfish. I actually considered, “If she’s going to pick my brain, what do I get out of it?” 

I wrote, “Yes. Sure. Let me know.” 

I didn’t hear from her for a while. With my luck, though, she contacted me again. Meanwhile, the enormity of that request hit me. Outside of friending me on Facebook, there was no other interaction between us. She never extended any civilities, trying to catch up on the past decades of non–communication. I checked out her Facebook page. The woman was a success in the entertainment industry and had homes dotting the country. I lost my job on Wall Street and was in process of losing my apartment. 

“Why don’t you use your contacts?” I wrote her when she next introduced the topic of meeting for lunch to pick my brain. Not even an invitation to pick up the tab, the miser. 

“I want to do this myself. It’s written to be picked up by a movie studio.” 

“Well, if we meet, can you recommend an agent for me to do the same?” 

I watched the minute hand on the clock overhead the laptop move until her next response. 

“I don’t know anyone.” 

What a blatant lie. That was the last interaction I had with her. 

Since then, Five–Star FLEECING won several awards, notably the 2011 National Indie Excellence Award for Comedy. And great reviews by lions of literary critics. Even so, it’s a long haul for sales because I recognize that my marketing skills are not as aggressive as they should be. 

I don’t hammer people into purchasing my book. I don’t like to be a one note Johnny on social media. I believe that good will rise to the top and my books (the tomes
I’m constantly revising) will get the readers, in time. I just hope that it doesn’t happen posthumously. 
This woman, though, is a marketer par excellence. She actively promotes her book on social media and those of her friends’. Yet, not a peep about mine. But, I’m okay about that. What next got me was that I started this blog two weeks ago and made a passing reference to it on Facebook. She started hers yesterday. Call me paranoid, but the timing’s way too close. She blasted every avenue on Facebook about her book and her new blog, ramming it down our throats. 

And I’m livid. 

It’s okay, I keep telling myself. Unlike her, I write comedy and infuse it with literary allusions that only two hundred people so far understood. My fans are dedicated readers and even though they don’t post online their raves, for the most part, I have oodles of emails from them. 

Yet, I know that my next move will be closely monitored. Something tells me she’s reading this now. Hmmmm. 
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Going Deaf Has its Good Points
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In front of a live audience March 2012 in New York

––––––––
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It’s true: I hear what I want and not what’s being said. I suffer from selective hearing. According to my father, a genetic trait inherited from my mother. 

My favorite word, oft repeated to everyone’s detriment, is “what?” Being bilingual, its counterpart in French is “comment?” Everyone rued the day when I learned the slang for “comment” which is “quoi.” I quacked like a duck, “quoi, quoi quoi?” 

Ex–boyfriends said I fixate on several sentences that take precedence over entire conversations. They call it “selective memory.” Another genetic trait I inherited from my mother. It doesn’t matter what they say, that’s why they’re referred to as “exes.” 

One boyfriend from long ago insisted I was deaf as a doornail. “You never hear a word I say,” he bellowed. 

“I’m sorry, but did you say something?” I said. 

Trust me, I heard everything that spewed from his lips. Yet, if I paid attention to what he said, I’d face twenty to life for manslaughter. The simplest alternative was to feign deafness to shut him up. 

Disgusted, he declared while gnashing his teeth, “Tomorrow, you’re going to my ENT. I made the appointment and I’m paying.” 

Before I opened my mouth, he injected, “Don’t even say that word!” 

“What word?” I asked, slipping for a moment. “What,” he spat out. “Quoi?” I responded. 

The following morning I met with Dr. Rose in midtown Manhattan. The good doctor subjected me to a myriad of ear exams. Afterwards, he held a consultation where he pulled out reams of computer sheets. 

“You’ve the acute hearing of an Airedale,” he stated, papers fluttering in his hands. “So, what’s the problem?” 

“My boyfriend complains I don’t listen to him,” I replied. “Half the time he doesn’t make any sense and the other half, he’s nasty as hell.” I fell silent upon the realization that I didn’t even like him and wondered why I bothered. Changing the topic, I confessed, “Maybe it’s me, but most people mumble, or have speech impediments. And it’s not any better on the phone.” 

“Well, I can’t help you out with the boyfriend aspect,” the good doctor said. “But, I can put your mind at ease about your hearing. And you’re right: most people tend not to enunciate. Insofar as the phone, well, too much interference on the lines.” 

I panicked. “What’re you gonna tell him? If he finds out, I’ll really have to listen to what he has to say.” 

The doctor nodded. “Don’t worry. I’ll write on the test results you’ve significant hearing loss in one ear.” 

That evening over dinner at a fancy restaurant, I showed my boyfriend the test results. 

“I knew it,” he crowed. “What?” 

Ignoring me, he pored over the doctor’s notes written across the graphs on the computer
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