Excerpts from fIdGits Book 2 Moving
We twisted our bodies toward each other and I slipped my right arm around her waist. I felt her hands
rest at my waist and we moved our faces closer until we could feel the other's lips and we slowly, deliberately
took turns gently squeezing a lip between our two lips. As I felt her hands slide over my chest to rest over my
shoulders and rub the back of my head, I felt her mouth open and I plunged my tongue inside her mouth and felt
her tongue push back. Back and forth our heads tilted so that we could move our mouths and lips and tongues in
different positions, sometimes breaking free and kissing over the other's cheek, returning to that mouth and
opening it up again.
I gently rubbed and squeezed my left hand over her stomach and slowly moved it up over her Mexican-style cotton blouse to her right breast and opened my hand under her breast to cup it. Gently, I squeezed the
bottom of her breast and I could hear her sigh a bit louder and her mouth and head move a little more aggressive ly. That reaction I took as a 'go' sign, so I rubbed and squeezed my hand over her right breast harder and harder.
Our tongues engaged continuously, yielding so the other tongue could push inside and back again. Soon, I
rubbed my hand over her bare chest to her left breast and slightly inside her blouse so that I could feel her soft
brassiere underneath. I could feel her body wriggle and squirm with the growing intensity and her breathing was
faster and more audible.
After a minute or two of rubbing, squeezing and pushing her left breast, I returned my left hand to her
right breast, squeezing down to the bottom of her breast, pushing up under her breast and squeezing her fullness,
all through her tan blouse and soft bra. Still plunging my tongue in her mouth, I tilted my head to my left,
slipped my left arm down her right side until I could feel the bottom of her brown blouse, and pushed my right
arm down her left side to the bottom of her blouse on that side. As I pulled up her blouse, I disengaged from her
mouth and leaned back. Immediately, my hands holding the bottom of her blouse reached her shoulders and she
lifted her arms straight up. With no hesitation, I followed her movement and her blouse sailed over her head,
over her upraised arms to dangle from my left hand. I slowly reached across her body with her blouse and dipped
my hand as low as possible and dropped the blouse to the floor.
As she gazed at me shyly and silently, I gently brushed her left cheek with my right hand and watched
her eyes close and her head tilt slightly back. I leaned forward to press my lips against hers and felt her mouth
open and her tongue greet mine and push it back into my mouth. Her arms swiftly encircled my neck and she
tightly held onto me as our faces wriggled against each other.
Placing my left hand against the side of her now bare waist, I could feel the soft smoothness of her skin.
Pushing my hand up to hold her right breast, I was surprised at how soft and flexible her bra felt, knowing that
the fullness of her breasts was not an illusion produced by some hard, static bra. When I squeezed her breast
hard, I could feel the flesh under her bra compress and move with the pressure of my fingers and hand. I alternat ed squeezing each breast, listening to her soft moan grow slightly more audible as I squeezed and rubbed each
breast. I sensed from her reactions that she would not resist my removing her bra, and I wanted to gaze upon the
naked majesty of those twin mounds, so I moved my right hand over her back and to the back strap of her bra
and quickly joined it with my left hand. Having absolutely no experience removing a woman's bra, I struggled
mightily to release her strap, tugging, twisting, pulling and lifting for several minutes to no avail. Our faces sepa rated and I could sense her frustration with me and she was preparing to reach behind and undo it herself, but I
wouldn't relent and accept defeat, so I kept twisting and lifting for a few more seconds until, suddenly, the hooks
freed and I held a separated strap in either hand. Letting them fall down her back, I brought a hand up to either
shoulder to grasp the respective shoulder strap and pull the straps off her shoulders, down her arms and away
from her body. I leaned over the bed and dropped the bra to the floor.
….
Climbing back on the bed she resumed her previous position, pulling the sheet back up to her waist, and
waited patiently, watching me remove my pants. Of course, I lost my balance once or twice, but I finally got
them off both legs and left them where they lay on the floor, turned to the bed, pulled the sheet up enough to
slide under it and leaned on her as I pushed my right leg between hers.
Resting partially on top of her, I lowered my head to hers and we kissed immediately, our tongues meet-

ing instantly, and our heads twisted and turned furiously. I felt a hand settle against the back of my head, stroking
it continuously, and the other rub my shoulder blade in the back gently, stopping occasionally to press hard
against my bare flesh. After a few minutes, I wanted to give those wonderful bare breasts more attention, so I
kissed and licked her face to her chin, down her neck and over to her left breast. I had read that the underside of
a woman's breast can be quite sensitive, so I lifted her breast with my right hand and pushed my face against the
soft flesh of the overhang of her breast, kissing and licking and sucking, feeling her body tense with my actions.
When I kissed and licked up to the center of her breast and I began sucking and even nibbling gently over her
delicate and large aureole, her nipple still would not come out and play. It was a bit disconcerting that, despite
my best but honestly amateurish efforts, I could not lick and suck and nibble on a hard, erect, fully-inflated nip ple. I really wanted to feel a firm nipple in my mouth, but I didn't let my disappointment deter me. Other than
that one anomaly, Desiree's bare breasts were stunning and stimulating.
….
… I lifted my left leg over her leg and she moved her right leg to her left as I settled my left knee on the bed out side her legs. As I lifted my entire body above hers, she moved her legs together and I lifted my right leg up and
away from her legs. She moved toward the wall, making room for me to lay down next to her on the edge of the
bed. As I settled on my left side, I placed my right arm on her waist and rubbed her waist as she turned slightly
to me and kissed me again. We lay like that for several minutes, caring not that both of our sexual organs were
drenched, gently kissing and rubbing each other and gazing into each other's eyes wordlessly. Exhausted more
than I should have been, I was happily sound asleep ten minutes later.
– from Act Seventeen, Prepare for Entry, pages 2-3, 7, 11-12
At six in the morning she was up and out of bed before I could even coax my eyelids to separate. I think
she mumbled something like, “I have to go now. Don't get up. I can find my way. I enjoyed last night.” I think
she said that but I can't be too certain. My head was lost in a thick morning fog and my hearing was on hiatus,
which is to say, on an island out of reach.
With her clothes arranged over her body in an incomprehensibly neat fashion, she sat down on the bed
and stroked my cheek as I smiled up at her. “We should do this again some time,” I said.
“We'll see,” she replied, smiling back.
With that said, she stood up, walked to the door, opened it looking back at me and flashing one last
smile, stepped through the opening and closed the door softly behind her. I could her footfalls in the hall outside
the room for a few brief seconds and then silence. I didn't even hear the door open or close. Like a feline stalking
prey, she exited the house without a sound.
….
As I sipped my coffee and occasionally smoked a cigarette with the boys, including the skunk weed variety conscientiously spun by Steve, and prepared a second cup, the laggards arose individually, David and Brad
and Eric eventually settling in the living room for football. Lance, though, quickly fixed something to eat and
headed out for some secret rendezvous. During the first game, when we initially watched an unmemorable effort
from the Chicago Bears and switched to NBC and an AFC contest when the Bears proved pathetic once again, I
went into the kitchen and fixed a sandwich. As Steve stood at the sink washing the dishes and softly berating the
slobs in the house as usual, I rinsed and set the dishes in the strainer. Brad the Red called out from the living
room, advising that he would dry the dishes and put them away when we were done. When Steve yelled,
“Done,” a few minutes later, Brad the Red quickly made good on his promise. During lulls, David, Brad the
ladies' man, Eric and even Richard, returning in the early afternoon from his girlfriend's retreat, cleaned up
around the house and outdoors. In short time the old abode looked normal, meaning that it no longer resembled
the center of a party with hundreds of participants. Eric announced that the last keg seemed to be half full, so
coffee yielded to beer and lots of it. Pitchers and other containers appeared, filled with beer from the remaining
keg until it was finally dry and unyielding, and immediately the items to return to the liquor store were piled into
Eric's car and he drove them back to the store and split the deposit with those who had ponied up.
Finally, all the clean-up concluded and everyone who really wanted to watch a football game were gath-

ered in the living room. There were even a couple girls. The Raiders kicked off and a wild locomotive of a man
ran right down the middle of the field slammed into the opposing team's ball carrier, setting him on the ground
before he could reach the twenty yard line.
“Was that Herb?” I asked.
“That was Herb,” Rick responded, “again.”
“I thought so, because that guy's a little slow getting up,” I observed.
“You would, too, if you got whacked by that guy,” Steve added.
Herb was a former basketball player from our high school when they had their run in 1972. He had attended a junior college and had managed to get a tryout with the Raiders and they signed him for their special
teams. We loved watching the Raiders' games when they showed them in the Midwest just for Herb, because it
seemed like he made every tackle on those kicks. He was one of “ours.” I couldn't think of anybody else playing
pro ball from any of the other Podunk high schools. Maybe there was but they sure weren't getting their names
mentioned regularly on the broadcasts like Herb was after almost every Raiders kickoff. This day they added an other victory, too.
….
One last benefit was pizza. We could buy pizzas at a discount but frequently some low life would call for
a pizza that couldn't be delivered. That would become our meal at work. Sometimes, John, the boss and resident
pizza maker, would ask what pizza we wanted and make one for the drivers. You just hoped that pizza would be
pulled from the oven while you were in the back waiting for another delivery because it would be gone in two
minutes. That's because Jeff, Archie and Don had enormous appetites and could wolf an entire large pizza be tween them without chewing. I liked them and sometimes would hang out with one, two or all three after work.
They lived together in a house in Bloomington, which was quite a ways from campus, so they would drive to
school and park at friends' places and spend all day on campus. Well, Archie and Don would drive. Jeff didn't
own a car, so he would ride with one or the other. We would even step out from the back of the building and
smoke a joint, light up and smoke cigarettes before we went back in, and John would just frown. I'm sure he
knew, but he tolerated it as long as we made our deliveries on time.
Friday night was a huge binge affair, with plenty of drink and smoke and snort. The effect of such overindulgence rendered me horizontal well into the late morning, though I couldn't help hearing the disturbance in
and out of the house. When I could muster the energy to rise from bed and stagger downstairs both Brads advised to stay in the house until the police officers left the premises, which they predicted would be soon. They
were right. Looking out the window, we watched the police car pull away from the curb five minutes later and
disappear around the corner seconds after.
….
Steve filled us in on the rest. As we all suspected based on earlier conversations with members of the fra ternity which had leased the house through the previous school year, they did not own the house. They had as sured us, though, that they had the right to rent it to us, the legal term being subletting. The new owners insisted
that they had seen the previous owners' contract with the fraternity and it specifically forbade the fraternity the
right to sublet. Additionally, the period covered by the contract ended in August but could be extended every
thirty days unless one or both parties provided thirty days written notice of intent to end the contract or if the fraternity failed to pay rent when due. I'll bet you already know what the fraternity failed to do. Yep, they hadn't
paid the rent to the original owners since the first of September, while we had diligently and promptly paid our
rent to them on time every month. Not only did the fraternity have no right to sublet the house, they didn't even
have a valid rental contract. The new owners knew all the particulars and were expecting to kick out the current
residents, except that they expected the “current residents” to be fraternity members. Since we had relied in good
faith on the representations of the fraternity, we had enforceable rights as tenants that would have to be removed
only through court action taken by the new owners. Until then, we could not be evicted from the house.
From a purely legal perspective, we had no valid rental contract with anyone, so we all knew that some
action was going to take place no matter what. The prospect of being evicted from the house with no place to go
in the middle of a pressure-packed higher education endeavor was real and most of my house mates thought that

would be the most logical outcome of all this. I didn't. Hearing the description of the new owners from Rick,
Steve and the others, I couldn't picture the advantage that they could gain from evicting us. That was assuming
they were smart. They had just endured an education in tenant-landlord legal relations, which might persuade
one to determine that they weren't too smart. One fact that they revealed, though, was neither had ever owned
real property before and the only legal counsel they had procured provided the services to close the sale and had
not advised them at all about any legal rights or requirements for renting real property. That was coming later in
their eyes since their real objective, after evicting the house squatters, was to start fixing up the property for
rental beginning the next school year. Their objective was to become landlords in a major campus environment
and make money next year. Being new to the game, I figured they didn't want to start off their new monetary
venture by evicting “squatters” who had already established rent paying capability. What they would lose by not
evicting us would be time in fixing up the property to their liking, an inconvenience for which they would re ceive money instead. The only hitch in all this was the fraternity, but I knew they would cave because they had
no legal leg to stand on and the real possibility of losing their fraternal certification could be the consequence if
this all became too public.
….
The three of us walked back to the abnormal house together after the meeting, but Steve was still agitat ed. He insisted that he should have known that something was shady when the fraternity wouldn't show him their
rental contract. “Besides,” Steve added, “Rick heard yesterday from some guy who knows some of the frat boys
that they expected us to get kicked out because the police would find out that we're stoners. I had to hide pipes
and shit after I got those people out of the house and I think they saw it.”
I started laughing because I found it enormously amusing. When my two walking comrades asked why I
was laughing, I responded, “So, after the fraternity essentially tried to screw everybody involved in this, they actually thought our introduction to the new owners would result in the police determining that we are major drug
traffickers, arrest us, search the entire house, and announce the most significant drug bust in the city's history? Is
that what they really thought?”
“Apparently, yeah,” Steve confirmed.
“And you're kicking yourself because all of this could have been avoided if you had insisted that there
would be no deal unless you saw their rental contract?” I asked further of Steve.
“That's pretty much it, yeah,” he responded.
“Look, man,” I started, “it doesn't matter whether you even asked about subletting. The mere fact that
they advertised the house for rent, when they had no right to do so, means the fraternity committed fraud before
you even got involved. Then, they compounded that major legal error by collecting our September rent and failing to pay the original owners. The law considers that theft. And you're worried that the new owners are going to
throw away guaranteed rent money so they can get a head start on fixing up the house at their own expense, in
addition, to paying the legal expenses to have us evicted, which they will never recoup?” I shook my head with
extreme disbelief. “No matter what those idiots in the fraternity think, people can end up in prison committing
fraud and theft!”
Richard suddenly looked at me like a light bulb had just brilliantly lit up the entire campus. “You know,”
he calmly stated, “I never thought of it that way until just now.”
“This is all going to end up,” I predicted, “with the new owners getting the security deposit, every dime
of rent we paid, any legal expenses incurred in this process, all paid in full, by the fraternity. The new owners
will be our new landlords, and the fraternity might even get fined, possibly by the legal system or the university,
but it just goes to confirm what I've thought all along.”
Steve smiled for once as he asked, “What's that?”
As I glanced slowly at one and then the other, I said, “Just because you join a fraternity doesn't make you
immune to stupid.”
….
Here's where it gets good. The agent was familiar with the workings of fraternities and knew there were
grounds for punitive action by either the university, the national fraternal organization or both, and multiple

charges could still be filed by the court. When the agent called the fraternity and asked to speak to the president
and only the president, panic ensued in the frat house after the brother who took the call assured the agent that
the president would return the agent's call the moment he returned from campus.
The fraternity president had known nothing about the sale of the old house or any of the legal wrangling
that came from it until the letter from the new owners' lawyer arrived. At that point the proverbial shit hit the
proverbial fan. The fraternity's objective that spring was to sublet the old house for an amount greater than they
were paying to help offset costs for the new house which would be wholly owned by the local fraternity. The
president knew about the 'no sublet' clause in their contract with the original owners, so the fraternity nominated
the treasurer to secure the change from the original owners. From a discussion with the owners and the treasurer
by phone, the owners agreed to consider it and advise the fraternity soon. The treasurer enlisted some of the
brothers to help run this operation, the president relied on them and stayed out of it, and the fraternity advertised
the house for rent and began negotiations with Steve, Rick and the others.
Where the change in the original rental contract broke down we never learned. We never discovered
whether the original owners were still considering the change or had refused when we agreed and signed our
contract. We simply learned that at some point the treasurer had lied to us and eventually to the fraternity presi dent, too. We also had learned that the new owners knew the house was definitely going to be sold after the contract with the fraternity expired in August and that the new owners knew that fact some time during the summer,
but they did not start serious negotiations with the owners until September, though the sale closed quickly once
they did.
When the tenant-landlord agent finally talked to the fraternity president, the president knew all of this by
then. He also knew the precarious position into which the treasurer had placed the fraternity. The agent advised
the counselor that what saved the fraternity and turned around this whole mess was how contrite—that's what the
counselor told Steve the agent said—the fraternity president had been during their phone conversation. The pres ident admitted to all the shenanigans they had committed, but he immediately offered to pay all the proceeds
from the rental, the deposit and any reasonable charges for legal services to the new owners without any guaran tees against further action on anyone's part. In short, the fraternity president was taking it on faith that making
good to the new owners from the start once he got involved would restrain any punitive action by any of the parties now involved, including the court. It was a balls-out move but to the fraternity president's credit, it worked.
That it crippled them financially for some time was the price they paid. The treasurer immediately had his office
revoked and the brothers who conspired with him suffered a bit, too.
The only hitch after the fraternity's capitulation was the initial insistence from the new owners that they
add a clause for the right to work on renovation while we were tenants. Both the counselor and the tenant-land lord agent convinced them to drop that addition from the new contract. When they got around to delivering the
new contract, we all scoped it out, saw that it was acceptable and signed it. We had new landlords who occasion ally would contact us during the week for permission to work on the yard but they never set foot inside the house
again. And the rent stayed the same, too. We won. Stoners with brains. Who knew?
….
Immediately, I rushed out to try to start my car. It was dead. I opened the hood and soon discovered that
the battery looked a little “fried” along with the positive cable. After swapping the battery for a replacement, the
car clicked but never turned over. The service station we trusted said it was probably the solenoid, checked his
stock and had one for my Torino for twenty bucks. After installing that, it finally fired up, like it would have if
either of them had remembered what I told everybody in the house: depress the accelerator for one second, then
turn the ignition. No, they didn't do that, but I wondered why the battery was “fried,” until Brad the Red told me.
“Uh,” he stated slowly, “they left out one thing today about your car. They didn't stop trying to start it
until smoke came out from the hood.” Yep, that would explain the battery being “fried.” He added, “Maybe I
shouldn't have offered to smoke a joint with them right before they left...”
“Ain't your fault,” I consoled him. Fuckin' idiots are fuckin' idiots, ya know. That one event, though, was
the first of a long, slow decline for the muscle car. It would only seem to recover and only for short stretches at a
time. At least Steve made up for it the following semester by devising a method for parking diagonally with two
other cars parking up against the garage. This method allowed all the cars to be parked with none blocking any
other. Of course, it was three months too late for my car's slow demise, but, to be fair to Steve, FuManchu was

gone the next semester—having graduated—so this new method would not have worked when adding his car,
although to be honest still further, his car was hardly ever parked in our driveway because he was almost never at
the abnormal house anyway. Bonus question: who picked up the tab for the battery and solenoid?
….
There was a phone call from Charlie wishing me the usual disaster. Back at ya, east coast jerkoff! Having moved out of his dad's house into a small apartment in Boston, he was still working for the printing press
that he had used to get out of high school early. The money was good, the hours were abysmal but late at night
which allowed him the time to meander all over town the rest of the day. Of course, I got to hear his usual rant
about college, which was beginning to sound more and more sensible. The college life wasn't so bad. It was the
exorbitant price for the “privilege” that sucked.
At the stroke of midnight on January 1, America's bicentennial year yielded to 1977. Sure, there were the
overzealous bicentennial celebrations, but they seemed to ring hollow when one's perspective included the recent
Nixon resignation, Ford's defeat in the presidential election, and the previous year's surrender in Vietnam. I won der if current historians label it a surrender. What kind of celebration does one conduct on the heels of one's
country's first military defeat? What would one serve for the party meal? Humble pie?
Of course, the previous year brought us the 1976 version of the Winter Olympics, dominated by the East
Germans and Soviets, followed by the Summer Olympics, dominated by the East Germans and Soviets. The two
particularly crushed the competition in the women's events, but who knew then that they were fielding women
with testosterone levels high enough to qualify as men, even without a penis. So they were producing teams of
eunuchs on the women's side. What's wrong with that? We had Bruce Jenner, decathlon golden boy. He was impressive and he got his image on the Wheaties box, along with other deals. It wasn't long before it was too much,
though, and now he's the poster man for face lifts.
There was nothing of real importance in basketball, although I imagine Indiana won the NCAA title.
Whoopee! America reclaimed the basketball crown at the Olympics, but after the debacle of 1972 in Munich and
all that had occurred there, it didn't seem important and it really wasn't. It seemed just a matter of time and the
U.S. would field a team of professionals against the rest of the world's amateurs in name only. Baseball produced
the second consecutive championship for the Big Red Machine out of Cincinnati, a dynasty in the making. Who
could seriously challenge these guys? That was the opinion of the experts, but, in fact, the Reds would not reach
the World Series again until the early nineties. The dynasty crumbled as did the pundits' predictions. There is no
clear crystal ball in sports. Bet against a repeat. You'll be right more often than not.
Football was more of the same boredom. The college edition featured the same boring teams, including
boring Michigan and boring Ohio State from the Big Ten. The bowl games were worthy of watching because
there was nothing else to do. The Steelers would falter in the professional ranks, revealing cracks in their dynasty, and some other team would eventually claim the Super Bowl award. That I can't remember who won reveals more about the quirks of memory than lack of inspiration from the victor. That's how memory works,
though. It's extremely selective in regards to “memorable events.” Apparently, the 1977 Super Bowl champion
wasn't very memorable to me.
….
Depression—at this time what I merely recognized as mood swings—was my constant companion,
painting every scene before my eyes with the ugliest of colors, treating every sound with shrill and maddening
effects. Better to avoid all living things, and so I would. Some days and nights I would spend hours locked in the
bedroom playing rock music loud and no one could hear, because I had headphones on. Avoid all living things...
I contemplated my next action as though paralyzed, incapable of making any movement, taking any action at all. Should I wander to class? Should I take that meaningless quiz? Should I study with no expectation of
course completion? I studied the university rules for dropping out, what the university termed withdrawal, the
procedure and deadline date for withdrawing from the university without grade penalty. The rules for re-entering
without having to re-file for admission. I studied these rules like they were a course to themselves.
Prompted by respect to my parents, I consulted with both but only my father offered any advice. If I
needed some break from school, perhaps to work for a living to better appreciate the possibilities which a college

degree might unleash, then, by all means, do so. Leave your options open, though. Don't close a door to which
you can never re-open. Or something like that.
With the deadline looming prior to midterms and spring break, I shattered my paralysis and filed for
withdrawal. I did it and all the abnormal boys listened with disbelief at my explanations. Still, no one shunted
me, turned their back on me. I was still a bro, a smoking, partying, laughing, carrying on bro, just one following
a slight detour.
Delivering pizza was not going to cut it. I quit that. Soon, it would be time to look for some real job, a
full-time endeavor. It didn't have to be right away. I can take some time off and recharge my batteries, then look
for a real job.
Still, had I thought this through right? Was this the right action, the correct action, the necessary action?
Maybe, it was a course of stupidity. It could have been. Maybe, what I had ascribed to the fraternity could be
easily turned on me. “Being smart, coupled with an unmatched ability to see through the clutter to figure things
out, does not make one immune to stupid.” In fact, years of experience has taught me that this gem of wisdom
can be applied to anyone at any time. The trouble is, one never sees it coming.
– from Act Eighteen, Got Stupid?, pages 13, 15-23, 25, 33-34, 37
As I dangled the receiver from the right side of my head, I calmly said, “Hello.”
Through the ear piece, I could hear a short giggle and a familiar feminine voice ask, “Are you
surprised?”
“Do I know you?” I asked back. “What was your name again?”
“Have you forgotten me already?” Desiree asked, betraying a tone of uncertainty. “That hurts.” Following a short pause, her tone strengthened as she asked, “Did you think I would forget your birthday?”
“I don't know,” I mumbled. “Did you?”
“No!” she exclaimed. “Happy birthday!”
“It's not my birthday.”
“It will be in a few days,” she countered. “Tuesday, isn't it?”
“That's the day,” I calmly replied.
I heard that giggle again. “I knew it,” she gushed. “See, I'm pretty good at remembering these things,
aren't I? Are you going out to celebrate? You should, so I can wish you 'happy birthday' in person.”
“I think so,” I replied, slowly, calmly.
She waited for a few moments. “Well, where?” she blurted with exasperation.
I teased her for a few moments with abject silence. “Oh, where?” I repeated. “Um, Stubby's, I think, out
by the interstate on the east side.”
“I know where Stubby's is,” she interjected. “You don't?”
“I'm not drivin',” I countered. “Eric's takin' the four of us in his car, me an' Rick an' Steve.”
“Tuesday night?”
“Yep.”
….
Empty tables were nowhere in apparent sight so we made our collective way to the bar to order some
drinks. We had barely been inside the building a full minute when I felt a hand squeeze my ass and I slowly
turned around to see a naughtily smiling Marty wearing a daring expression. I smiled back and she immediately
leaned forward to shout over the music din in my ear, “Happy Birthday!”
I leaned back, smiling, and mouthed, “Thanks.”
She wanted to get me a beer but I told her Rick was getting me one, which was true since he was almost
to the bar by then. “Okay,” she smiled, “I need another one myself. Don't you disappear!” She turned away to get
another beer but turned back briefly to smile and reinforce the thought. I smiled back and when she turned away
again, I took a long look at that butt of hers and knew I could be holding that tonight if I wanted it. I was think ing I wanted it.
Barely seconds after I watched Marty disappear into the throng, as I stood near Steve and Eric with my
hands in my pants pockets, I felt a hand and arm push gently between my right arm and my torso. I turned my
head to the right slowly, and Desiree's face beamed brightly in the dim bar just inches away. She curled her left

arm around my right arm, placed her right hand on my right shoulder and leaned to my right ear. I felt her lips
touch my ear as she said, “Happy Birthday!” I tried to look in her eyes, but she pushed the left side of her face
against my shoulder, looking away, so I stood there contentedly, my hands still stuffed in my pants pockets and a
cute little blonde in full feminine form stuck to my right arm.
Rick returned from the bar bearing cups of beer for the four of us, acknowledging Desiree and apologizing for not having a beer for her. She pulled her left arm away from mine and leaned to Rick to tell him that it
was alright and she would get one in a little while. Immediately, her left arm encircled my right arm and she
leaned against me, smiling up at my face. I glanced to my left and spied Marty moving around the bodies be tween us, but when she saw Desiree wrapped around my arm like a pretzel, she turned around and disappeared. I
didn't see Marty again the rest of the night.
….
After midnight, beers low or empty, she leaned to me and asked, “Are you ready to leave?” She bowed
her head a moment, and turned to look up at me. She added, “I want to take you home.”
“Are you ready to go now?” I asked back.
“Yes,” she simply replied.
I grabbed my cup on the table and downed it, setting the empty cup on the table. Rick saw that and
yelled across the table if I wanted another beer.
Smiling, I looked at him and yelled, “I'm gonna go back to the house now.” I glanced at Desiree and
looked back at Rick and added, “I've got a ride. Thanks for everything. I had a good time.”
As we stood up, Rick stood up, too. “Alright, bro,” he said, putting out his right hand. I reached out and
we exchanged a brother handshake. “Catch ya later,” Rick added, and glanced at Desiree. “You're not going to
have any problem driving, are you?” he asked her.
“No, I'm fine,” she replied, smiling. “Thanks.”
Steve put out his hand from his chair and I exchanged the brother handshake. I squeezed Eric's shoulder
and said, “Thanks, Eric. Be careful drivin' back.” He nodded, smiling. I waved at the others and Desiree and I
walked to the door through a less crowded bar and out to the parking lot.
Desiree shunned the interstate. She didn't want to drive that fast. Instead, she drove through town, often
on back streets to avoid possible traffic or the unwanted attention of the police. I don't remember her car or most
of the drive to the abnormal house, probably because it was uneventful. As she turned onto Normal avenue, I
said, “Thanks for the ride back home.”
“Is that it?” she asked as she turned into the drive next to our house and backed out to pull up in front of
the house.
I narrowed my eyes as I looked at her calmly. “Oh, did you want to come inside?” I asked.
She looked at me incredulously. “Yes, I'd like to see your new room,” she replied, revealing a bit of disbelief, “but not if you don't want me to.” She lifted the transmission shifter on the steering column to place the
car in park but left the engine still running.
I rubbed my hand up her right arm, pushed away her hair and stroked her cheek as I asked, “You want to
come into the house of a man and enter his bedroom?”
She looked at me defiantly but let me continue to stroke her cheek. “Maybe you don't want me to come
into your bedroom.”
“There's nobody home,” I advised. “You'd be alone and unprotected with that man.”
She smiled. “I'll take my chances.”
I laughed and grinned widely. “You gonna leave your car running?”
….
I started thinking about what to do first. We need tunes. I now had the sound gear all setup and working
great. I just needed to select a good fucking album. Kent liked Borboletta by Santana, but I nixed that in favor of
a more recent addition that I was really liking, Epic Forest by Rare Bird. I pulled it out of the stack, pulled the
sleeve out, slid the album out onto my right hand and set it on the turntable. I flipped all the gear on, set the nee dle on the edge of the spinning album and tunes filled the room. I adjusted the volume a little and moved to the

next task.
I figured that she would want the lights off, but I didn't want it completely dark. I wanted to see her fine
nakedness better than a shadow and I had just what I needed. I had two candles, in the form of bowls filled with
water except for the last quarter-inch which held cooking oil. On top of the cooking oil floated a plastic holder
with a wick stuck in its middle. I lit the wick of the candle next to the turntable and lit the wick of the candle on
the desk. Excellent! Now I have tunes and ambiance. Next is bed preparation.
I had no ordinary bed. Though it looked like a single bed, the top sheet and blanket hung to the floor for
a reason. The metal frame of the bed hid a second twin frame and mattress underneath. I flipped the overhanging
sheet and blanket on the bed, pulled out the second bed fully, flipped the lever that locked the frame down and
pushed down on the frame so it didn't spring up too quickly. When it stopped rising, I pulled up on it until I
heard it lock in the open position. I scooted to the original bed and reached for the sheet and blanket, pulling
both back and distributing them over the second bed.
The door to the bathroom opened and Desiree said, “I like that music. Who is it?” She stopped when she
saw the bed. “That wasn't a double bed before,” she observed.
“Did you remember to open the bathroom door?” I asked as I moved to the door between the bathroom
and the bedroom.
She looked a bit peeved as she said, “Yes.”
I closed the door and locked the latch. As I turned to walk to the bedroom door and lock it I calmly said,
“That's the same bed you laid on last time in the room upstairs.”
With her hands on her hips, she scoffed, “No way, Non.”
I locked the bedroom door and turned to look at her as she sat down on the bed to remove her shoes and
socks. “Yeah, it's the same bed,” I argued softly. “I just didn't pull the second bed out from underneath.” She
stopped and leaned over to look underneath. “Pretty cool, huh?”
“I guess I just didn't notice the second bed underneath,” she stated, sitting up and pulling off her right
sock. As I turned around and walked to the bed to sit down, Desiree slipped off her loafer, pulled off her left
sock, set them down on the floor next to her right pair and stood up. “I'm going to pull the bed down,” she said,
smiling as she glanced at me. I stood up as she turned around, moving to the head of the bed and pulled the
sheet and cover down to the foot, folding it twice and moving around the foot to reach the other side of the bed. I
stood near the bed patiently watching, unmoving. When she finished, she climbed onto the bed on the far side,
crawled on her hands and knees until she could rest her head on a pillow, rolled over on her back and smiled at
me. “I'm waiting,” she scolded.
“Coming, dear,” I replied, smiling briefly, until I turned my back to her and sat down on the edge of the
bed. I unlaced my shoes, pulled them off, and yanked my socks off, tossing them near my shoes on the floor. I
rolled to my right, lifting my feet onto the bed, and started crawling toward her.
She smiled as she laid on her left side, her right arm reaching for me. “I like this music,” she remarked.
“Who is it?”
“Rare Bird,” I replied, snuggling up to her with my left arm reaching over her side around her back. I felt
her right hand slide up my left arm and she rolled slowly to her back, settling her head on a pillow, as I followed
her descent with my upper body. Moments later, our lips were locked together until I felt her mouth open slightly. Tentatively, I pushed my tongue against her lips and soon felt her tongue touch mine. Our heads rocked furiously as we explored the other's mouth, tongues pushing and retreating regularly. As I slid my left hand from the
side of her head over her shoulder to the mound of her right breast, she shifted slightly away from me, still kissing me hard, though. We repeated this a couple more times, until I slipped my left arm around her back, moved
my body more on top of hers, slipped my right arm around her back, pulling her tightly against me, and rolled to
my right, pulling her with me until she was mostly on top of me. Our mouths never disengaged.
Now that I was on the bottom, I moved my legs outside hers while I slid my hands up and down her back
and butt. I pushed my hands under the end of her tan sweater, my fingers rolling slowly over the bare skin of her
back. Squeezing and rubbing, I pushed my hands over the strap of her bra and up to her shoulders and along the
sides of her back, pushing against the breasts wrapped inside her bra cups. She would pull her arms down and
my hands would slide over her back again, until I rested them at the middle of her back strap and lifted the top
edge while I pulled the two hooks out from their holders. With her back strap unhooked and feeling no resis tance, I rubbed over the bare skin now freed under her strap to the sides and the soft mounds of her breasts. Her
body rested flat against me, so I decided not to push my hands under her. Instead, I slid them quickly to the bot -

tom of her sweater and pulled her sweater to her shoulders, snagging her bra as I reached it. As she dutifully
raised her arms above my head I pulled both over her head and arms. Moments later I leaned to the edge of the
bed and dropped her sweater and bra to the floor, glancing at those two wonderful, white globes dangling from
her chest.
Deftly, I slid my hands over her waist to her breasts, letting them fill my hands as I fondled them gently.
Her head still above me, Desiree smiled and lowered her head to mine, kissing me hard and settling flat against
me.
Following her cue I wrestled my hands from her soft breasts and pushed them over her bare back to her
butt, squeezing through the fabric of her white jeans and panties, while I pushed my legs against hers keeping
her legs straight. Moving across the waist of her jeans, each hand descended on either side until they came to gether under the button hook of her jeans. I pulled the flap of her jeans over the button with my left hand and secured the top of the zipper with my right. Lifting the top of the zipper away from her jeans, I pushed it deter minedly until it would go no further. I pushed open the front of her jeans, slipped my thumbs under the front
waist of her panties, and pushed the front of her jeans and panties down. Keeping my thumbs under her panties, I
slid my hands around to her back and pushed down, feeling the very top of her butt. Back to the front, I pushed
down further, and around to her back. At the end of this push my hands were touching the middle of her bare ass.
One more time in the front and one final effort in the back and I pushed her jeans and panties to the middle of
her thighs.
….
She had sat up some but when she saw my smile and heard my reply, she settled back to flat on the bed,
naked and waiting. I rose to my knees and crawled to her feet, my left knee between her barely-open legs. With
my knees even with her feet, I firmly wrapped a hand around either ankle and lifted her feet slightly off the bed
and leaned back. Seeing that her left foot would clear my right leg, I swiftly spread her legs nearly as wide as my
arms would allow and set her feet down on the bed. I spent the next few moments surveying the sight before me,
first running my gaze up her legs and thighs. I fixed my focus on her bare ass as it flattened slightly on the bed
and noted that the top of her thighs didn't even touch the bed. I admired how the wondrous roundness of her ass
splayed out from under her, seeming to support her hips delightfully. I followed the line that separated her but tocks at the middle from the bed to its end, where immediately a dark and slight opening issued, flanked by two
ridges, swollen and red, running up past the opening and along some reddish, soft tissue above. All of this was
surrounded at the top and sides by the soft, curly black pubic hair crowned at her waist. Further up lay the two
mounds of her bare breasts, rising from her chest and descending down the hill at the sides, flat on top, almost
liquid in their properties as they would ripple with her every movement. There was her neck, her chin, her mouth
wearing a strange smile, and her eyes, unexpectedly warm, watching me observe every detail of her naked body
spread so invitingly before me.
….
We got up from the table, grabbed our beers, and made our way to the air hockey table. We played several games and I won most of them, using a double-bank shot that Kent just couldn't keep out of his goal. It also
gave us a chance to survey the bar, which we did all the time anyway, but here we had a little more freedom to
do so. Desiree had already caught me staring at some chick who walked by, carefully observing her butt in motion.
“You like that?” she spit.
“Huh?” I mumbled.
“You're with me! Am I not enough for you?”
“What are you talking about?” I asked, trying to deflect her criticism futilely.
“You know what I'm talking about!” she exclaimed, her mouth just inches away, searing my ears. “You
want that, go get it, but you can forget about me!”
“I don't want that!” I protested.
“Then don't stare at it like you do,” she advised, pausing a moment. “Stare at me like that.”
Now that I was put on notice, the rest of the night at the table I glanced around and only for the briefest

of moments would I fix my focus. If that focus happened to be an attractive woman, I quickly glanced away or,
better yet, fixed my focus on Desiree, looking her up and down instead. I got the message and my ears were still
ringing.
Conversation, plenty of beer, smiling, laughing, and a little warning, was how we celebrated Kent's
birthday a day late. Did I mention plenty of beer? How much is plenty? By way of explanation, Desiree and I left
the disco about a half-hour before it closed at three in the morning. I drove from the far north end of town to the
south end to the Denny's restaurant on Stevenson just off the interstate. We were supposed to meet Kent there for
early breakfast or so we thought, and both of us thought that. We sat in the parking lot for twenty minutes wait ing for Kent, who was never going to show because he thought we were taking him to Denny's and then to his
home. We had left the table but Kent wanted to go to the bathroom and Connie had already left. Desiree and I
just walked out, got in the muscle car and left Kent at the disco, in the bathroom. He had to call Connie to get
him and take him home, while we were waiting for him at the Denny's parking lot, and waiting, and waiting.
How's that for plenty?
Since Kent never showed—duh—Desiree and I decided that we didn't want to eat at Denny's by our selves, so I backed the muscle car out of the parking space, eased out of the lot and turned right on Stevenson to
head back to the parents' house. Neither of us noticed the dark car pulling out behind us and I never noticed it
following at a small distance behind us. I pulled into the driveway after the fifteen minute drive and wheeled the
muscle car into the parking space at the front of the house. Shoving the shift into park and removing the keys
from the ignition, I glanced at Desiree, who sat slumped in the passenger seat, her head turned away from me
resting against the window. She was asleep and had been most of the drive. I turned to my door, reaching for the
lever to open it, when I glanced through the window and saw a dark car parked in the street before the house. As
I flung the door open and planted my left foot on the driveway, spinning to lift myself out of the car, I saw two
men in impeccable, dark colored business suits and short cropped hair strolling up the drive and following the
curve to the parking space where I now stood.
I stepped toward the back of the car slowly as the first one approached about ten feet away, holding
something in his hand, and announced, “We're from the police department.” Each flashed a wallet at me with the
fantastic assumption that I could actually see each officer's identification card. The first one added, “We watched
you leave the Denny's parking lot and followed you. Your driving was a little erratic. Have you been drinking
tonight?”
Rule number one during a police interrogation is do not lie. If you are the target of a law enforcement in vestigation, the police will eventually uncover your lie and you will instantly become guilty in their eyes. “Yes, I
have,” I calmly admitted.
“What were you drinking?” the first one with darker hair inquired further.
“I drank some beer,” I replied.
“How many glasses of beer do you think you drank tonight?” asked the second one, his hair a little
lighter in color, his posture less rigid than the first.
“I don't know, exactly, officer. Possibly quite a few,” I responded, standing as tall as I could, though both
policemen were taller than me, “over the course of several hours.”
“Estimate, then,” advised the first, the taller of the two, who was standing closest to me. “Was it more
than twenty?”
“No,” I scoffed.
“More than ten?”
“No,” I replied with a slight pause, adding, “maybe ten.”
“That's a lot of beer in one night,” the second one commented.
“That was over five hours,” I remarked. Despite the dangerous element of this confrontation, my speech
was not slurred and my thinking was clear. I was quite the confident adversary and I knew that they knew it.
“What's your name?” the first one asked. “We'll need to see some ID.”
I told them my name and pulled the wallet from my back pocket. I extracted the driver's license from the
plastic holder and handed it to the first. He had retrieved a small flashlight from his jacket and turned it on to
scan over the license as the second looked at it around his shoulder. They asked some questions about where I
had lived, what I did, and when I volunteered that I was a student, they asked where I went to school.
The first one hung his head briefly and looked directly in my eyes and advised, “Because of the amount
of beer you've admitted drinking, we're going to have to perform a field sobriety test.”

I was now a little peeved but I couldn't outwardly show it. Instead, I thought of Desiree still in the car
and the idea that I might just get arrested after this “field sobriety test,” and I should get her inside the house
first. With as much humility as I could muster, I asked, “Can I help my girlfriend inside? I'm the only one with a
key.”
They glanced at each other, the second nodded slightly, and the first replied, “Sure. Go ahead.”
I slipped around the back of the car to the passenger door. Opening it carefully and sliding my left hand
in to brace Desiree's head, her eyes struggled to open but she pulled her head back from the window. Softly, she
mumbled, “Where are we?”
“We're home,” I said, confidently, calmly. “Here, let me help you out of the car and into the house.”
She glanced up and smiled where she thought I was and reached out. I squatted and put her arm around
my neck as she placed her right foot on the pavement and grabbed her purse. I could feel her weight as she lifted
herself out of the car, leaning heavily against me. I stood up with her as she stood up and held her as we backed
away from the car door. When we had cleared it I swung the door hard to close it.
With her right arm dangling from my neck, I held her tight with my left arm around her waist as we
walked the few feet of pavement to the walk before the house. Up that step, I got her to lift her leg, and halfasleep she made it. Four more slow steps and I guided her feet to climb the six steps to the porch before the front
door. I struggled with the keys in my pocket until she let go of my neck and stood on her own. I found the house
key and quickly unlocked and opened the front door and helped her over the threshold. Once inside, I stopped
and asked, “Do you think you can make it to the bedroom by yourself?”
She didn't even look through the living room. She just kept her gaze fixed on my face. “Yes,” she mum bled. “Where are you going?”
“I have something to do,” I stated, softly. “I'll go to bed soon in the big room.”
“Okay,” she said, leaned forward and pecked my lips with hers, turned around and walked her way deftly
through the living room.
I turned around, closing the door softly behind me. With no hesitation I crossed the porch, scissored the
steps to the walk and to the driveway and in little time stood before the impeccably dressed, dark-suited repre sentatives from some police department, although which one of the many in Podunk and vicinity I was clueless.
For those less fortunate to have never experienced a “field sobriety test”, here's what I was requested to
do. First, I had to stand for ten seconds on my right leg. Next, I had to stand for ten seconds on my left leg. Next,
I had to spread my legs a bit, close my eyes, hold my arms at my side and slowly lift my right arm to touch the
center of my nose with my right index finger. Next, I had to repeat the process with my left arm and index finger.
Last, I had to walk a straight line with short steps, which was a chore because the only straight line the officers
could find was a crack through the pavement winding like the Snake River.
With all that concluded, the two officers consulted. After a moment, the taller, dark haired one declared
that I passed. No diploma or sheepskin was awarded, though, just a warning to take it easier next time.
I promised that I would. The second rule of police interrogation is to try to be agreeable. I watched as the
officers turned around and walked down the driveway to the street, turned to their right and walked the thirty feet
to their car. Watching them open the car doors, I turned around slowly and strolled to the front door, glancing to
my left to see the car breech the hill and drive out of sight.
….
I felt her arms rest against the sides of my waist. I drew my face closer to hers and could hear her
breathe. She had dropped her head, but now raised it to look directly in my eyes. “Have you ever had a girl in
this bedroom?” she asked, almost in a whisper.
I dropped my head and looked at the floor between us. I shook my head gently and softly replied, “No.”
“So, I'm the first girl in this bedroom with you?” she asked, again with close to a whisper.
I lifted my head to gaze into her beautiful hazel eyes. “Yes.”
Desiree's eyelids narrowed and her gaze fell below my eyes but still on my face. I guessed that she was
looking at my mouth and I leaned my face forward until my lips touched her lips. I felt her lips open and close
against mine, gently at first, and she pushed her face and lips harder against me. Her lips opened over my lips
and I could feel her tongue pressing against my lips. I opened my mouth and instantly each tongue pushed
against the other and I slipped my arms around her back and pulled her tighter, feeling her arms squeeze my

back. We tilted our faces one way and the other, establishing a certain rhythm with our lips, our mouths, our
tongues, which we used to open and explore. It was like time had no bearing and we remained locked like that
for an interminable period. It was only a few minutes but it felt like eternity, an indescribable eternity.
Boldly, I pulled my lips away from hers, my face away from her face, locking my eyes on her eyes, and
lifting my arms from behind her back, under her arms to the top of her flannel shirt and its first closed button. I
gently pulled the fabric over the button and pushed it through the opening and her shirt fell open to the next
closed button. In a soft, sexually teasing tone, she asked, “What do you think you're doing?”
Still looking straight in her eyes, I calmly stated, “I want to take this off.”
She smiled warmly and replied in that soft, sexually teasing tone, “Oh, okay.”
I smiled warmly seeing her smile and the second button opened, the bra covering her breasts now fully
visible. I opened the third button slowly, and the fourth button, and the fifth, the last button reachable above her
jeans. I pulled at the front of her shirt until the bottom flap dangled over the front of her jeans, slipped my hands
to either side and pulled at the shirt until it cleared her jeans and was hanging freely outside. I grasped the last
button of her flannel shirt and opened it, reaching up to her shoulders to push the shirt off.
She lifted her arms so I could see her wrists and said, “Don't forget these.”
I looked at the closed button on her right sleeve and raised my eyebrows in acknowledgment. As she put
her right sleeve in front of me, I pushed the flap over the button and released the sleeve. She dropped her right
arm and lifted her left arm before me and I opened the button on that sleeve and she dropped her left arm to her
side. I pushed open her shirt above her breasts, sliding my hands up to and over her shoulders, and her flannel
shirt slid over her arms and fell to the floor.
I bent down and lifted her shirt and stepped to the right of the nightstand and set it on the floor there,
saying, “Let's put our clothes over here.” I looked up at her and she nodded.
I stepped back before her and reached behind her back as she pushed her lips against mine and we
kissed, twisting our faces so that our lips and tongues explored anywhere that could be reached. I struggled with
the hooks of her bra, trying to push the hook over the threads holding the back strap together. After several minutes of struggle, she pulled away from my face and said, “Here, let me.” Just as she said that, the bottom hook
slipped from the threads and the back strap of her bra fell open. I pulled my arms from her back and her arms fell
to her side as I pushed the shoulder straps of her bra over her shoulders, down her arms and held her bra in my
right hand as I looked over her bare breasts, full and round, soft and white. I leaned to the right and dropped her
bra on her shirt and stood upright before her. Slowly I lifted my hands to the bottom of her breasts and lifted
them and squeezed them and listened to her soft moans in tandem with her marked breaths. Her lips touched
mine and she kissed me hard while I rubbed and squeezed and pushed and pulled her breasts, so soft and supple
and sensual.
Minutes passed by and the sensation of her bare breasts in my hands never diminished, but she soon
pushed away. Looking at me with some anxiety, she said, “It's my turn. I want to take off your clothes now.”
I smiled but looked at her sideways. “You do?” I asked.
“Yes,” she insisted, “it's my turn.”
I lifted my arms and held them away from my side. She smiled and reached for the bottom of my T-shirt
with a hand at either side. Gripping it solidly she pulled my shirt over my waist and chest and I lifted my arms
straight up and she pushed my shirt as high as she could reach as it cleared my head. When I dropped my arms,
she pulled the shirt over the last of my arms and dropped it on the clothes next to the nightstand without looking.
Immediately she grasped the top of my jeans and started to grapple with the button of my jeans when I put my
hands over hers. I smiled but shook my head as I said, “You had your turn. Now, it's my turn again.”
Desiree displayed a pouting face and shook her head. “Oh, I haven't got to the good stuff, yet,” she
whined.
I smiled and her face turned to a smile, too. I reminded her, “I took your shirt off, you took mine off.
Now, it's my turn to take off your pants, then it'll be your turn.”
“Oh, alright,” she said, not agreeing with the sentiment, but only to move the action forward. Her frown
disappeared instantly, though, and her arms dropped to her side.
I placed my hands on her waist and leaned forward to kiss her softly. Desiree was soon returning my soft
kiss and I slid my hands over the top of her jeans until they met at the flap in front. I pulled the flap until the but ton unsnapped. Holding the flap open with my left hand, I felt for the zipper. Finding it I lifted the guide to level
and pushed down slowly as far as it would go. I pulled the flap I held with my left hand open and slid my right

up to the top of her jeans and pulled open the other side. Holding her jeans open at the front, I felt for her panties
with my thumbs until both were under the waistline of her panties and I pushed both her panties and jeans down
in the front. Keeping my thumbs under her panties, I slipped both hands around her waist on either side and
pushed down. Another push in the front, another in the back, one more at the front and the last push around her
back cleared her hips and sent her jeans and panties down to her mid-thigh.
Instantly, I let her jeans and panties rest there and slid my hands over her bare thighs until I reached the
soft round mounds of her bare ass. I pushed hard against that smooth skin, feeling her bare ass yield to the pres sure. I was now holding and squeezing and pushing and pulling a woman's bare ass while she was standing be fore me for the first time and it felt absolutely stunning. Our mouths had remained connected, tongues and lips
pressing and retreating, but I could hear a soft sigh from deep in her throat, a kind of sensual hum, as my hands
rubbed all over her bare ass hard. The sensation was wonderful and it was like time was standing still. Desiree
leaned against me, kissing me actively, making no indication that I should get on with it, just feeling my hands
rubbing all over her bare ass, my mouth against hers, and emitting that occasional sensual hum.
….
A couple of big boys, much bigger than me, fancying themselves toughs, barged into Jeff's room. Ex pecting someone, perhaps Jeff himself, and finding no one, since Jeff had gone to the mens' restroom, the two
pushed open the connecting door to see what was on the other side. It was unclear in the resulting debacle
whether they knew a woman was sleeping in a mens' dormitory, but they found us in bed in our underwear any way and immediately started grabbing and groping at Desiree. I tried to get up between us and them but one
would easily push me down and away while they attempted to feel her breasts and try to turn her over to pull at
her panties, anything to get her remaining clothes off. Desiree kicked and swatted at them and I tried to push
away their arms for close to a minute and a half, until Jeff finally heard Desiree yell at one of them. Jeff suddenly stepped inside the room, yelled at both of them, and pushed the closest away from us. Even though they both
were bigger than he was, Jeff stepped between them and the bed and pushed the other away, telling both to get
out. They barked and argued, but soon he pushed them both out his bedroom door and locked it.
“Are you okay?” Jeff asked, peeking his head around the corner.
I didn't say anything, but Desiree answered, “What jerks?! Yes, I'm okay. I can take care of myself.”
Jeff disappeared back into his room, but I was unnerved. I hadn't really done anything to protect Desiree
and that nagged me. We left early that afternoon and Desiree talked for a half-hour about how much fun she had
the day before at Giant City. I was quiet most of the drive back and soon she was, too. She never talked about
that morning, either that day or any time since. It started raining, sometimes pretty hard, before we returned to
Normal and college life, or work life, in the twin cities.
– from Act Nineteen, Of Birthdays and Birthday Suits, pages 39, 41-48, 51, 62-66, 75-77, 91
I was standing at the employment office at five minutes to eight the next morning, having satisfied the
guard at the door that I was a new employee so he unlocked the door and let me in since the store didn't open un til ten. I filled out the W-4 and signed some other company papers, shook hands with the store's assistant manag er, who escorted me to the back room, or the stock room, to introduce me to Stan, the stock manager, and Jeff,
the only other “dock worker.” I use the label “dock worker” figuratively here, since this particular store had no
dock whatsoever. Instead, it was a single door which rose to open, about the width of a typical garage door, with
a “ramp” of asphalt immediately outside about three feet long and a height of a whopping four inches. That was
the “dock.” The door was closed, as it always was during the colder months and opened only when a trucker
rang the bell outside or when we knew there was a load waiting. Otherwise, we used our discretion about
whether to keep it open or closed.
That's what Stan explained, going over the ground rules for working in the stock room at the K-Mart in
Bloomington. They were pretty simple, straight forward, common sense. Stan was about my age, not quite six
foot tall, with thick brown hair to his shoulders and parted in the middle. My initial impression of him was how
similar his appearance and mannerisms were with Kent, even much the same build and cocky attitude. His chest
and arms were different, though, because Stan was almost a religious weight-lifter and it showed in that part of
his body more than anywhere else. Ten minutes after meeting him I knew I wouldn't have any problems with
him.

Jeff stood by during this introduction, occasionally chiming in with a sentence or two for further clarification, sort of a reminder that he was there, too. He was a good ol' country boy, minus the blatant prejudice, who
just happened to live in a bigger Midwest town, but he was easy-going, affable, and well-meaning. He wasn't
quite my height and thinner with dark brown hair, thin and shorter than either Stan or me, but he was ready to
pull his weight and then some when called upon. Jeff had much more of a sense of humor than Stan and laughed
easily at my jokes. Stan just smiled briefly, if at all.
Thelma, the record keeper of the stock room, would be in at nine. “You'll meet her, then,” Stan promised
me. “Right now, we've got some work to do cleaning up this holding area.” He swept his arms around the gener al area where we stood, where boxes, some empty and some full, and various items of merchandise were scattered about the floor. “The first truck is due any time and we need this area clear for counting and temporary
storage, so let's get on it,” Stan added, glancing at Jeff.
“I'm on it, boss,” Jeff replied immediately. He moved to a full box and asked, “Upstairs?”
Stan was picking up empty boxes when he replied, “Yeah, all the boxes go upstairs for now.”
I watched Jeff pick up the first box and place it on the level rollers at knee level and to the right of the
doors when one entered the middle doors of the back room. I grabbed the nearest box to me and set it on the
rollers and in a few minutes we had the holding area cleared, though Jeff stepped into the room next to the stock
door and retrieved a broom and dust pan and swept the entire floor.
Stan went over to the contraption connected to the rollers, which was an on and off switch for the belt
leading up to the second floor rollers running almost to the end of the building on the right side. As he pressed
the on button for “up”, the belt started moving up, and he moved to the front of the rollers and pushed the boxes
up to the belt and I watched them go upstairs and disappear down the rollers.
….
Besides the store manager I would also be introduced to one more key figure of the store's employees,
though that introduction damn near freaked the shit out of me. Out in the store I was moving some boxes from
the back to a department that needed the merchandise on the shelves. I pushed the two-wheel dolly to the aisle
near the back wall where they wanted the boxes placed. Setting the dolly upright, I began removing the boxes
from the stack to set each on the floor, having been warned not to leave a stack that can be knocked over and
break merchandise or customers. Suddenly, I heard a Spanish accent speaking in English and coming from somewhere on the wall. The voice said, “You're the new stock boy, aren't you?”
To no one in particular, since I had no idea where the owner of the voice was hiding, I sheepishly mum bled, “Yeah.” I darted my head all around and along the wall, even looking at the ends of the aisle, trying to find
the voice's owner.
“Up here,” the voice said, “in the vent.”
I looked up at the wall directly in front of me and, sure enough, there was the vent. I squinted and could
detect the faintest outline of movement through the vent slats.
“Did I surprise you?” the voice asked.
Sensing that my response might require some calculating intelligence, I softly offered, “A little.”
“That's a good tone,” the voice advised. “Don't speak too loud, you'll blow my cover.”
Feeling more comfortable, I softly responded, “I wouldn't want that.”
“Store security,” the voice further advised, adding, “Jose's the name.”
“Nice to meet you, Jose,” I said and looked at the boxes left to remove from the stack. “I better finish up
here.”
“That will help while I keep watching this person,” the voice said, “but don't look around.”
I didn't reply. I just went back to removing the boxes from the stack and placing them on the floor. A few
seconds later I was done, so I grabbed the dolly and wheeled it out of the store into the back. Immediately, I ran
into Jeff and said, “I just met Jose.”
He laughed, then replied, “The voice through the vent?”
“Yeah,” I confirmed.
Jeff laughed again. “He likes to do that with all the new employees,” Jeff said. “He wants you to think
he's, like, the eye in the sky, ya know?”
I laughed, too. “It's kinda freaky, though,” I confided. “I'm moving the boxes to the floor and, out of

nowhere, comes this voice.”
“The voice of the Almighty Security God, Jose,” Jeff remarked, laughing again. “He'll be back here in a
few minutes and re-introduce himself. You watch.”
Just as Jeff predicted, about fifteen minutes later as the two of us were just standing around chatting
waiting for Thelma to give us the lowdown on box storage, in sauntered a short but stocky Mexican-American
man wearing an impeccable three-piece suit. He stepped up to me and called me by my name, offering his right
hand. I shook it and Jeff immediately stepped away.
“You handled that well,” Jose complemented me. “As the security officer, it's my job to watch everybody, even you, but I'll spot a suspicious-acting customer and I'll watch them discreetly.” He paused a moment,
gauging my understanding, adding, “It's not just my job to watch suspicious customers, it's every employee's job.
There might be a time when you spot someone acting suspicious and I might not be available, so let me show
you what you can do that the clerks on the floor can't always do because they have to stay on the floor.”
Off the two of us went on a tour of the bowels of the store, where Jose showed me all the cubby holes
one could sit or stand and watch parts of the store floor. Not all of them were behind vents, either, and some were
in the most compact and squeezed areas imaginable. At the end of the tour, Jose reminded me that if I saw him in
such a position to act like nothing is going on. “Above all else,” he commanded, “don't ask who I'm watching. It
could be anybody, a customer, another store employee, it could be you. I won't tell you unless I need your help
and then I'll ask for it. Otherwise, you don't need to know.”
“Got it,” I responded cheerfully, sensing that I would rather have this short and stocky Mexican-American with the faint Spanish accent on my side instead of the alternative.
Can you believe it? K-Mart had a womens' apparel department, a womens' shoes department, a womens'
accessories department, all staffed by, oddly enough, women, many of whom were younger than me, and cute,
and flirtatious, too. Well, that was all I needed at the time. You're a woman my age or younger, you're cute and
you're going to flirt with me, too? Okay, I'll not only flirt back, but I'll call your bluff, too, until you either go out
with me or finally blow me off, in effect, telling me that your flirtations were just that, just a bluff.
That's what I did with Annette, a tall, dishwater blond, thin with average sized breasts and a nice, wellrounded ass, working in womens' apparel. I watched her look me up and down and when we had the chance to
speak to each other, more or less alone, she started flirting and I flirted back. Less than two weeks after I started
working at the store, I invited her over to the abnormal house after work and she agreed.
She pulled up in her old Chevy and parked on the street just as I had told her and knocked on the door
and I let her in. We went straight to my bedroom and I asked her if she wanted a beer, even though she was under
age, and she said she would love a beer. Off to the kitchen I went, closing the door behind me, and returned
quickly with two cans of beer. I plopped an album on the turntable after turning the stereo on and we listened to
tunes, drank the beer, and started making out almost immediately.
In no time at all I was rubbing her breasts through her blouse and bra, unbuttoning her blouse, pulling off
her blouse, unhooking the back strap of her bra, sliding her bra over her arms and dropping it to the floor, push ing her down on her back on the bed, and rubbing, squeezing, kissing, licking and sucking her bare breasts. I saw
and felt her dark brown nipples rise and harden and sucked them hard between my lips, flicking my tongue over
each nipple undeterred.
….
As far as providing the “proof” of hours worked, all employees except the managers wrote their name
and employee number on a blank card the first day they worked during every pay period and punched it by
plunging it into a time stamp machine in the back. It wasn't sophisticated at all and you were in trouble if they
gathered all the time cards and yours had an odd number of time stamps. Those stamps had to be in pairs, the
first one for time in and the second for time out. Clock out for lunch, clock in when returning from lunch and
clock out when your shift is complete. What they absolutely frowned on was overtime and all the cast in the
stock room reminded me. My shift starts at eight in the morning, I take an hour for lunch, and my shift is over at
five in the afternoon. They didn't discourage coming to work early, just coming to work early and clocking in
early. Same thing with lunch. Take your full hour. Same thing with the end of a shift. Know what time it is and
clock out at the right time. They were religious about paying based on the time card and they paid in increments
of a tenth of an hour or every six minutes, so that was your boundary. Never more than six minutes before or af-

ter. As Stan put it, “I'm the ideal employee. I've turned in time cards over many weeks stamped every day at
eight AM, noon, one in the afternoon and five at night. Every day!” That's what K-Mart wanted, consistent time
cards with no overtime.
Barely three weeks into my new employment and the store was having a party. It didn't sound like a par ty when I heard everyone tell me about the store meeting this Thursday, which occurred the first Thursday of every month. That didn't seem to fit the idea of a store party with drinks, music, streamers, party hats and drunken,
leering fellow employees, but it was about as close as you can get to a party at eight in the morning. The cafete ria workers came in early and fixed a monstrous breakfast with sausage, eggs, toast, juice, coffee, all free. Man agement would pitch the latest from corporate, sometimes they would show a short, corporate sponsored film on
a makeshift screen or rig up a big TV with a VCR, both big sellers at the time and neither cheap. That would go
on until about 9:30, a half-hour before the store opened, and it would usually end with a “call and respond”
event, the managers leading K-Mart cheers, the typical corporate culture bonding. “You can yell louder than
that!” the managers would chastise. “Yes, I can,” I would think, “but I got promoted from the fourth grade years
ago.” Just move your mouth and don't make waves.
The best thing about it was the breakfast. While most would pack their tray lightly, like little birds saving
the company money, I would load up and scarf it all down, and refill my coffee cup several times during the pre sentation, at appropriate moments of course. The first Thursday of every month meant “no lunch today.” Who
needed it when one was stuffed by 9:30?
….
My objective to bed Vera was not rocket science either. It was simple dogged persistence with a little
psychology. That five foot five inch blond with short hair, decent mounds on the top and even better mounds on
the bottom, was the vainest woman in the store. That was my observation, complete with anecdotal evidence
from Stan and some of the other men, and women, who had worked with her for quite some time. When she was
flirtatious, I was more so, with less than subtle sexual overtones tossed in. When she retreated from flirting, I just
ignored her. When she asked about certain relationships of mine that were really none of her business, I turned
the tables.
“What about Annette?” Vera asked more than once.
“What about her?” I asked back. “Should we invite her over to your house for a threesome?”
“You would like that, wouldn't you?” she retorted.
“I wouldn't object,” I replied.
It went on like that for months at a time with Vera, or so it seemed, but it was actually only about three
weeks when she finally relented. “Why don't you come over tonight,” she acquiesced, coyly, “about seven-thirty.
I have some things to do but I should be back by then.”
With her address and directions on a small piece of paper, it was settled. I would drive over to the house
she shared with a bunch of other young people and park in the driveway right next to the house. Deal. I'll be
there.
If I really had a good handle on Vera psychologically, I would have known that “I have some things to
do” meant “I will probably be running late and won't be home by seven-thirty.” I didn't, so when I found the
house and pulled into the driveway, hopped out of the muscle car and pounded on the side door, there was no answer. No one was home.
When I stepped slowly back to my vehicle with its engine still running, which must have been some premonition that she wouldn't be home, I tried to open the driver's door. Only then did I realize that the stupid idiot
driver had hopped out of his muscle car in auto-pilot mode and pushed the door lock down, locking him out of
his own car with no spare key in his pocket. Silently cursing that stupid idiot driver, I glanced over at the passen ger door and saw that the door lock on it was down, too. Great! I'm locked out of my own car with the engine
running. The things a young man will do for pussy.
….
I would still hang out with the abnormal boys after work, but our circumstances were different. Rick and
Steve would still invite me to the parties they were attending on the weekends and we had our usual semester

bash, but I sometimes got together with the pizza boys for smoke and drink and parties. Don told me about a
small party at a house near the abnormal dwelling and that I should go to it so I did.
It was the usual seventies party, with a keg, plenty of smoke, possible snort—though I didn't witness any
—very loud music of the usual middle-class rock, guys and girls laughing and groping and talking and flirting
and the occasional puking. It was unusual when I arrived, having walked from the abnormal dwelling, because
there was no one at the door to keep the riff-raff out. In fact the door was wide open and I just walked in the
house, cruising around, nodding at guys and girls alike who had never seen me before, until I spied Jeff, the
tallest pizza boy, who was pretty hard not to spy since he towered over everybody, even when he frequently
stood hunched over. Don and Archie were near by and Don got up from his woman to greet me, his long, thin
blond hair hanging over his face, partially covering the contented slits of his eyes, but his smile was genuine and
welcoming. Holding a beer cup in his left hand, he reached out and slapped my right hand with his and said he
was glad I could make it.
“Cumon,” he encouraged me, “let's get a beer. I need a refill anyway.” We left the room full of people including his woman with no other thought than getting ourselves a beer.
We drank and smoked and toked and in the party haze, somehow, I met Debbie, a brownish redhead only
a couple inches shorter than me. She had a good sense of humor and a directness that was appealing and to the
point. Only a few minutes after our meeting and initial conversation, we were leaning against the wall engaged
in discussion without any regard to our surroundings, which was a feat in itself. Occasionally, she would lean or
stumble against me, intentionally or not, and I could feel her slim but reasonably proportioned body against me,
her breasts pushing against my chest and often resting in my free hand. She never seemed to take any mind of it.
Before I left the party and her house, we both agreed that we should see each other again.
I left when the pizza boys left and Don talked with me outside the house before they all climbed in his
car. “You like Debbie?” he asked, more than mildly amused with his conspiratorial smirk.
“Yeah,” I replied. “She's fun to talk with and not bad looking either.”
Don leaned close to me and lowered his voice. “Then, you should get with her, again,” he advised.
“Trust me, she likes to fuck.”
It was pretty hard for me to ignore that bit of advice, so I called Debbie a few days later. I was wonder ing what she was doing that week. Would she like to do it with me?
“You should come over tomorrow,” she told me. “I'll have the house to myself and we'll drink beer, lis ten to music, and have some fun. What do you think about that?”
“What time?” I asked.
“After dinner some time,” she replied. “I'll just be hanging out here.”
The next day came and I went to work on time and left work on time. I drove back to the abnormal
house and fixed dinner and declined offers from the abnormal boys about doing this or that. I had a date, an ap pointment, a prior commitment.
I bought a six-pack of Bud and drove over to Debbie's house. She opened the door and hugged me on the
threshold and pulled me inside by my right arm. She had beer but I pulled two cans off the ring and gave one to
her.
We sat on a sofa in the living room watching TV with the sound off and listening to music instead. I put
my left arm around her neck soon after we sat down together leaning against each other. It only seemed like moments later and we were kissing heavier and heavier and I started moving my right hand over her waist and
stomach and up to her chest and over her breasts, squeezing the soft flesh under her shirt and bra.
“Cumon,” she said suddenly, separating from me and rising from the sofa, “I have a special place to
show you.”
Hand in hand, she took me out of the living room, around a corner, and opened a door. Through the door
we walked down stairs to the basement, but in the dimness, I could see a large landing about four steps down. On
the landing was a mattress and she sat down on it immediately, pulling me down next to her. It was probably a
good thing that I couldn't see well, because I could smell well, and that mattress had a very distinct odor, which
was nothing like “spring time freshness,” I assure you.
A moment later, she pulled off her shirt and tossed it to the floor next to the mattress, and the smell start ed to dissipate a little. I started to take off my clothes, shirt and shoes and socks and pants and underwear, and,
when I was done, I looked over at Debbie lying naked on the mattress. I could still smell it but I was growing accustomed to it by now, although one could argue that I was merely tolerating it because I knew I was going to be

fucking Debbie in a matter of seconds. I'm not arguing.
In a matter of seconds I was fucking Debbie. In the darkness of the basement combined with the permeating stench, my foreplay actions were condensed. I kissed her, I rubbed and kissed her breasts, I opened and
moistened her pussy, I pushed both legs between her legs, and I rubbed my hard cock against her crotch and low ered my body down for entry. Debbie's right hand slid around my cock and guided it inside her wet pussy and we
fucked.
She got up soon after I exploded my sausage and retrieved a washcloth which we shared for cleanup.
With clothes back on we walked up the steps to the hall, around the corner to the living room, and drank the rest
of my beer watching TV and listening to music, arms around each other in common courtesy. When the beer left
the cans I left the house and never saw Debbie again.
….
One day in April Stan and his closest friend at the store, Ed, who worked in the appliance department,
were talking about forming a softball team to play in one of the leagues hosted by the city's recreation and parks
department. Stan asked me if I played softball or baseball.
“Sure, Stan,” I replied. “I can play either. I have my own glove, softball and aluminum bat, in fact.”
“Want to play on a team in a league?” he asked.
“Yeah, man,” I said, eager to play competitively again. “How long's the season and how much?”
Stan looked at me suspiciously, which was just his way, so I was used to it. “A couple months,” he
replied, looking at me out of the corner of his eye, “and it's two-fifty per team, so we're thinking that we need ten
guys to put in twenty-five each and we can have the team and if anybody else wants to play they'll have to put up
twenty-five and we'll use the extra money for equipment or for a party at the end of the season, whatever.”
“What about uniforms?” I asked.
“We'll need shirts,” Stan said, “and a team name and we'll need to order the shirts next week because the
first game is less than three weeks from now, but, first, we need ten guys to form a team, so we'll order the shirts
and get the money for that later.” He paused and looked at me suspiciously again. “So, are you in?”
“I'm in,” I replied. “I'm always in for softball.”
Stan just nodded like he didn't believe me and took off. He and Ed were on a mission, they didn't have a
lot of time to complete it successfully, and there wasn't room for useless chit-chat and the like. This was serious
business. This was twenty-five dollars.
Two days later Stan advised that they had hit the magic number. There were ten guys committed to playing on the team. “We need your money right away,” Stan said unsmiling.
“Can you cover me until Friday?” I asked.
“Yes,” he replied and walked away.
Friday came and I cashed my check with the store and handed Stan twenty-five greenbacks. Now, I'm
going to have to lighten up on the partying this week since I'm already twenty-five in the hole. I had to sit tight
for the weekend to make it last, but I'd make it up for it the next weekend.
The following Tuesday we had our first team practice. Perhaps it was a harbinger of things to pass, but
we barely had ten guys show up. Well, the good part is that I was probably going to play a lot. The bad part is
that the team as a whole wasn't very interesting or good. I wanted to play on the infield and watching the competition for positions, I could see I wasn't going to have much of a choice. Either fielding grounders was pathetic or
the arms were anemic. Yeah, I was going to play second base, more by attrition than choice.
The last order of business was to decide on a team name so we could order shirts. This was going to be
good or bad, so every name that anyone suggested was voted down with apathy save one. No-Names was the
winner. Overall, though, the name fit. Hell, we weren't going to set the softball world of Bloomington, Illinois
alight. We just wanted to swing at a ball with a bat, run like hell, scoop it up and throw it with abandon. Some one was going to keep a score next to our collective no name for a few innings? Who fuckin' cared? Let's play
ball.
….
Number five came with a caveat, though. Monday morning Jeff was all freaked out. “Friends” had told

him that Jill had gonorrhea, a sexually transmitted disease that, if true, he had transmitted to his wife because he
fucked her Sunday. He was very apologetic to me, too, for obvious reasons. I wasn't mad at him, or even Jill.
Consequences is what I thought. I told him not to panic and I would check out what the university health service
could do for this.
The next day I found a number to call for advice about STDs. I called it and it was all anonymous. The
person on the other end of the phone advised that I needed to wait a few more days and get tested. I told Jeff so
we waited and went to the clinic. The same guy saw both of us and the treatment was the same. He didn't ask for
the name of the partner and didn't criticize us, which was good because being criticized when you're there to be
tested and treated if you have it tends to discourage people from going at all and the disease rages onward. It was
a bit humiliating to drop my drawers and have a cotton swab pushed into the drain hole of my penis and twirled
around, but I've always thought it was better than doing nothing, only to develop full-fledged gonorrhea.
A week later the phone rang at the Hess residence and the caller asked for me and then asked if it was al right to talk about the test results. Go for it. The voice on the other end advised that the test was negative for any
STD.
I learned from this episode some consequences concerning wanton promiscuity and hanging with Jeff. I
think I'll skip somebody else's babe no matter how much she wants it and I'll limit my extracurricular activities
with Jeff to smoking, drinking and shooting the shit. All in favor?
– from Act Twenty, Tally Ho, pages 93-102, 109-112, 115-116, 126
I suppose they call it “philandering,” the idea that one keeps a regular sexual partner while frequently
seeing, hanging out with, and bedding others. I suppose, also, that most philanderers don't see it that way. I certainly did not. There was no agreement that I remembered between Desiree and me about calling, how often we
should get together, and that no one else should be a party to that. She wasn't my steady. I hadn't had a steady girl
since Dana in high school and I hadn't forgotten how disastrous that was. But I was “philandering” then, too.
What did Desiree want from me, after all? Could she demand it without any agreement on my part? Besides, how would she know? I was excellent in rationalization. She was seeing someone else when I first met
her, but she went out with me. Isn't that “philandering?” If so, didn't she start it?
….
A half-hour later, as the waitress was pulling the change from her apron to give to me for our second
round of beers, I saw a familiar sight clear the front entrance and walk into the main area of the bar. Desiree had
just entered the bar, scanning the room with a girl friend I had never seen before, to decide where to sit. I glanced
up at the waitress as she reached forward with the change, took it and thanked her. Immediately, I locked my
gaze on Desiree as she searched all around the bar.
“I see you noticed that fine looking babe, too,” Don commented, leaning toward me.
“I know her,” I said calmly, turning to glance at his surprise.
“You know her?” he asked, bewildered.
At that moment she looked in our direction, her gaze jumping from Don to me, and her mouth opened to
a big smile and she wiggled her right hand at me. Her friend said something and Desiree turned to look at her
friend as they walked past us to sit at a table about twenty feet away.
I looked at Don, still in disbelief, and smiled. His eyelids narrowed as he looked back at me and he
asked, “So, how do you know her?”
I just shrugged my shoulders and replied, “Because I've slept with her.”
Impressed, his eyes opened wide and he asked, “You slept with that fine body?”
I nodded. “Just like you've slept with your latest squeeze,” I commented.
Don leaned back in his chair, his head shaking, and he laughed. Quickly, he gazed at me and requested,
“Get her and her friend over here, then.” Just as quickly, his expression changed to one expecting failure. “You
can't do that, can you?”
I looked Don square in the eyes a bit perturbed. “Hell, Don,” I explained, “it's not like she's my slave.
She does whatever she wants. I got no problem with that. She's got a mind of her own.”
“She won't come over here because you won't do anything,” Don said, mildly disappointed. As I looked
over at Desiree sitting at the table so she could see me, I lifted my beer glass to her and watched her smile as I

gulped a swallow. She lifted her newly arrived beer glass to her mouth and gulped a swallow and nodded.
“That's it,” Don vowed, watching the whole thing. “This is how you do it.”
A moment later Don took a gulp of beer, stood up from his chair and slowly walked over to Desiree's table. As he spewed his lines, he gradually leaned on their table toward them. Occasionally, Desiree or the other
girl would look over to me and smile or laugh and look back at Don as he laughed. After a couple minutes, Don
nodded his head and both girls smiled as he slowly walked back to our table.
“The great Don has struck out,” I observed as he sat down.
“Au contraire, my friend,” Don replied smugly. “They will come over here in a few minutes. Your
friend, Desiree, said she wanted to talk to you and was glad you were here.”
Fifteen minutes later the two girls were still sitting at their table chatting away when the waitress strolled
over to them. They both shook their heads and nodded to our table and the waitress strolled over to us.
“The ladies over there,” the waitress said, nodding to Desiree's table, “say you gentlemen are buying
their next round.”
Don smiled widely as he informed the waitress, “I'm not. He is.” He laughed heartily.
I looked over at Desiree and she was smiling deviously. I nodded for her to come over to our table with a
smile of my own, and as the two girls stood up from their table I smiled at the waitress and said, “The girls will
need a round and we need another, too, please.”
The waitress smiled knowingly. As she started to turn away, she said, “I'll be right back.”
“Just as I had planned it,” Don stated, his smug grin covering his face. He turned toward the girls as they
eased up to our table. Instantly, he stood up and I followed suit. Looking at the other girl, he said, “Cathy, this is
Non. Non, Cathy.” I looked at the other girl and smiled as she smiled back. Don glanced at Desiree and said, “I
believe you kids are already familiar with each other.”
Desiree stepped closer to me and blurted, “I've met him before.”
….
Neither of us watched or listened to the ball game as we were pulling and rubbing and sighing and
moaning until she abruptly stopped and pushed me away, sliding her right hand down to my left hand. “Cumon,”
was all Desiree softly said as she unfurled her legs from the sofa to the floor and leaned forward to stand up. Immediately, I swung my legs to the floor and stood up beside her. She turned to the double doors into my bedroom
and pulled my left hand once and I followed her into the bedroom. She walked to an open spot of the room about
even with the foot of the bed and equidistant between the bed and the wall against the porch, about eight feet
from either. When she came to a stop she turned around to face me, standing perfectly still. Her right hand re leased my left and her arms lifted slightly toward me, beckoning me. As I moved so that our bodies touched, I
slipped my arms around her waist and felt her arms slip around my waist and up to my back and pull me tightly.
Her head tilted toward mine and our lips soon touched and opened and our tongues pushed against each other. I
could hear her sigh, soft and low.
Soon I had my hands over her tube top, squeezing and fondling the soft, pliable flesh underneath. The
actions of her lips and tongue seemed to increase in excitement and I slid my hands to the bottom of her breasts,
cupped them and lifted them off her chest. Once I repositioned my fingers I pushed them under the fabric of her
tube top, and as I could now feel the bare skin of her breasts against my fingers I pushed the bottom of her tube
top over both breasts until it rested just below her neck. Instantly I formed each hand around Desiree's corre sponding breast and squeezed, lifted, fondled and rubbed her bare mounds with glee. My penis was now a fullblown hard-on.
When Desiree's lips and tongue moved more languidly, I pulled back slightly from her body from my
waist up and hooked my fingers under her green tube top and pulled it up. She lifted her arms straight up with
my movement and I lifted her garment over her shoulders, head and forearms past her outstretched hands until it
dangled from my left hand clear of her body. I dropped my hands to my side and let her top fall to the floor a
couple feet to the left. As I stared at the now visible circles of light brown placed so appropriately at the center of
her breasts, I immediately planted both hands over those circles and stroked her bare breasts gently. I looked up
into her face and her mouth smiled another longing invitation.
Kissing with untempered passion, her hands rolled around my shoulders and back in a slow but constant
motion, punctuated by an occasional squeeze. I slipped my hands from her bare breasts and ran them over the

sides of her waist to the top of her jeans, gradually sliding them toward each other until they met at the flaps but toned together, left atop the right. I pulled the left flap toward me and pushed the button through its hole, and,
pulling the flap open further, I grasped the tiny zipper handle with my left hand and pushed the zipper to the end
of its track. Opening both flaps of her jeans like a butterfly opens its wings, I pushed my thumbs under the waist
of her panties with my open hands over the flaps of her jeans, and I pushed both down until I could feel resis tance. Keeping my thumbs inside the waist of her panties, I slid my hands around to her back waist and pushed
both her jeans and panties down until there was resistance. I repeated the motions in the front and back twice
more and the back of her jeans slipped over her bare bubble butt, sliding freely over her thighs as far as my arms
could reach to her mid-thigh. Immediately I released my hold on her clothing and slid my hands up her bare
thighs to her bare ass, stopping only when I had two firm handfuls of Desiree's bubbly bare buttocks locked in
my grip. Moments later I was rubbing and squeezing and pushing and pulling apart each bare half of her buttocks as her kissing became more aggressive and her squeezing at my back more pronounced.
….
As it turned out they were all leaving that Saturday and wouldn't return until Sunday, driving up north to
Michigan. Since the house would be empty under my rule, Desiree decided to challenge that rule and descend
upon my empire, but bearing liquid tribute. The tribute never survived the evening so the emperor dipped into
his private reserve at the expense of destroying the potential remembrance of the events and actions to come.
The destruction was not uniform, however.
The evening was spent listening to music at considerable volume but eventually the emperor and his
subject retired to the imperial bedroom. Desiree quickly discarded her apparel down to her underwear, pulled the
cover and sheet to the foot of the bed, and climbed onto the bed to lie on her back and wait. The emperor fum bled with his attire, finally ridding all, and climbing over the prone Desiree to settle to her right.
I certainly recall lying on my left side, letting my right hand run over her waist, chest, breasts, and drop
my head to hers, locking our lips together, our tongues pushing between, one inside the other's mouth and retreating as the other tongue pushed inside the opposing mouth. Her breathing grew heavier and more audible and
my right hand slipped around her side and pulled her over slightly off her back while my left hand slipped under
her side and met my right where the hooks of her bra were still clasped together. Still locked to her lips, I struggled but soon succeeded in unhooking the back strap of her bra, lifting a hand to either shoulder and pulling her
bra away from her body. Dangling her bra from my right hand, I leaned over her and dropped it to the floor.
– from Act Twenty-One, She's Back, pages 132, 134-135, 141-142, 147-148
I had barely started on my second cup of beer when she was suddenly standing next to me, leaning
against me. I hadn't told her about the party. I hadn't even talked to her in a couple weeks and calmly stated that
as she looked into my face, smiling. “I hear everything,” Desiree replied just as calmly.
“You're not even a student here anymore,” I contended.
“Friends are still friends,” she replied, smiling widely.
That was that. We were a couple again. She was at my side constantly. I was at her side consistently.
Trips to the bathroom were the only interruptions. The prowl gals steered clear because that was that.
It certainly felt familiar. I have been here before, though not in this particular house. That was the only
difference. It was a different house. Been there, done that. Deja vu. It felt good, though. With her smile following
me, next to me, leading me, I was smiling frequently, too. That's how good it felt.
Desiree was in a good mood. She had completed the last hurdle satisfactorily holding up her graduation.
She would be receiving her sheepskin soon, her certificate of degree completion in business, the one with the
fancy script and medieval language formality in which higher academia drown. Even caps and gowns have a me dieval pomp and circumstance in their collective appearance. All that's lacking are pipes, lutes, dancing waifs,
fire-breathers and free-flowing ale.
I told Desiree that I never doubted that she would finish it and get what she wanted. She seemed to like
that and cuddled closer. I meant it, too. She had more drive and vision than I seemed to have. No one could tell
by looking at me—I could hide anything—but I was the proverbial ship on the high seas with a broken rudder. I
was gerryrigging any kind of steering mechanism to provide some type of forward directional influence, but the
horizon was nothing but water and waves in every direction.

The night wore on as the tunes blared with only a short interval of silence every twenty minutes until another album was dropped onto the turntable. The beer filled our cups and passed our lips until the early morning
and it seemed natural to delay trips to the keg. I would look into Desiree's wide, deep hazel eyes and see the fu ture. Soon it was after two in the morning and it was time for me to drive home while I still had some sense of
vehicle operation. I had a lot of driving to do soon and I had better get some rest before I started.
With my right arm wrapped tightly around her soft waist, I asked Desiree, “Had enough?”
“Enough of what?” she countered with her big smile of feigned innocence.
“Enough of this party,” I replied, “and the beer and loud tunes and the time that's passed by. It's late, I'm
tired and I'm ready to go home.”
“I'm not ready to go home,” she said facetiously.
“Okay, but I'm ready to go home now and that's where I'm headed.”
“I want to see your new place,” she said, with a certainty in her facial expression that was beyond mere
hopefulness.
“Let's go,” I commanded.
“I'll follow you,” Desiree insisted. “I can drive.”
I took her cup with the little beer left and walked into the kitchen to drop both cups in the trash. Making
my way around the house was much easier since most had already left, and I stopped to say a few words of
thanks and departure to Rick, Steve and Eric. Richard had already left with Kris and I nodded to Brad the ladies'
man in the living room as I left the house with Desiree at my side.
Stopping on the lawn to kiss and slide our hands over each other, we finally separated and walked to our
respective cars. Desiree pointed to her car when I asked and I said I would wait until she turned around and was
behind me so she could follow me. When her headlights came back up the street I pulled away from the curb and
drove home, watching the headlights in my mirror. Ten minutes later I pulled into the car pathway on the oppo site side of the house from the driveway and garage and her car pulled up behind mine as I opened the driver
door. Despite the house being set away from the corner of the intersection, there was open space between the
house and the intersection on our side of the street, meaning there was plenty of space to park multiple cars and
not block each other.
I waited next to my car for her but she rolled the window down and asked if it was alright to park her car
where it sat. “Sure,” I replied. I stood patiently, thinking about how long it sometimes seemed to take for her to
take “the next step.” I remembered Giant City. Finally, the engine of her car stopped running. After a short eternity the car door opened. After a second short eternity her legs swung out from the car and her feet touched the
ground. After a third short eternity she rose from the car seat and stood outside the car. After a fourth short eter nity she leaned back into the car for something or somethings. After a fifth short eternity she closed and locked
the car door, checked for her keys—hope they're not in the ignition switch—and stepped slowly up to me. After
five short eternities and now an old, toothless, and thus, harmless, man, I leaned hard on her, so she carried me
inside, down the six steps to the basement and into my bedroom.
While I blinked Desiree stripped to her underwear and climbed onto the bed pulling the sheet and cover
over her body tightly. “What's taking you so long?” she teased from her prone position.
“I'm deciding what music to put on,” I replied with a complete lack of purpose. I was a little peeved that
she was still wearing her underwear and I was going to have to remove them along with all the other actions to
stimulate her and get her ready without destroying her mood.
“Forget the music,” she implored, “and get in here and make love to me.”
Oh, you mean fuck you with sensitivity, I thought. I sat down on the edge of the bed and removed my
shoes and socks. It was becoming a dance of predictable choreography and it was boring me, even aggravating
me. Does it really get this boring and aggravating this quickly? I yanked my shirt from the back over my head
and tossed it on the floor. Standing up, my back turned to her, I flicked open my belt, unbuttoned my jeans and
shoved them along with my briefs down to my knees. Plopping back on the edge of the bed I pulled each leg of
jeans and briefs past each foot and dropped the bundle on the floor. Standing up, I turned toward the bed with my
cock standing straight up, hard and firm, stepped to the head of the bed, clamped my hand around the sheet and
cover and yanked them both up. Desiree held the sheet and cover over her tightly, but I stepped along the bed to
the foot, pulling hard with both until they slipped out from her grasp. I moved around the foot of the bed and set
both the sheet and cover on the very edge.
Gazing over her prone body still covered by her panties and bra, I commanded, “Slide over on the other

side,” meaning to her left. I wanted to have my right arm free to run over her body.
“I don't know,” she teased with a big smile.
With a calm expression of serious purpose, I responded, “I'll just grab your ankles and move you myself.”
“You would not,” she replied, her smile evaporating.
Smiling, I bent forward and set my hands on her ankles, as I advised, “Have it your way.” I opened my
hands and slipped my fingers around each of her ankles, pressing them hard into her flesh.
“Stop!” she demanded. “I'll move.” I loosened my grip but held on to each ankle while she took another
short eternity to scoot over a whole twelve inches.
….
Driving back from Annette's house at ten at night, I thought about my day. More specifically, I thought
about fucking two partners in one day. How often does that happen? Sure, I was late to the party compared to
many of my peers. I was sure there were a lot of peers who had experienced a sexual encounter earlier in their
lives than me. How many, though, had experienced a sexual encounter with two different partners in one day be fore they had reached the first anniversary of their first sexual encounter? Not too many, I supposed.
School was proceeding well while work was getting a little less exciting. The late hours were wearing on
me just trying to find something to do. It was nice cashing in that voucher every week and I had even earned a
raise. I was paying for it, though.
Steve, the newest pizza boy, was also wearing on me. He was too much of a go-getter with an extreme
personality to match and a tendency to be judgmental. I thought he was out of place with the pizza boys and me,
but they had all been friends for years. Takes all kinds, I guess. I particularly disliked his boastfulness about his
only needing four hours of sleep, implying that everyone else is sleeping their lives away. Being around him
didn't produce the same level of distaste as it did with Mark's friend, Steve, but I couldn't help thinking: what is
it with Steves? Fortunately he was on track to graduate at the end of fall semester and would be gone by Christ mas. That's how I considered it: fortune. So did the other pizza boys: fortune. They may have known him for
years but his frequent brashness wore on them sometimes, too.
Soon things started going downhill in the romance department. Barely two weeks after my two partners
in one day crowning achievement, I joined some of the old abnormal boys at a supposedly hopping bar pseudo
disco to drink and maybe meet some babes. It was a pseudo disco because the layout and lights were disco-like,
meaning a dance floor and constant blinking so that you were perpetually blinded, but the music was far from
disco-like. It was more hard rock and blaring at that. Of course it was a place a lot of young folks like me were
talking about so it was packed. It was so packed I thought I saw Annette and Vera together hunting their latest
male acquisitions. Sure looked like those two, but, again, the constant blinding light and the fact that I couldn't
get close enough to be absolutely certain created some doubt. Annette's Cybil Shepard like hairdo, though, combined with her considerable height made it seem less uncertain. Vera's short hair was something fairly unusual,
they were both dishwater blonds and there were two girls who looked very much like them from a distance as
they were both hanging together left little room for doubt by the end of the night. I even tried calling Annette's
name but the tall girl acted like that never happened. Both denied being at the disco that Saturday night later and
that just made me pissed. Time to scratch them off the list.
The following weekend the abnormal boys were planning to attend a party being held by old friends and
they thought I should drop by at the usual time, after ten at night. After I waltzed in at ten-thirty and squeezed
through each crowded room and grabbed a cupful of beer, there she was chatting with some girlfriend and glancing frequently in my direction. I made my way in Desiree's direction and she broke off her conversation, greeting
me with all smiles and a warm touch. We were soon locked in constant holding and we made casual conversation
and I used my usual humor to keep her smiling and laughing. Things had changed, now, and as funny and easygoing as I appeared, I wasn't female friendly by any stretch. I was pissed at women. Whether I deserved to be or
not didn't matter to me. I was. Desiree's big bedroom eyes, demeanor and body language told me where this was
heading and I was thinking that it was more of the same. I was growing tired of taking her clothes off and doing
it the same old tired way. I wanted something different. I wanted to be surprised. I wanted to fuck with complete
abandon. Desiree, sorry to say, wasn't about to experiment like that. It was going to be the same thing over and
over again. When I mentioned that it was late—after two in the morning already—and that it was time for me to

go home, she just looked at me with those big, hazel, bedroom eyes and waited. “I'm gonna go home, now,” I
calmly stated. After a few more seconds of pause, I added, “Bye.” I walked away from her—blouse and bra,
jeans and panties pulled off and carelessly tossed to the floor, ankles grasped tightly and legs pulled wide apart,
my admiring gaze upon the sight at the top of her bare legs and its acceptance—and she just looked at me in total
disbelief. Somewhere on some turntable, Bob Dylan was screeching, “And I threw it all away!” Fuckin-A I did.
….
Jeff left for the spring semester before I did. He spun a number and we smoked it together just before he
left with a friend heading back early. I left the day before the book store was to open so one could buy the ex tremely over-priced college textbooks. There was no registration required since the university guaranteed exist ing students in good standing the classes chosen prior to the cutoff date from the previous semester. I just had to
buy my books—which I did the following day—and start showing up for class.
It's freezing cold out there. Better bundle up. Put on the thermals, pants, too. Tighten up the winter coat.
Sure wish I had winter gloves. Maybe my fingers will get frostbite and they'll have to cut 'em off. Can't find any
decent gloves. All you can find is mittens that look stupid and you can't hold anything or knitted gloves with fin gers that have no warming capability period. Why can't somebody make a decent pair of winter gloves!! I don't
want to do this! Fuck!! Grab the books for class.
Thus one begins spring semester in the Midwest in the dead of winter. There's snow on the ground and
the roads and cars are sliding, not driving. There is no point in firing up the pretend-muscle car. I'll have to freeze
my ass off for fifteen minutes and trudge through the tundra, mile after mile, the wind whipping through every
crack in my clothing armor. The professors and instructors and grad students are all going to say, “Are you going
to let a little adverse weather obstruct and impede your future? Of what value, then, can you offer the employers
of tomorrow?” To which I might reply, “Well, we wouldn't want to impede that future, the one with enough mon ey to squeeze out a meager, pointless existence so that we can receive a pink slip after decades of loyal service, a
pat on the back as we stumble out the door and a 'Good luck!', unless we learn the lessons you teach beyond the
syllabus, the ones about dropping one's conscience, play the political management game, get your nose good and
brown, talk a good game but run fast when everything hits the proverbial shit fan and be sure to completely point
the finger at the goofball who was less reactive enough to duck. Above all other things, preserve your career at
all costs! You mean that lesson, right?” I was not, as one may surmise, in a cooperative educational mood on the
opening day of spring semester, or any other.
….
I must have offered that lackluster sacrifice when, in early March, the gods conspired against me, or the
combined forces of nature rallied to dash me far backwards, or the spirits of all our dead ancestors turned their
collective backs on me, or the planets and stars aligned in a foreboding I failed to discover in time, or trolls, gob lins and evil leprechauns ambushed me relentlessly from every secretive and dark recess conceivable. Whatever.
The more likely explanation was that I did it myself, that it was nobody's fault but mine.
The first class of the day was cost accounting, a simple study of fixed, fixed-variable, variable costs,
budgeting and variances and the analyzing of those variances. None of it was in any way beyond my immediate
understanding and instant grasp. This day's class was reserved to go over the first major test of the course and I
expected that my grade on the test was pretty good and I didn't want to be late. It was, as usual, freezing out
there in the Spring Semester with plenty of snow on the ground from weeks of accumulation. The car had gas
and a heater. I would drive the pretend-muscle car. It wouldn't start. With my hands and feet freezing, growing
numb, I lifted the hood and fiddled with just about every contrivance installed on the fucking unmoving auto,
even had Don help as I tried to short the positive cables on the solenoid to fire the starter. Nothing made a differ ence. With time growing very short I reluctantly grabbed my books and cradled them in my exposed, freezing,
numbing hands, switching frequently and trying to keep the other hand from developing frostbite by shoving it
deep in my pants pocket, and trudged through the snowbanks to the campus and the cost accounting class.
Gently pulling the door to the class open a full half-hour late and expecting a complete reaming from the
instructor and many hostile, disgusted expressions from fellow classmates, I delicately stepped over and around
legs and desks shoved against the back wall to my assigned desk. Long before I reached my seat, it began.

“Well, there he is, at last,” the instructor announced with an obvious layer of dry sarcasm, “finally deciding to grace us with his presence knowing, of course, that he hasn't missed anything.”
Hearing that as I struggled to my seat and noticing some expressions of smiles, even admiration, from
classmates, I sat down and replied, simply, “What?”
Avoiding my inquisitive gaze, the instructor further announced, “Surely he must know, as the only student to complete this exam without a single error, that he needn't attend the class to go over the test, since there
is nothing he doesn't already understand, which is not true with everyone else, right?”
A few students mumbled, “Yeah, we know.”
The instructor had stepped to his desk to lift the only remaining exam paper and had passed it, upside
down as though the grade on the top should be kept secret, and each student passing it back would turn around to
hand it to the student behind them and in my direction, each one glancing at me with a smile, or an admiring
glance, or a shake of the head and a roll of the eyes. When I received it upside down, I flipped it over and saw
the red writing running diagonally across the top on the right, “100!”. Below it, “ Excellent!!!” That last word
was underlined three fucking times.
I was invited to explain one of the correct answers to an exam question, which I did with little trouble,
but it was extremely disconcerting, to say the least. Almost every student in this class was an accounting major
and accounting was certainly going to be each one's future work endeavor and no one else had even come close
to getting each question right. Hell, only three students achieved a score in the 90s and I was one of them. Now, I
was not only going to be saddled with the burden of “accounting star,” I was also going to be burdened with
classmates' expectation of acute smugness about it. That was just what I needed. I could now be thought of as not
only arrogant but smug, too, and all because my car wouldn't start and I always appeared poised and unflappable.
That makes me arrogant and smug?
– from Act Twenty-Two, Back to School, to Withdrawal, to Square One, pages 153-156, 162-164, 169-172
Lifting my cup I turned to the living room and walked over to the sofa with no hurry and sat on the sofa
at the end opposite Archie, setting my cup down on the table next to it. Archie was watching some inane television show, drinking his coffee and enjoying the successful end of another college semester paid for by the U.S.
Army. “What the fuck are you watching?” I asked with innocent disbelief.
“Here,” he replied, reaching for the remote on the table next to him and flipping it to me, “pick some thing.”
“Why aren't we listening to music?” I asked.
Archie nudged his head and focused his gaze at the bedroom door where the hall opening terminated and
remarked flatly, “He can't study with music playing.”
I glanced at the hall and Jeff's closed bedroom door. At the hall opening to the left, stairs ran up to Don's
room in what once was the attic, but on the other side of the stairs the hall diverted to the left and terminated at
Russ' bedroom, now unoccupied. I pondered Archie's statement for a moment as I inventoried my house mates
and realized that Jeff, and only Jeff, could not study to music.
“Hey, Jeff,” I yelled from my comfortable seat on the sofa, “why don't you go to the library to study? I'll
bet they don't play music there, either!”
After a few seconds the door to Jeff's bedroom flung open, and Jeff stepped under the threshold, looking
quite uncomfortable and peeved. “Very funny,” he said in a tired tone. “You don't think I enjoy this,” he added,
“studying for the last final of the week, do you?”
Archie smiled as we glanced at each other, smirking. “The last day of finals is tomorrow,” Archie corrected him matter-of-factly.
“Oh, that's even better,” Jeff remarked sarcastically as he turned his back to us and shut the door softly.
“I think he misunderstood the humor,” Archie calmly said, grinning.
“I think he misunderstood that he should go to the library,” I countered, grinning.
We both imagined that Jeff could hear us, though we perceived no activity from his bedroom to indicate
his acknowledgment. That was probably a good thing, because if Jeff could hear us he would easily know that he
was not going to receive a shred of sympathy at all.
The next time Jeff appeared from his bedroom, he announced in his usual soft tone that he needed some
more coffee. Archie chuckled and advised that there was no more coffee in the percolator since he had just emptied it. When Jeff emitted a sound similar to one from a wounded mammal, I jumped up from the sofa and asked

Jeff for his cup. Refusing to let him finish his protestations I interrupted by advising him that I would make a
new pot of coffee, fill his cup, and bring it to him in his bedroom. “Now, go back to your room and study some
more and I will bring you a fresh cup of java in a few minutes.”
“Thanks, man,” Jeff replied, looking apologetic at me. He turned to Archie and added, “And thanks for
nothing.”
“You're entirely welcome,” Archie beamed back.
Jeff flipped him the finger, spun to his door and disappeared into his room promptly. As I walked into the
kitchen and gathered the coffee-making items, Archie remarked, “You handled that in an exemplary manner.”
I poked my head between the opening into the living room and calmly replied, “I must add that you displayed a most impressive demeanor. I was truly astonished.”
“It's all that extensive Army training,” Archie deadpanned.
“Or despite it,” I said.
A few minutes later the percolator went silent. I filled Jeff's cup and carried it to his door, knocked and
announced, “Coffee,” heard his exclamation, opened the door and handed him the cup as he reached the door.
At that very moment, the door at the top of the stairs opened, and Don appeared, scratching his head, his
eyes adjusting to the daylight of the last four hours, and moaning, “Damn, you guys are loud.”
I turned to Archie and in a low tone remarked, “We have awakened the dead.”
As Don stumbled slowly down the stairs from his attic bedroom, Archie commented, “While I don't
doubt our ability to perform miracles, we'll have to observe him for a while to ensure he doesn't fall back into
death's cruel clutches.”
Don had reached the living room and glared at us. “Ha,” he said, his eyelids struggling to reach fullopen, “Ha.” Scratching the top of his head he took slow steps toward the kitchen. “I suppose I can't expect any
coffee left,” he growled with a lack of energy.
“Coffee's for people who get up in the morning,” Archie advised Don, smiling broadly.
Having reached the kitchen Don picked up the hot percolator and shouted, “Omigod, there is coffee!”
We could hear him open the cupboard to remove a cup and his actions seemed to quicken.
“I made it for Jeff,” I noted.
“Fuck Jeff,” Don remarked, entering the living room with a steaming cup of coffee in his right hand and
a gleeful grin across his face. “Who in their right mind schedules a course with a final on Friday afternoon? You
have to be fucked.”
The door upstairs creaked and footsteps could be heard slowly and carefully descending to the first floor.
Moving a bit unsteadily, Don's flame walked past the corner of the stairwell and into the living room, blinking
her eyes regularly, her black hair brushed but out of place. When she looked to the sofa where the three of us
were sitting, she managed to display a small, thin smile.
“Good morning,” all three of us loudly proclaimed in unison.
Her smile grew broader when she heard our greeting. “I'm still sleepy, baby,” she sighed, gazing at Don.
As I got up from the sofa, Don said, “There's coffee in the kitchen, babe. Help yourself, then come sit on
the couch and lean on me.”
“Mmm,” she moaned, “that sounds good.” As I settled into one of the chairs near the front window, she
half-disappeared into the kitchen.
“So, what's on the agenda today?” Don asked either of us, sipping his coffee with his trademark smirk.
Having reached a comfortable position sprawled on his third of the sofa, Archie responded with no
movement other than his lips, “Just hangin' here and drinkin' beer.”
“Desiree's coming over tonight,” I replied as nonchalantly as possible.
“That little blond?” Don asked excitedly. His current flame emerged from the kitchen and sat down next
to Don, briefly glancing at me with a smile.
“That's the one,” I confirmed. “You still driving up north?”
“Yep,” Don replied, smiling as the flame buried her head on his shoulder after he lifted his left arm and
placed it around her neck. As the two of them settled into a more suitable arrangement, Don fixed his gaze on me
and added, “Since I'll be gone, my bedroom upstairs will be free. If you don't want to sleep downstairs—for ob vious reasons—you can stay up there tonight.” He paused for a moment, his smile waning as he glanced at
Archie and toward Jeff's bedroom, and warned, “But just you, nobody else. I trust you.”
Still unmoving, Archie asked, “You don't trust me?” feigning hurt in his inflection.

“Oh, I trust you,” Don sarcastically agreed. “I trust you to trash it completely.”
“I'm hurt,” Archie remarked, smiling. “You have so little regard for my tidiness efforts.”
“Which is true,” Don snappily replied, “and your room speaks for itself.” Archie's smile grew wide with
Don's assessment. “On the other hand, Non will treat it with respect.” Don looked satisfied for a moment, until
he added, “I wouldn't mind Jeff, either, but not RW, and I know she's going to be over here tonight, so Jeff's out,
too.”
An expression of stunned incredulity was locked on his face when Archie exclaimed, “You won't let Rag
Woman sleep in your bed?!”
There was no holding it back, as the mere thought of it was totally ludicrous, and I laughed and shook
my head for several moments. Archie soon glanced over at me still wearing that look of stunned incredulity, but
quickly burst out laughing, too. Don and the flame sat quietly, the thought of Archie's exclamation manifested in
obvious disgust.
Suddenly, the door to Jeff's bedroom flung open and the tall man dropped his head under the threshold to
step into the living room, a single textbook and notebook carried in his right hand. “What are you guys talking
about?” he asked with seeming innocence.
This caused another round of laughter from Archie and me. For me, it seemed that Jeff had some type of
radar so that when any of us mentioned his name or—as was most often the case—RW—Rag Woman, his girl friend—and he was supposedly out of earshot, he would suddenly appear and ask, “What are you guys talking
about?” It had happened so often in the year I had spent living with the pizza boys that I had long ago postulated
the radar theory, further refining it by adding my opinion that Jeff had actually heard it all and, while his question would seem pointless then, it was a clever action intended to hide this very fact. I would often speculate out
loud that Jeff would soon be working for the National Security Agency. He had the perfect reaction: Never Say
Anything.
“We were discussing who can use my bedroom while I'm gone,” Don replied.
Jeff stared at Don with some disbelief and remarked, “I'm not going to use your bedroom.”
“Good,” Don said, “because only Non can use it if he wants.”
“I have my own bedroom,” Jeff protested. “I don't want yours.”
“It was mostly for me,” Archie commented.
“Well, that figures,” Jeff replied.
….
The sun was streaming through the attic window several feet from the head of the bed and the dazzling
brilliance slowly pulled me from my slumber, though not slow enough to avoid blinking many times while my
eyes adjusted from dark to light. Once I could focus my eyes I gazed to my right, as I lay on my back, and
peered along the figure of Desiree sitting up on her elbows wide awake, her big hazel eyes and face beaming, the
sheet mysteriously draped over the calves of her legs, her body lying next to me on the opposite side from the
previous night and completely, and desirably, bare-ass naked. As I gazed along the contours and hollows and
curves of her visible body, especially that significant hill below her waist beckoning me to rub and push and pull
and squeeze, I briefly considered the incongruity: just exactly how did I end up on this side and she end up on
that side of the bed?
It would remain a mystery because she immediately, in a low and mischievous tone, said, “Good morning.” I thought I saw her bare ass rise a fraction from the bed.
“Good morning,” I replied, blinking my eyes. I thought, she hasn't left yet?
She smiled, which made me smile. Suddenly, her right hand stroked my face, and we both wiggled toward each other. My head rose from the bed to meet her head descending, our mouths touched and opened and
we were pulled into a growing passion, actions Desiree started. She was already half on top of me as I instinctively reached for her left breast dangling freely from her chest, which I squeezed and pushed gleefully. What a
way to wake up, I thought. I should wake up like this every day.
…..
The break didn't come for weeks. The parents discussed with me what I wanted to do. “Work” was too

vague. “You should find out what you're good at, what you like to do, and follow that,” they advised me. And
they had a plan to find out what I was good at. We would all take a road trip up to Chicago and have me tested at
the Johnson O'Connor Research Center, home of the Human Aptitude Testing Institute. They assured me that
Bonnie, the daughter of one of Dad's closest golfing buddies, Fred, had been up there to be tested and it helped
her chart a course for her future when she dropped out of school and didn't know what she wanted to do. I agreed
to go. Dad took the lead and booked the appointment, made all the arrangements for accommodation and other
activities outside of the testing and advising schedule, and we drove to Chicago one night in June of 1978.
Get up and at it, boy. No, the old man didn't do that. I did it myself because I was up and showered and
shaved, using my electric razor, which was quick and sparing on my face, when the old man did come calling at
my room. We had breakfast in the restaurant downstairs, grabbed our essentials, which were already on my per son, and drove to the facility.
We were greeted at the reception desk and soon ushered into an empty room. After several minutes a
man appearing in his thirties opened the door, introduced himself as my handler, so to speak, and went through
the procedure on which I was about to embark. The parents asked a few questions and I asked some questions,
all of which were answered cordially and reasonably completely by the handler. When everyone was satisfied,
the handler guided the parents to another room. Returning to my room with a file of papers, he puled out some
and I filled out an identification sheet, assured that this would remain confidential, and some other forms with
questions to which I provided answers to the best of my ability, whatever that was.
Finally, we got down to it. What was this human aptitude testing going to consist of, you might ask? It
was a combination of the kinds of tests you all have taken at various stages in your lives. Puzzle tests, or assem bling the various geometric figures into some order. Tests similar to personality tests, the ones that pretend to
predict whether you'll act like a saint or a psychopath. Math tests and tests with stories, expecting you to provide
some analysis. Spelling and vocabulary. The whole gamut and much of it multiple choice. Everything was timed
and I can't honestly remember if I didn't finish one in the time allotted, though I was warned about many of them
and I probably didn't finish some of them.
The one test that didn't follow the general regimen of all the others was the writing test. I had dreamed of
being a professional writer for a long, long time, long before high school, even middle school. I was going to do
as well as I could on this one. I knew I had an aptitude for writing, the creative kind, the kind where you create
and develop a story with characters and plot and settings and an ending worth the reader's journey into the world
the writer has fashioned. This world had no deadline for completion. It would be complete when it was ready
and I would determine that.
Except the writing test consisted of: writing as many words on a sheet or sheets of paper as possible regardless of whether any of these words made any sense in any order! And I could not bring myself to write any
words on any paper thrust before me that did not make some sense in some order. So I thought about what I was
writing and didn't write many words. And I failed miserably at this test.
Early in the afternoon of the second day, the verdict came in. “You have an aptitude,” proclaimed my
handler, “to see things clearly through the clutter, to plan and prepare for the inevitable problems encountered.
When you do you are flexible enough to figure out how to get around these newly developed obstacles. Occupa tions where these aptitudes would be most useful would be, say, as a movie or play director or a construction
foreman, for example.”
“But how about as a writer?” I asked.
“You should not try to be a writer.”
“Can I get that in writing?”
“Plus, you have a sense of humor,” the handler replied. “That's good.”
Driving back to Podunk after wandering around Chicago sightseeing, there was very little conversation
from the three of us. I had learned that I had no aptitude for writing because I couldn't write nonsense fast
enough, I couldn't compose quantity over quality. I suppose that's fair. After all, one man's trash is another man's
treasure. Note how archeology has grown. Trash is treasure. Just ask any archeology site looter.
….
They were Mormons and soon came the rules. Desiree would sleep in the womens' room with Linda and
the girls. I would sleep in the room off the left hall from the living room, and Jake and the boys would sleep in

the living room on a futon mattress. There were other unspoken rules, such as no cursing, alcohol or dope smoking—which I left in Illinois from a desire to avoid being busted in an airport—but those rules were expected. At
least I expected them. They were Mormons for Christ sake. We could smoke cigarettes outside the house. Under
these rules I had my own solitary room, sharing with no one. That's not so bad. I wonder if it's canon, written
somewhere. “And the Lord God spake to Brigham and pronounced, 'Ye shall always reserve a single, solitary
place of rest for Non DeScript, should he ever cross ye threshold. This I decree to ye and all who follow ye.'”
Maybe not.
Normal chit-chit soon ensued and Desiree felt comfortable in the Mormons' presence and they in hers. “I
like them,” she stated while we were outside smoking cigarettes together. “They're nice.”
“Yep, and they actually have a sense of humor and can laugh,” I agreed, “which pretty much disqualifies
them as aliens from another planet.”
Desiree laughed really hard. I think she liked that one.
When we returned indoors conversation turned to the area, Vista, Oceanside to the west, beaches, interesting places to see and the tavern on the frontage road. Linda said, “Dad goes there once in a while for a beer.
The gentleman who runs it is a veteran.”
“We were thinking of driving down there to have a beer or two,” I mentioned.
“That's fine with us,” Jake offered, adding, “but we'll have dinner at six.”
That was two hours away. I looked at Desiree and said, “Let's go.” She went into the womens' room
where she had put all her stuff and gathered a few things and her big purse and we said we would be back long
before dinner as we walked out the door. We climbed in the rental Nova and I drove down to the tavern.
We pulled into the gravel parking lot and parked right in front of the ranch-style building, next to one of
only two cars in the lot. The only door was at the front, positioned very nearly equidistant from either end, with
four steps and hand rails on either side, all carefully constructed from treated wood. Up the steps we went, I
opened the door and followed Desiree inside. On our right from the door ran the bar to a few feet from the end of
the room, with stool chairs before the bar placed about every two feet. Along the front door wall were several tables with four chairs each. To our left were more tables scattered about, a game area in the near corner and re strooms in the far corner where the room was deeper due to a room behind the bar taking up about the last six or
eight feet, a stockroom probably.
A grizzled man who appeared to be in his late fifties or early sixties, wearing a rumpled baseball cap,
flannel jacket and jeans, sat at the far end of the bar nursing a draft beer. The tender, about the same age but
clean-shaven and wearing a dress shirt and slacks, stood behind the bar, finished his end of the ongoing conver sation with his only patron, until now, leaned against the bar as he turned to look our way, and asked, “What can
I git you?”
I stepped up to the bar directly across from the tender and asked, “Do you have Bud on draft?” I quickly
glanced at Desiree and asked, “Is that alright?”
She replied, “That's fine.”
“Sure do,” replied the tender without budging. “Need to see some ID.”
Anticipating his demand, along with the need to pay for the beers, I had already reached for the wallet in
my right back pocket of my jeans. Desiree set her big purse on one of the stools to retrieve her driver's license as
I opened my wallet and flipped it to my driver's license, holding it open toward the tender. He grabbed a side of
the wallet and I released it to him. He put it up close and looked it over. “Ellinoiz, huh?” he remarked. “Long
way to travel for a beer.”
“On vacation, visiting family,” I stated, “and taking in some sights.”
The tender handed me my wallet and asked, “You got family here?”
“My aunt and uncle live up on the hill,” I replied, nodding my head to the right. “She works at Pendleton
and he's about to retire from the Marines.”
“Marines, did you say?” the grizzled patron asked, turning on his stool toward us. “I'm an ex-Marine.
What's his name? I probably know him.”
I said my uncle's name just as Desiree handed the tender her driver's license and he inspected it. “Master
Sergeant Bill,” the grizzled patron pronounced in a loud tone, looking at the tender in obvious recognition. The
tender glanced at the patron and nodded his acknowledgment. “You're Bill's nephew?” asked the patron.
“Yep,” I said, smiling at the old guy now smiling back. The tender handed Desiree her license.
“Well, why didn't you say so right off?” the patron exclaimed with a chuckle, glancing at the tender. “Sit

down, have a beer.”
“Two Bud drafts,” the tender announced, turning around and stepping to the three draft dispensers rising
up from the counter behind the bar. He grabbed a glass stacked to his left, stuck it under the middle dispenser
and pulled the lever toward him and the beer flowed into the glass. He poured out the head at the top and poured
more beer into it until there was a thin head at the top. He set the full glass to his right and performed the same
steps with a second glass, grabbed both glasses, turned around and set them before us, as we each had sat down
on a stool and were leaning against the bar waiting.
“My cousin says Uncle Bill comes down here for a beer every once in a while,” I said.
“Sure does,” the tender congenially affirmed. “Has two beers—only two—then leaves. Good man.”
“Good man,” the grizzled patron echoed.
Eventually, we all ran out of Bill stories and the tender moved to the end of the bar with the patron and
they continued the conversation we had temporarily interrupted. Desiree and I chatted about the weather and
toasted California and discussed what we might do for the rest of the week, and I ordered another round, we
drank that, the two men were very cordial with their goodbyes and we made it back to the bungalow in plenty of
time for dinner.
….
The road trip to Mexico was all of about three miles, starting at blazing expressway speed for about 500
yards to reach warning sign after warning sign about the border and SLOW DOWN and a message about YOUR
CAR INSURANCE WILL NOT COVER YOU IN MEXICO and thousands of other useful tidbits which, if you
tried to read them all and drive and stay with the pack you would soon crash right through the border checkpoint
and take residence at the local constabulary—read prison—where you would receive free meals, providing you
survived any pistol discharges pointed your direction. Oh, yeah, fruits and vegetables prohibited. Go back home,
Georgia peaches! And the Mexican border guards waved all through without stopping. “Welcome to Mexico,
gringoes. Dollars and credit cards accepted. Pesoes not required!”
Since we only intended to walk around Tijuana a few blocks close to the border, I pulled off the highway
following a whole contingent of cars with folks making day trips and parking in a huge free lot with a fenced
walkway over a wall and into the border town. We traveled light and I warned Desiree that she should keep her
purse tight against her as that could prove a tempting target to Mexican street thieves who only have to worry
about Mexican cops, not cops from America.
As we walked over the city wall we were greeted with meagerness and squalor on a commanding scale,
especially crammed up against the border. Initially what looked like dump sites would secrete real human be ings, mostly women and children. They weren't dump sites at all, they were real living quarters. Human beings
actually lived in this scattering of trash, cardboard, plywood and plastic. If there was any skyline in the distant
“downtown Tijuana” I honestly don't remember seeing it. Hawkers were everywhere, boys, girls, completely
silent women with small “stands” along the walkway and up to the first cross street.
When we reached that cross street, we glanced to the right, noting that commercial establishments were
thin in that direction. We turned left and walked past restaurants and shops and stalls and stands and beggars and
American tourists. At first Desiree simply held my hand as we walked together, but when we strayed apart a bit,
our separation was soon filled with Mexican boys and men closing about Desiree and shouting in Spanish for her
attention. She soon wedged up against me with her arm firmly entwined around mine. She tried to smile as she
asked me, “What are they saying?”
“Well, it's probably not too flattering,” I replied deadpan, “but I imagine they're trying to tell you what
they would do with a blond with breasts and a butt and legs like yours. They probably don't see too many blonds
like that every day.”
For some reason that calmed her and she leaned against my arm with a smile. She also wrapped her free
arm around my waist. Her purse was digging into my side.
Our short trip was like that for most of the two hours we were there. I did stop at an open shop where the
boys—and they were boys—were pushing various electronics. One spoke English well enough so I asked him to
show me a digital watch, faux gold band and red digital numbers. I asked how much and he said it was ten dol lars. A bit of disappointment, maybe disgust, crossed his face as I reached into my pocket and handed him a ten
dollar bill. I hadn't even tried to barter. Don't you know it's traditional here in Mexico, you fucking gringo? So

we left with a new watch.
The American border crossing was a little different. There was a separate annex for Customs, separate
lanes for trucks and commercial vehicles, and more lanes for tourists. Everybody stopped.
When we reached the guard, I handed him my driver's license and he asked, “American citizen?”
“Yes,” I replied calmly.
He glanced at my license and asked, “Anything to declare?”
“Just this watch.”
He handed my license back and inspected the new digital watch on my left wrist. “You didn't pay more
than a hundred dollars for that, did you?”
“No.”
“Drive carefully,” and he stepped back, waving me into the country.
Back at the motel room we both laid out across the bed, resting from our trek out under the merciless
sun. After a few minutes I rolled from my back to my right, closer to Desiree. I placed my left arm around her
waist and rubbed her and tried to kiss her. She edged away. She wasn't having any of that. My petulant and with drawn persona invited itself into the room then, and I rolled away. Desiree rolled toward me, telling me she liked
my rubbing. It was like talking to stone. I wanted to fuck, or “make love” in the parlance she would tolerate. If
not, just leave me alone to rest. She tried rubbing my back but received no reaction. After fifteen or twenty min utes of failed attempts to engage me in conversation or intimacy, she scooted off the opposite edge of the bed
and softly said, “Okay.”
What does that mean? I thought, curled up on the bed with my back to her. A few more seconds of won dering and I couldn't stop my curiosity so I rolled over slowly on my back. Desiree had stepped closer to the
door standing near the desk and chair between the bed and the door. She smiled as she crossed her arms near the
bottom of her tank top, hooked her fingers under the opposite edges, lifted her hands, and her shirt by extension,
by bending her elbows, straightened her arms as they lifted high above her head, pulling her shirt with them, and
tossed her shirt to the floor after it had cleared her head. When her arms fell to her sides, she shoved her thumbs
under the waist of her shorts and pushed the shorts past her hips and over her bare thighs, leaned and rested her
left hand on the desk, pushed her shorts to her knees, lifted her right leg through her shorts, set her right foot on
the floor, let loose her hold on the shorts and they fell to her left foot, which she lifted from the floor and kicked
her shorts to the side. Slowly she reached behind her back and a few seconds later the back straps of her bra were
hanging at her sides. She crossed her arms over her covered breasts and pushed the shoulder straps of her bra off
her shoulders, letting them fall slowly while she held her crossed arms over her breasts briefly. Finally she
dropped her arms to her side and her bra fell away exposing her full, round, white breasts as she caught her bra
with her left hand and dropped it gently to the floor next to her shorts and tank top. I thought, so that's what
'Okay' means.
Having been treated to an abbreviated strip tease, I smiled as Desiree posed. Looking her over from head
to toe, I noticed that she was wearing see-through panties as I could easily make out the faint black triangle
above her crotch. I asked her to turn around and when she did I admired that prominent bubble butt, noting the
crack of her ass was visible through her panties. She turned her head to her right to see me and asked, “Do you
like it?”
“You're wearing see-through panties,” I replied. “I like that.”
She turned back around and wiggled her beautiful body a bit. “I brought 'em just for you,” she advised.
“Very nice,” I said, licking my lips.
She walked slowly to the foot of the bed and climbed onto it. She crawled on the bed toward me and
stretched out alongside me, resting on her left side, her body draped across the bed. Her right arm reached out
and settled on my side as I turned on my right side to face her. Our heads moved closer and we slowly probed
the other's cheeks and lips and mouth until our mouths were locked together, tongues wrestling against each oth er furiously.
Keeping my mouth in contact with Desiree's mouth, I swung my left leg over her body, pushing myself
up with my right elbow. As I hovered above her and she twisted under me, I settled my left leg on the bed and
shifted my weight to my left side while she settled on her back. I pushed my right knee between her legs and
gently placed my right hand on her left cheek, slowly rubbing her cheek while I kissed inside her mouth, around
her lips, her cheeks and chin. When I moved to her right ear and licked it, she laughed and flinched, turning the
right side of her head away from me. She never liked my licking her ear but I would do it occasionally anyway.

Back to her mouth and inside it, we engaged in tongue-tag, and I listened to her seemingly endless sighs
and moans. I stroked her cheek with my right hand and held my left against the top of her head while she rubbed
her hands over my bare back or stroked my face or held the back of my head tight against hers. Not once did I
slide either hand to her bare breasts. I had a plan. I was going to use a little magic, a bit of deception, and divert
her attention to over here until I finally moved to the spot over there.
….
Suddenly, in one continuous motion, I pushed my right hand under her left thigh, sat up with my left arm
supporting me while my right arm lifted her left leg from the bed and slid down to her knee as it bent, dropping
her calf. Hooking my arm under her knee I sat up straight on my knees, lifting her leg with my arm and swung
her leg over my shoulder, resting the calf of her left leg on my right shoulder and holding the front of her ankle
to keep her leg securely in place. Instantly I lifted my left knee and scooted to my right, placing my left hand on
her right thigh to keep it from moving, set my left knee down to the inside of her right leg, bent down to my left
as I slid my left hand under her right thigh and lifted her right leg from the bed. I slid my left arm to her bent
knee and swung her right leg over my shoulder and secured it against me by grasping her ankle.
With both of her legs braced against my shoulders, I slowly pushed her legs back and shifted my weight
against them until I had practically doubled her over. I smiled at her mildly surprised face and she smiled back
but nothing was said. With my arms now outside her legs so they wouldn't slip off my shoulders, I dropped each
hand from her respective ankle to the outside of her respective breast and scooped each breast toward the other,
lifting and pushing them into two bare mounds closer together. Now, with her bare breasts held in place nearer
the center of her chest and closer to her legs doubled up over her body, I extended my head between her legs toward her right breast. When my lips reached the bare skin of her breast, I kissed it, then licked and sucked it,
moving my lips closer to the light brown circle at the center of her breast. As I kissed and licked and sucked the
skin of her aureole, moving to its middle, her nearly invisible nipple suddenly exploded from her breast, a darker
brown than any skin near it, a full three-quarter inches in diameter and height above the rest of her bare breast.
She sighed and moaned vigorously, wiggled under me somewhat uncontrollably, and her hands settled forcefully
on the back of my head. I was surprised and moved my head back to look more thoroughly at this nipple I had
never witnessed before. It had been hidden completely one moment and fully hard and erect the next. With new
exuberance, I squeezed her right breast repeatedly and buried my head on her breast, inserting her nipple fully
inside my mouth, whipping my tongue all around it, even gently rubbing my teeth over her nipple, but not biting
it. All throughout this exercise, her nipple remained stout and firm, her movements and utterances encouraged
me, and I sucked and licked and kissed her erect nipple continuously with no regard for time, except to get to the
other nipple and see what happens on her left side.
I kissed and licked down the inner mound of her right breast, over the valley between both, and up the
inner mound of her left breast. I reached her aureole and kissed the skin inside that lightly colored circle, bumps
forming on her skin all around my tongue, and as my tongue approached the center of her circle, her left nipple
exploded from its hiding place, erect and solid like the other. I pushed my lips around it, burying her nipple in side my mouth, lips and tongue and teeth feasting upon her hard flesh as she moaned and sighed and squirmed
under me. I lifted my head slightly, committing a picture of her nipple to memory, when I glanced to her right
breast and saw that her right nipple was hiding again. I dropped my head and set her left nipple inside my open
mouth and swirled it around vigorously, and kissed and licked quickly to her right breast, over her sensitive cir cle to her exploded nipple. Now it was fun, almost like an arcade game. Move from one breast to the other and
the respective nipple would explode from its resting place while the other would retreat, then back to the other
and feel it explode into my mouth. Yum.
I couldn't resist. Still holding her breasts at the sides to keep them from spreading too far under her legs,
I pushed her breasts together into two big, tight mounds. I pushed my head between her legs and kissed and
licked and sucked her right breast and its hard nipple. Soon I kept my tongue out and licked her breasts from her
erect right nipple, over the inside of her right breast to the inside of her left breast, crossing the lightly colored
marker of her aureole to her hidden nipple, instantly feeling it explode against my tongue. I wrapped my lips
around that hard nipple and moved it around in my mouth with my tongue and teeth, quietly relishing the im mense size of Desiree's erect nipples and how fast these nipples would appear from practically nothing. Her nip ples had finally come out to play and I was having fun. Judging by the sounds coming from Desiree, she was

definitely enjoying it, too.
….
We sat on the bar stools alone chatting together, sipping beer from extra generous glasses, grooving on
the relentless rock music being served at a reasonably loud level, all after performing the most cursory inspec tion of the place. Two women ventured from the back space to wage war at one of the dartboards, sometimes
pushing and clowning around, all with huge smiles for either one of us should we look their way. It seemed odd
but we overlooked it.
Having sat drinking our beers for about fifteen minutes, a guy came from the back space from one table,
followed by a woman from a completely different table. With Desiree sitting to my immediate right, the guy
came up to the bar on my left, leaned against the bar, looked at me steadily and said, “Hi.” In my peripheral vi sion to my right I noted that the woman had sat down on a stool to Desiree's immediate right.
I said, “Hi.” Following came a series of questions and answers about where we're from, trading our
names, how long are we staying, etc. Eventually, he asked if he could buy me a beer. I declined his invitation,
explaining that I still had more than half of my original beer left, pointing to my enormous glass.
Suddenly, Desiree poked me. When I turned toward her, she leaned close to me and whispered directly in
my ear, “You won't believe what this girl wants to do with me!” She leaned back some and as I looked in Desiree's eyes they were wide with disbelief. I, on the other hand, displayed a completely calm demeanor, even
though I had already figured out what was happening.
“Oh, I can believe it,” I said, meaning it.
Desiree leaned back and whispered in my ear exactly what the girl wanted to do with her, which was
more or less what I expected. I told Desiree that the guy standing next to me was hitting me up, too.
I turned back to the guy as Desiree turned back to the girl. Calmly, he asked, “You two are together,
aren't you?”
“Yep,” I replied, smiling, “we're together tonight.”
With a serious expression, he said, more as a statement than a question, “You know, this is a gay bar?”
I looked at him with as blank an expression as I could muster and asked, “Does that mean we have to
leave?”
That caught him off-guard enough that he looked down at the bar, smiling but suppressing a laugh,
looked up at me and said, “No.”
I smiled at that and offered, “Then I'll buy you a beer.”
Still smiling, he replied, “That's okay. I'm doing fine.” He leaned forward over the bar and the girl did
the same and as they looked at each other, he made a gesture with his face, and she nodded once and leaned
back. He leaned back to stand up straight and said, “You're okay. I like you. You two enjoy your beers and have a
good time.”
Before I could say anything in response, he stepped back, looking past both of us to engage the girl sit ting next to Desiree, and she sat up from her stool, turned away from us and walked to the back space with the
guy right behind her. For the next hour or so until we left, people came in, people left, people came near the bar
and tossed darts, people went to the front corner to play pinball, people went to the restrooms, and every one al ways displayed a big smile when either of us looked at them. Sometimes I would nod slightly, even at the women, when I caught their gazes, and this night at this bar was the only time in all of the time I ever spent with Desiree where I could look at a woman directly and not induce a feeling of offense, insult, hurt, or threat from De siree. I wondered if I could ever use that as an excuse. “What? Her? She a lesbian, Dez! Just look at her!”
We drank two more beers and when we finished the last one we rose from the bar stools and turned to ward the door to leave. Barely taking two steps we heard, over the blaring rock music no less, several people
from the back space yelling good-bye to us, so we turned back and waved and yelled good-bye back to them all
and walked out the door and I put my arm over the back of Desiree's waist and we walked like that all the way to
the rental.
Desiree would not stop talking about how nice the people were at the bar, the conversations we had with
the two from the back space, and on and on. The only time she did stop talking about all of it was when I added
my bits, including my statement, “Well, maybe you need someone licking your clitoris.”
There was a momentary silence while she looked at me with a thin smile. Finally, she glanced down and

softly commented, “Oh. I don't know.” I knew that she did know, mostly because she had already stated several
times that she wanted to get back to the motel room and kiss and hug and rub and squeeze me and that the reason
was that was so horny. Yep, her words. That I managed to get back to the motel in very short order without fracturing any driving laws—or at least not getting caught doing so—was an act of tremendous concentration, none
of which I can remember.
….
Kim was a grown woman—born just months after me—with a thick, full head of brunette hair, medi um-length, framing an oval face with a soft and smooth complexion, a small and round nose and eyes set a short
distance apart crowned with a luscious, liquid pupil of dark brown. Shorter than even Desiree at about five feet
and a couple inches, her frame was just as full and curvaceous, though Desiree still possessed the rounder butt.
Kim was the woman who could make me think, so that's why Jerry Lee Lewis married his own cousin. I would
only think that, though, because if some guy, the ones typically on the prowl for any attractive babe, would ever
see a picture of Kim, he might ask, incredulously, “That's your cousin!? Dude, can you hook us up?” I, of course,
would respond, “Go away.” On top of this were the remarks from many of the old-timers, both family and
friends of the family, that Kim was the “spitting image” of her mother. Years later those observations would give
me even greater insight into my father's recollections of the thirties and forties when he would recall the fights he
and his brothers had defending the siblings' honor, because I could understand how easy fights would occur
when someone was running around town who happened to be your little sister and she looked like that.
Best of all Kim was simply a nice person to be with. She was funny, empathetic, warm, accepting, open,
confident and smart. She was a good addition to the family and, as you have probably surmised, she canceled me
out. I can feel the pressure valve releasing already...
After twenty minutes of getting to know you chit-chat, we were off for Chinese. Kim had proposed several eateries, but once she had exhausted all the possibilities which could come easily to her memory, it was
unanimous. There would be no driving this evening. Everything was within comfortable walking distance and
the Chinese restaurant was a mere three blocks away, about ten minutes stroll with Desiree's hand in mine. We
ordered our meal sans alcohol. That was coming. Our meals arrived barely ten minutes later and it was good. Of ten, though not always, it's like that when the wait staff and the cooks are all Chinese, all rattle off Chinese be tween themselves and only a few can speak English and struggle with the language apologetically. When we had
finished, we sat and talked and let our digestive systems take over until the checks were delivered. I offered to
pay for the whole meal but Kim refused and paid for hers.
We walked through Westwood down one of the main thoroughfares about a block from campus to one of
Kim's favorite hangouts. We walked in to a multi-tiered, multi-floored establishment, big and already hopping.
The music was low enough that regular conversation could be achieved and there was a dance floor to the left on
the first tier with several couples already shaking it. Kim spotted a table on the second tier at the end of the wall,
right by the stairs, and suggested we get that table since the waitresses will be cruising by it all the time. We sat
down and, sure enough, two minutes later a waitress stood next to our table, introduced herself, asked what we
wanted, and asked if we had ID. State law, you know.
We had barely decided what to drink but had agreed on a draft beer Kim suggested and we ordered a
pitcher and three glasses. A few minutes later our pitcher and glasses arrived and I poured each a glass and we
looked around the place, noting the oddballs and showoffs alike. Hard to tell in the seventies which description
really fit.
The girls had decided to sit together against the wall while I sat at the outer edge of the table. I didn't
mind. The scenery directly before me was pretty awesome. That scenery was also pretty awesome to many of the
wandering males who would pass by. Dudes would ask me if they could sit down. “At any open table you can
find, man. This is America.” I was sure most wondered how such a man with no description managed to be sit ting at a table with two incredibly foxy babes. Sometimes events in this human world defy logic and this was one
of them.
– from Act Twenty-Three, Whither Thou Goest Now?, pages 183-187, 195-196, 199-201, 206-208, 215220, 228-230, 238-240
Roy was a frequently smiling, friendly and congenial man probably in his mid to late fifties, still sport -

ing a thinning hair style from the days when he “came of age,” the doo-woppers and ducktails from the fifties.
On the other hand, Bob rarely smiled. He was the office hatchet man, I presumed, and he only added to Roy's
conversation when necessary, always staring at me intently, with great scrutiny, sizing me up.
The interview was very formal and well-rehearsed. I handled it well, I thought, until I was handed a
piece of paper with the intention of securing my signature. As I took the paper from Bob's outstretched hand,
Roy stated, “That paper requires your signature to authorize a background check to be performed by the Federal
Bureau of Investigation.”
“No one will be considered for employment without signing this authorization,” Bob interjected.
As straight faced and unconcerned as possible, I asked, “How long does this background check take?”
Both glanced briefly at the other. “Agents will research your official records, interview friends, acquaintances, former employers, school officials,” Roy calmly advised me, his voice trailing off a bit.
“A thorough background check will take weeks to months,” Bob added.
Without looking at the paper and staring directly at Bob the hatchet man, knowing fully what a signature
on the paper entailed, I proposed, “And, should that check prove unsatisfactory, I imagine that would lead to a
discharge from duties?”
“Immediately,” Bob confirmed with a stern but emotionless tone.
“For those offenses and actions I've previously outlined,” Roy stated calmly, frowning a little as he
glanced at Bob. “Offenses and actions that are confirmed,” he added, glancing back at me.
I signed the paper and handed it back to Bob. I hoped there weren't two people who would be inter viewed and confirm one of the many “offenses and actions” Roy had previously outlined. I knew where that
would lead, especially since the state police command center was on the floor below. Such is the price one pays
for a security clearance.
A few days later the phone rang at the hacienda one morning. On the other end of the phone was Bob the
hatchet man from IDLE, the acronym for the Illinois Department of Law Enforcement. I kid you not. He wanted
me to know that they had decided to offer me the job and did I still want it.
“When do I start?” I asked calmly.
“Monday morning at eight sharp,” Bob replied. “You'll go through orientation and we'll assign shifts
then.” I gave an okay. “Don't be late,” he added, “and, congratulations.”
At eight in the morning the following Monday, my achievement at beating out all the competition was
tempered by the fact that computer operations for IDLE had hired five people at once. I wondered if I was the
fifth in the acceptance hierarchy. Of course, I never learned the order and neither did any of the other five. Still, I
had a job now and it paid, well, not much. This was working for the state of Illinois after all, and beginning posi tions didn't swell bank accounts. Seven hundred and twelve dollars a month, though, was better than no dollars. I
also had ten paid sick days a year and unused sick days accumulated for additional pay after discharge, and I
would also get five vacation days after six months, and those vacation days would grow on a scale of years of
employment. Cool.
Orientation consisted of meeting some of the managers, including the day shift manager, Judd, introduction to their procedures, completing and signing mountains of paperwork, and direction to the bulletin board
where I could find important information affecting all IDLE employees, or just operations employees, including
the shift schedule. To be fair, I was told, shifts were rotating for all computer operators, except the managers, so
that no one was stuck on any particular shift. Eight weeks on one shift, with four weeks of weekends off and four
weeks working weekends, and one would move to the next earliest shift for eight weeks with the same four
weeks of weekends on and off, and finish by moving to the next earliest shift using the same design. That sounds
fair, I thought.
Now for the shift assignments. I got graveyard. Such touching terminology. We're gonna be digging
graves and, should there be no graves to dig that night, we'll be watching for any movement, mostly for grave
robbers, but you just don't know about dead people. They seem unmoving. At least I'm drawing a “shift differential,” a little bonus for working a regular shift contrary to diurnal habit. Sure, it was only ten percent, but it's bet ter than nothing and I'm not getting out of working graveyard. Those poor suckers working swing shift, from
four in the afternoon to midnight, only get five percent. Ha!
With the shifts settled I wandered in that night at midnight and was introduced to Jason, the graveyard
manager. In his late twenties or early thirties, Jason was a thin man full of energy, possibly from the prodigious
number of cups of coffee he inhaled. A little shorter than me, his hair was combed straight back, cut reasonably

short and off his collar, but his most distinguishable feature was his full beard cut like an Amish man with the
mustache shaved. He also kept his beard trimmed along his cheeks to about an inch, which is a departure from
the Amish. He wasn't Amish, or Mennonite, or any of the other mostly German and central European sects who
emigrated to America in the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries. He just liked that look, though he could have
been descended from one of those sects. They're scattered all over the Midwest with many in Illinois. Incidentally, the shaved mustache is meant as a visual rejection of war and military engagements in these sects. In Europe,
traditionally, military commanders often wore long mustaches while the rest of the face was shaved, so wearing
a full beard with a shaved mustache was a visual polar opposite of the traditional face covering of European mil itary warriors. These sects, after all, are peace loving people. Are there too many of those today?
….
Larry glanced at the door and grabbed a sheet from a different area of his desk, rose from his chair and
walked toward me. “Come in,” he said and stopped halfway. I walked the rest of the few feet and lifted the appli cation. Larry grabbed it nonchalantly with his left hand and handed me the second sheet. Without even glancing
at the application, he stated, “Part-time sportswriters take phone calls from our observers at games. They'll give
you names and statistics for the game and you'll write a story from that. On that sheet are player and team statis tics from a mythical football game. You'll sit at this typewriter,” and Larry moved back and toward his left, look ing at the typewriter on a small desk to my right, adding, “and write a three to four paragraph story about the
game. You have to type thirty words a minute, so you'll have ten minutes to finish. Any questions so far?”
“No,” I replied, briefly thinking about my apparent lack of aptitude for writing.
“Sit down and get ready,” he advised. I walked before him, turned to my left and sat down at the chair
before the desk with the typewriter. I looked over the sheet while Larry walked back to his desk, sat down, and
said, “Okay, start.”
The mythical football game involved the hapless St. Louis Cardinals and their only real threat at the
“skilled positions” at that time, Terry Metcalf. It featured a punt return for a touchdown by Metcalf and I read
most of the rest of the statistical information, thinking how I wanted to start it. After a moment I remembered the
journalist mantra the editor at the Daily Illini had told me: who, what, when, where, possibly why, though that
can be the rest of the story, the why. I put the first sentence in order and started typing on the machine. The story
just seemed to flow and the words, some better than others, popped up in my mind and fell into place in the story. I had four paragraphs and wanted to add one more sentence when Larry calmly said, “Okay, time's up. Bring
me your story.”
I yanked out the nearly complete page from the typewriter, sat up as the chair rolled back, walked the
eight feet to Larry sitting at his desk and handed the page to him. He sat looking at it for a few seconds and said,
“That's a good first sentence, though it could be better, but it's got everything, who, what, where, and when.
Good.” He quickly read the rest of it, making a few comments, both good and bad, and went over it again. He set
the page down on his desk and swiveled in his chair to face me directly. His face was complete seriousness as he
said, “That's thirty-two words a minute, at the low end for this job, so you're going to need to work on that.” His
face softened just the tiniest bit when he added, “But, you've got a good sense of how to put a story together. You
can keep a reader's interest. Get a little faster and you'll be that much better.”
Looking me over he stood up from his chair and studied my face. “Still want to do this?” he asked.
“Absolutely,” I said, smiling. “Yeah.”
“All of you will meet here Saturday night at eight to start,” Larry advised. He started looking around
aimlessly as he added, “We'll show you how to use the computer stations, answer the phone, and you'll fill out
the employment paperwork before the end of the night.” Without looking at me further, Larry sat down in his
chair and shuffled the papers on his desk.
“I'll be here Saturday night at eight,” I offered, providing some kind of end to this encounter. In acknowledgment I saw Larry's head nod once or so it seemed. I immediately turned away and walked out of his of fice, through the big room, down a hall to the stairs, down the single flight of stairs and out of the building. I was
now a part-time sportswriter, a professional reporter, one with a lack of aptitude for it, according to those obviously smarter than me. It was true that as a professional writer I would be paid three dollars an hour, but at least
it wasn't minimum wage, by a full two bits. What the aptitude testers should have advised is that there are too
many people who call themselves writers, who can type faster than you, that there's simply an oversupply to

meet the demand so the pay for most writers will be so pathetic that most won't be able to live on that pay alone.
This is why most writers, reporters, and journalists moonlight at something else, why one can read books of sev eral short stories and the brief biographies of the collection of writers so often include MFA, or master of fine
arts, and include their positions as teachers or instructors at universities, colleges or other institutions. These “po sitions” are their real jobs, because the fruits of their writing prowess are so meager. Only the few are lucky
enough to make a living at writing, they are lucky indeed, and, above all, they know it. They squeeze tightly onto
those publishing and entertainment biz contacts and friends and acquaintances they've managed to secure over
their years of flailing and they won't let go. To let go is to fall back into the obscurity from whence they came,
purgatory for every bloated writing blowhard.
….
Strolling through the hall on my way to the stairs I greeted a man in his thirties with hair down to his
shoulders, carrying a satchel with papers sticking out of it, and he returned my greeting.
“Are you one of the part-timers?” the man asked congenially.
“Yep,” I replied and introduced myself.
“John,” he said, offering his right hand. I grabbed his hand and squeezed it reasonably hard, what I usu ally do to let the other person know I'm there, I'm not a wallflower, but I don't crush the other's hand, either. Just
enough to set a perception. “What do you think of the computer terminals?” John asked.
“It's gonna take some getting used to,” I replied, smiling. “Just like everything, I guess.”
“They just put those in last month,” John advised. “Now, this paper's one of the few that's all computerized, even the printing department.”
“How do you know so much about it?”
“I'm the consultant,” John replied with a big smile, “the analyst for the system. I'm the one they call
when things go wrong.”
“So, you don't work for the paper?”
“Nope,” he said and laughed. “I don't work for the company providing the computers and the system, either.”
Now I was intrigued. “How do you know so much about papers and computers?” I asked, and I could
tell that he was intrigued with my questioning.
“Years in the business,” John replied. “Mostly in computers, but I've worked at papers, too, so I know
their needs.”
“How long are you going to be here?”
“Through most of the night.”
“No,” I protested and explained, “I meant, how long will this consulting and analysis take?”
“As long as it takes,” John stated, “until everybody's happy with the system.”
“Then, you'll be here next time we're here.”
“Probably.”
“Then, I'll see you Friday.”
John shook his head slightly. “Maybe,” he said calmly, “maybe not. Just depends.”
“'Til next time, then,” I said, smiling. I wagged my right arm at him and started down the stairs.
“You drink beer?” John asked over the railing.
“Just the cold ones.”
John laughed. “We'll have a beer some time.”
“Count on it,” I said, having paused on the stairs. I turned my head to the bottom, stepped to the main
floor and headed out the building.
….
Eric had an idea for eating out so I drove us to Bloomington in the evening and we sat down in a booth
at a simple Italian-style restaurant. It was mostly empty when we followed the middle-aged, swarthy man who
greeted us at the door and escorted us to the booth. When the sole waitress emerged from the back room, we both
glanced at each other, because the waitress was Diane, the tall and well-proportioned brunette with the haircut I

just couldn't get past. She smiled at us both in acknowledgment and took our order. Eric remarked to her that he
didn't know she worked here and Diane replied that she had to pay the bills and shrugged her shoulders.
She smiled at me, big and bright. “I haven't seen you in quite a while,” she said, bending over the table
and wiping it with a cloth she removed from one of the big pockets of her apron.
“It's the pills,” I said quite calmly.
“Excuse me,” she remarked, stopping her wiping and standing up from the table to look me over skepti cally.
“It's the pills,” I insisted with a straight face.
“The pills?” Eric asked, intrigued.
Smiling, I replied, “Specially made. I swallow one and I'm instantly incognito.” I looked up at Diane,
locking my eyes on hers, and added, “Nobody can find me.” I raised my eyebrows for emphasis and watched her
concern vanish into a wide smile.
“I could use some of those,” she said, with a small amount of exasperation. Looking me straight in the
eyes, she asked, “Do you have any with you now?”
“I don't know,” I teased, and ran my eyes down her fine body. I looked at Eric, whose smile was very
telling, and said, “We wouldn't be able to find our waitress.”
Following the lead, Eric remarked, “That would probably hurt her tip, too.”
“Wouldn't be able to find it,” I added.
“Maybe you're right,” she agreed, her sarcasm unhidden. “You're such big tippers.”
“The biggest!” Eric exclaimed.
“I'll get your orders in,” Diane said, but she only looked at me with that smile. When she turned away to
walk to the back room, I planted my gaze on the swaying of her butt through the tight jeans she wore under her
apron.
“Boy!” Eric observed. “She likes you!”
Eventually Diane brought our rudimentary dishes of pasta with red sauce and a bowl of fresh bread. The
bread was good, really good. Eric and I devoured that bowl. Diane brought the check and we started fishing out
the money to pay for it all, with a reasonable tip. Eric decided to make some small talk with Diane about how
long she had been working there, what kind of hours she worked in a week, is she closing the restaurant, while I
sat across the booth glancing from Eric to Diane. Every time I glanced at Diane, she was already looking at me.
When Eric asked about closing the restaurant, Diane volunteered that she was getting out of there about eleven.
“What are you doing tonight?” she asked, addressing the question to both of us, though she was looking
straight at me. I didn't say anything. I was thinking, which can be a mistake in this circumstance. “Why don't you
meet me here when I close up?” she suggested, this time clearly for me. “We can go to my place for a while. It's
not far from here.”
As Eric sat across from me with his bottom lip about to touch the table, I moaned, “I can't. I have a pre vious engagement.” Eric's bottom lip now crashed onto the table as Diane frowned and walked away.
“Why didn't you just tell her that you had to do something and you might not get here at closing, so can I
call you?” Eric advised me with complete incredulity. “She would have given you her phone number and you
would have a backup plan in case Desiree gets weird.”
“Des doesn't get weird,” I explained, not believing it myself.
“I'm not trying to tell you what to do,” Eric protested in his incredibly friendly manner. “We keep telling
you about her, trying not to push it on you, but we've known her longer than you have. She gets weird.”
I nodded my head silently but I had already blown it off. There was no convincing me and Eric probably
knew it. We left the restaurant and I drove us back to his pad and we talked little. He hopped out as I pulled into
the driveway and we parted in our usual friendly manner. I was experiencing tunnel vision, stuck on a singular
mission, and nothing would stop me. So I thought.
I found a spot on the street in front of the apartment where Desiree said she was staying and put the mus cle car in it. I walked up the outside stairway to the second floor deliberately and knocked on the door easily, not
hearing anything inside, and the curtain drawn over the window on the door preventing me from seeing inside. A
few long moments later, the curtain drew back and Desiree peaked out cautiously. I smiled but her face didn't
change. The lock on the door made a noise, the chain on the side dropped against the frame, and the door handle
turned. She opened the door just enough to let me squeeze through while she stood behind the door. As soon as I
cleared the door she closed it behind me and locked it.

Anticipating the eye candy that was her body with that delicious bubble butt, I couldn't hide completely
my disappointment when the door closed and I saw her standing a few feet away from me wearing a flannel,
full-length granny dress. How nice, I thought. The only things missing are my flannel, three-piece suit and a
pitchfork.
I glanced about the apartment, noting that it was essentially built in two halves. The half in which I stood
was the living room and kitchen. The other half behind an open door was the bedroom, bathroom and closet. I
could see her bed through the bedroom door. I made some comment about the apartment and Desiree admitted
that it was small, but the rent was reasonable and she would eventually find something better and move.
That was the end of any civil discussion we would have. Soon I was harangued about how late it was,
that she had to work the next morning, and did I think I could just come over and climb into her bed? Through out the entire monologue, she moved past me, turning to her side so she wouldn't touch me, and I wasn't really
listening to her. I was thinking, it's so wonderful to see you, too, after that trip to California that we took. Remember that? Well, maybe not, that was a lifetime ago.
There was more as she stood guard leaning against the frame of her bedroom door. You can just forget
about getting past this door, you're not sleeping in my bed tonight, there's the couch and you're welcome to sleep
there.
“Fuck you,” I said calmly but forcefully. “I'm not sleeping on a couch when I can sleep in a bed at the
boys' place. And it was nice seeing you, too.” I turned around and slowly, purposefully, walked to the door lead ing outside, my ears turned off to any sound. I unlocked the door, opened it, stepped onto the landing and closed
the door behind me without turning around to look at Desiree.
As I opened my car door, listening to its distinctive and rattling creak, I realized one fact. That's what a
bitch is like. I just sleep around with anyone stupid enough to lie next to me, never thinking about you and what
we have, which is, what? What commitment? Are you my girlfriend? Am I your boyfriend? Is this fucking high
school? Are you my “steady?” Want my pin? Can I have your garter? Because we fucked a few times, what does
that mean? That you're pissed because you now know that I've fucked other women? Look, dear, I know you've
fucked other men, seen other men when you're not with me, which is most of the time. What commitment am I
trying to enforce on you about that? None. You're a party girl. You like to party and you want to play the field
and spread your legs on it. The boys were right. You are weird.
….
I would remember what Kent told me about just swaying my hips back and forth, simple and direct. As
soon as I started that routine, Desiree would reach for me and plant her hands on my waist and move like a woman should move when she dances until she would push her hips forward and rub them against my hips and smile
and laugh as if she were discarding the last of her inhibitions. Damn, if that doesn't work, I thought, because it
was working. When I'd go back to the other moves she would move away. Shit, it's like a fucking magnet.
Another tune started playing and our mutual glance sealed it so we sat down at the table. We drank some
beer for a while and chatted and smiled and laughed and another song started playing. Our mutual glance sealed
it again and up we jumped, back to the dance floor, shakin' it. We stayed out there for a couple more good tunes,
decided we'd had enough, or maybe she decided for us, and we sat down at the table to drink some more beer.
Desiree admired my Mexican watch. She wanted to look at it again closely. Soon she was talking about
our trip to California with obvious nostalgia.
“Remember the gay bar?” she asked.
“Does that mean we have to leave?” I asked and she laughed loud and hard.
She looked at me with a slight sadness. “I should get back with my girlfriends,” she advised.
“Okay,” I said, quietly.
Desiree got up and said her goodbyes to the rest of the boys and walked to the other side of the bar. Ten
minutes later a group of four guys walked in, strolled along the far side of the bar and sat down at the table next
to the girls' table on the side farthest from us. There was obvious chit-chat between the boys and the girls until,
ten minutes after the boys had sat down, seat arrangements changed and half the boys sat at the girls' table and
half the girls at the boys' table. Staying only long enough to finish a pitcher all stood up as one from both tables
and strolled, laughing and carrying on, toward the door. Desiree walked arm in arm with one of these guys, his
movements animated, laughing, his head bobbing close to hers, her arm tight around the back of his waist. In

seconds they were all out of the building and the door had closed behind them.
I looked right at Eric and saw an empathetic expression I had never seen him display before. At a volume barely discernible, he said, “I'm not gonna say it.”
A couple gulps of beer and we were all back to talking and ridiculing and laughing and listening to some
good rock music. About a pitcher later a scuffle broke out way in the back corner beyond where the girls and
boys had sat. One of the bar employees jumped over the bar and broke it up five seconds later, throwing one of
the combatants out of the bar. The combatant, a short scofflaw with long, dark, stringy hair flying all over, shout ed and threatened while his equally short buddy pulled him across the bar floor toward the door. They stopped
and yelled and bumbled and stumbled, frequently grabbing each other to keep from falling flat on their faces, un til they fell past the door and out to the sidewalk. With the drama now concluded everyone in the bar kicked
back, idle talk picked up, and glasses washed down gullets.
Not five minutes later some guy frantically bursts through the bar door and yells, “Those two drunks
who just left smashed into a car parked on the street going the wrong way!”
A chorus of patrons yelled back, “What kind of car?”
“A red one,” he yelled and that got our attention. We had all earlier piled into the muscle car to reach this
fine establishment and had parked on the street. A second guy entered the bar and stood next to the first, wearing
the same frantic expression. “It's one of those race types, performance car,” the first one added. “I've seen it be fore-”
“It's like that Starsky and Hutch car,” the second guy shouted, interrupting the first.
Like an old Western when the table of men are called out to a gun battle, in unison we all shoved our
chairs back, stood up and ran out the door. The muscle car was parked about sixty yards from the entrance to the
bar, but as the abnormal boys ran down the sidewalk, I walked right out into the middle of the street. It was late
in the evening, there was no traffic and I figured I could see any damage since it would be on the side facing the
street. I walked into the middle lane and could see the muscle car waiting patiently for its owner right where I
had parked it, a big black hole in the red behind the driver's door, about a foot long and up to eight inches wide.
A car from the next block pulled onto the one-way street on my left side and I moved to the lane to my right. As
I bit my lip, I stared up to the cloudless sky and glanced around at the twinkling stars above my head, fixing on
no one. I thought, the girl that I want more than any other just went out with some other fucking guy and two
drunken slobs just slammed into my car and punched a big hole in it and drove away and they'll never be
caught. Yep! Can't get any better than this! The lone car on the street drove past me as I still stood in the street
and the young people in the car seemed to look at me like I was crazy but they smiled anyway. I glanced up to
the sky once more. I fuckin' hate this town.
– from Act Twenty-Four, The Working Man Destroys an Assessment, pages 243-250, 260-263, 273-275
“Marty wants to see your new van,” Roger advised me over the phone.
“How would Marty know I have a new van?” I asked.
“Because someone told her.”
“And that someone would be you?”
“Okay, I told her you bought that van,” Roger confessed. “It's the truth.”
“You spoiled my surprise.”
“So what,” Roger exclaimed, laughing. “Anyway, she wants us to come over tonight.”
“Us?” I asked. “Why would I take you if she just wants to see the new van?”
“Because I'm your friend?”
“You mean the friend who still owes me six peyote buttons?”
“Man, you don't forget anything, do you?” Roger protested.
“I've forgotten more than I'll ever know but that's not one of 'em,” I chided. “I'll pick you up after dinner,
about an hour and a half.”
“See you then.”
We drove out to the 1300 block of Carpenter street and parked next to the curb directly in front of
Marty's house. I had owned the van not even two weeks and was only partially complete with my planned modi fications. Heck, I hadn't even put in the tape player and my speakers yet. We were still listening to commercial
radio. Did that suck or what?
After I had consumed a beer and Roger and Marty had consumed a rum and coke, we stepped outside to

check out the van. I picked up Jessica and carried her in my arms while I gave Marty the keys so she could open
the passenger door and look inside. She commented positively about the floor I had already put down, but she
didn't much like the yellow buttons stuck everywhere. “No air conditioning?” she asked.
“No,” I responded.
“This thing will be hot this summer,” she noted.
“We'll see,” I said.
“I like it,” she stated, smiling a little deviously. “When am I gonna get a ride in it?”
“I don't know,” I teased her. “I expect a lot from my shotgun partner.”
“You let Roger ride shotgun, come on!” she criticized.
“Good point,” I agreed.
“Hey!” Roger lamented.
As we walked back to the house and up the steps, Jessica was looking at my face intently, rubbing her
hand gently over my cheek. I asked her if she liked it and she nodded shyly. I asked her if she could say “yes.”
She said, “Yes,” loudly and buried her head in my shoulder. Roger opened the door and I put her down on the
porch and Marty and I watched her scamper inside, come to a stop in the middle of the house and wait patiently
for us to enter. I caught Marty looking at me closely.
Phil arrived later, having to park behind the new van. He knew who the owner was and he entered
Marty's house and spread his special atmosphere of moroseness and veiled resentment with absolutely no dis crimination. I have to give him credit for that. He would snap at anyone.
He had a moment of pleasure, of vindication, though. It was late, well after ten at night, maybe even af ter eleven. Suddenly we heard a loud smack—not a crash like two vehicles colliding—but it was just outside the
house and definitely came from the street. About ten seconds later we heard what sounded like a muffled crash.
We ran outside and immediately noticed a jeep leaning against the church sign before the church, its passenger
wheel off the ground and spinning ominously. That was the crash. What was that loud smack?
Roger had walked out into the street when he suddenly spoke loudly, “Non! Look at this, man!”
I walked out into the street and looked up the side of the van where Roger was looking. The tiny little
side mirror was dangling from the side of the van, snapped almost completely off its base, with most of the glass
from the mirror laying in shattered pieces on the road underneath it. I hadn't owned the van for two weeks and
already something was broken on it.
“Fuuuuck,” I moaned.
“Somebody didn't like your new van,” Phil commented with barely restrained glee.
“That's what I love about you, Phil,” Marty mocked, “and I do love things about you, like your uncommon ability to state the obvious.” She turned away from him immediately and wouldn't look at him again for an
hour. Phil was mostly silent for the rest of the evening after that, just sitting by himself on Marty's floor with
only his sullen attitude as company.
As the night passed the midnight hour, Marty asked me in a low volume if I would stay the rest of the
night with her. She was concerned about my van parked on the street but she said she was even more concerned
about what might happen next. It was a Friday night. Maybe there were some groups of young men out for bad
things. Most of the neighbors knew a single white woman lived in this house. Maybe that was a sign, the smash ing of my side mirror right in front of her house. She didn't say it like she was scared, afraid of some outcome
that only I could protect her. She just wanted me to be with her until the morning. It would make her feel better.
With the damage already done to the van, what else should I do? I wasn't going to run away, especially when she
was asking me to stay. When she told Phil and Roger what she wanted and that they were not going to stay because she didn't have the room to put up two more men, that closed the deal. Phil and Roger left less than a halfhour later.
With Jessica asleep on the makeshift bed in the living room and just the two of us left, Marty made up
our sleeping arrangement on the living room floor near her little girl. There was something about this develop ment that was working in my favor and I liked it. I stood off to the side and watched this beautiful woman, four
years my senior, arrange the blankets and covers and whatever else into our sleeping quarters. I finished the beer
in my hand—I was drinking right up until it was time to crawl into bed with this woman—and set the empty can
on the counter in the kitchen. When I turned around Marty was on her knees ready to slip under the covers she
had prepared and looking straight in my eyes wearing the most pleasant and inviting smile I had seen on her face
since I had met her. To make her point stick, she admonished me, “Stop messing around in the kitchen and get

your body over here next to mine now.”
I can do that, I thought. I walked from the kitchen area across the blankets and covers strewn everywhere to the sleeping area she had prepared near the wall. My shoes had long been removed so it was no big deal
walking across the covers, but Marty was already under the covers lying on her back. She was squirming under it
all but I didn't say anything as I lifted the covers while I rested on my right arm and sat down on my ass. When I
could see under the covers, her squirming was answered. She had been slipping her pants and panties off her
hips and down her legs and I could see that she was naked from her waist until her legs disappeared under the
falling covers.
As Marty pulled her panties and pants from under the covers and tossed them past me, she commanded,
“Get your pants off and slide up next to me.” When she saw that I was quite ready to comply, she added, “Leave
your shirt on in case Jessica wakes up.”
….
When I pulled up to the curb on Carpenter street it was late in the morning Thursday. Having spoken
with Marty on the phone the day before, we had firmed the plans for the day and she promised to be ready when
I arrived. Of course she wasn't ready when I knocked on the door and her apology was less than sincere. It was
almost like I should just expect this. “It's not a big deal,” I advised. “You're making it a big deal like I won't un derstand. It doesn't bother me.”
Marty suddenly stopped her scurrying around aimlessly and walked up to me. She put her arms on my
waist, looked me straight in the eyes, and asked, “You're not mad or disappointed?”
“Not when you turn your back on me and I get to watch that butt move like it does.”
Her smile widened, her eyes narrowed, and she asked, “You like my butt, don't you?”
“Love it.”
“I knew when I saw you walk in my house the first time that you were different.”
“That's because I see the world differently.”
“How so?”
“I see x-rays. I have x-ray vision and if you keep looking in my eyes like that you're gonna get a lethal
dose.”
Marty laughed, turned her head to the side and leaned forward to place her head on my left shoulder. I
slipped my arms around her back and squeezed her. “Feel better?” I asked.
“Yes,” she replied. She made no movement. She just stood against me wrapped in my arms.
“When you're ready,” I said, “gather yourself and get everything organized so we can get everything accomplished today that you need. And take your time.”
Marty lifted her head from my shoulder, turned to me and kissed my cheek. “I'm ready,” she said and I
let my arms fall away from her as she wiggled and turned away from me. I looked down at her hips as her butt
faced me and I swatted it with my right hand. She reacted by leaning slightly forward and raising up on her tip toes. Stepping away from me, she glanced back and stated, “You do like my ass.”
“I especially like it when it's naked and facing me so I can watch it while I'm fucking you.”
As she reached her bedroom door, she commented without turning back, “We'll have to do that again
soon. You're making me horny.”
“Really?” I asked in mock surprise. “That's not my intention.”
She had disappeared in the bedroom, but she suddenly poked her head into the doorway. Smiling, she
just said, “Liar.”
I missed little Jessica and said so. Marty had arranged with a friend to have her watch Jessica most of the
day so she could run around and get her errands completed. Fifteen minutes later she was ready as she walked
out of her bedroom wearing her winter jacket. “I'm ready,” she announced as she walked up to me.
“Did you remember to put your face on?” I asked.
“Stop,” she said in a low tone.
“Well, you can't go out faceless,” I warned.
She cocked her head to one side and frowned. I motioned for her to walk past me and I slipped my arm
loosely behind her back and escorted her to the door. Out to the porch we went, she locked and pulled the door
shut and we left.

First stop was to get a new set of food stamps. Next stop was to another friend's house who had young
girls' clothes for Jessica. Next stop was to the Goodwill to shop for clothes for both her and Jessica and maybe
something that might be useful in her household. Next stop was to yet another friend's house to pick up some
items that she wanted. “She's just gonna throw them out,” Marty protested as I told her I would wait in the van,
yet again. Last stop was to the grocery store to put those food stamps to use.
Back at the house on Carpenter we dropped off all the stuff she had just collected and she put the gro ceries away, too. Now she wanted to see the house where I lived. “You've seen my house,” she argued. “I want to
see where you live, especially where you sleep.”
“I don't actually sleep there,” I explained. “I just lie in that bed and astrally project myself into deep outer space and sleep there.”
“You have too much imagination.”
“Or too much time.”
“That, too.”
“Come here and kiss me and bring me back to Earth,” I suggested. Marty immediately stepped up to me,
put her arms around my waist as I slipped mine around her shoulders, and our lips touched. Her mouth opened
and her tongue pushed into my mouth and our heads swiveled back and forth as I slipped my hands down her
back and planted them firmly over her ass and pulled her tightly against me. I knew she could feel my cock get ting hard through my pants.
She pulled her face away from mine. “Let's go,” she whispered with a deep breath.
Arriving at the homestead it looked like no one was home. Leaving our jackets in the van because the afternoon had warmed considerably, I unlocked the front door and entered the house. I called out if anyone was
home while I walked to the door leading to the garage. There was no answer to my calling out and the reason
was clear when I glanced in the garage. There were no cars inside. Dad was at work and Mom was out and about
somewhere, maybe grocery shopping. I hadn't talked to her about any plans before I left that morning, but I
didn't care. Marty and I had the house to ourselves.
“Want to see the house?” I asked her.
“I want to see your bedroom,” she commanded.
“This way, madam,” I said, sweeping my right arm toward the stairs separating the bedrooms from the
rest of the house. Marty slipped her arm around my left and nudged me forward. I led her up the two stairs to the
right and into the bedroom I shared with my little brother.
“Close and lock the door,” she commanded.
As I stepped around her and did as she commanded, I commented, “You're sure bossy.”
“I know what I want and I know what you want,” she stated flatly. Glancing around the bedroom, she
asked, “Which one's your bed?”
I pointed to the far bed and Marty ran to it, stopped, turned, sat down for a brief moment and lay down,
pulling her legs up at the same time. She scooted closer to the wall, rolled on her right side and patted the open
area of the bed before her. I lied down next to her and threw my arm around her waist, locked my mouth to hers
and twisted her underneath until she was lying halfway under me. Her arms free they ravaged my back, constant ly in motion, and I freed my left arm so that I could grab the bottom of her shirt with a hand at either side. Breaking free from our lip lock, I pulled her shirt up toward her head forcefully and, as Marty lifted her arms above
her head, I yanked her shirt over her head and arms and tossed it to the floor.
She flung an arm behind her as she advised, “Let me get this so you won't have to struggle.”
Reaching to the waist of her jeans with both hands, I replied, “Good, because I'm not stopping there,”
while I pushed the button of her jeans open and pushed the zipper to the end of its track. I swung my legs off the
bed for leverage on the floor, hooked my hands inside the waist of her jeans and panties on either side and
yanked them down to her knees. As she dangled her bra, her small breasts bare and beautiful, I grabbed it from
her hand and tossed it to the floor, turning my stare to the bush at the convergence of her legs and torso. It was
shaved into the shape of a heart.
As I glanced at her with a smile, she explained, “We had a party, my stripper friends, and I got really
drunk and passed out, so they thought it would be fun to shave my pubic hair into the shape of a heart.” I listened
while I flipped her loafers off her feet, pulled off her socks, slid her jeans past her feet, and pulled her panties
from her knees past her feet and deposited it all on the floor by the bed. “Do you like it?” she asked, absolutely
comfortable lying completely naked on my bed with me while I still wore every bit of clothing I had on when I

walked into the bedroom.
I pushed her flat on the bed and replied, “I love it, and after I kiss and lick and suck and nibble on your
hard nipples and breasts, I'm going to rub it hard and open that pussy below it so that your pussy gets what it
wants.”
She looked at me with feigned misunderstanding. “What do you think my pussy wants?” she asked.
“When it's good and wet, it's going to want my cock,” I insisted. I didn't wait for a reply. I rubbed and
squeezed and fondled her breasts and plunged my head to her right breast and wrapped my lips around her already hardening nipples. Her nipples, almost black in color, got huge and felt good in my mouth, against my
tongue, as I rubbed my teeth against the sides. I moved from one nipple to the next, fast and furious, always rubbing her neglected breast and nipple with my other hand. Marty simply lay on the bed and rubbed the back of my
head and moaned softly, encouragingly. After I moved back to her right breast again, I rubbed my right hand
quickly from her breast to her crotch and rubbed it hard over her bush. Her arms squeezed my head tighter
against her breast as I forced my hand between her thighs and could feel the soft roundness of her bare ass. Immediately, I pushed my finger against the flesh of her crotch and the lips of her pussy opened instantly, moist and
inviting. I wiggled my finger in the entrance until I could feel her growing dampness and I shoved it deeper, re treating and advancing quickly until it was as far as it would go. When I withdrew my finger I shoved my middle
finger with the first and in seconds both were cruising in and out of her very wet pussy with increasing speed.
Marty sat up slightly and grabbed my right hand with her left. I stopped and looked at her and she imme diately said, “Now it's my turn to get you ready.”
I looked at her and I knew she could tell from my expression that I had no idea what she was talking
about. She pushed me off the bed gently as she sat up so she could swing her legs off the bed and stand up. She
walked three steps to the middle of the floor, fell to her knees, and bent over prostrate, turning her head toward
me. Softly, calmly, she said, “Give it to me.” Lastly, she spread her legs wide. Did I already write that women
don't have to tell me twice? In the excitement of thinking about how Marty sat on her knees prostrate and submissive and completely naked, I can't remember.
….
One by one I carried the boxes destined for the kitchen and stacked them on the floor. There were a few
items and boxes for the bathroom and I carried them to that room. We carried the furniture into the living room
and I left Marty to arrange it how she wanted it. She unpacked the silverware and set them in drawers, bowls and
plates and glasses in the cupboard, and set the dish cleaning items and utensils on the counter next to the sink. It
was early evening when she decided she had had enough. She had stayed busy getting things settled, but she was
really waiting for one or both of them to show up. Neither showed.
“That's enough for now,” she announced as she walked from the kitchen into the living room where I sat
amusing Jessica. “We need to go to your parents' house so I can call Roger or Phil and talk to them about the
house.”
“Are we leafin'?” Jessica asked. She was getting better at pronouncing words since I had been working
with her, so I decided not to correct her. A month earlier she would have been too embarrassed and shy to have
said anything. She may not have known what to say or ask. She was coming out of her shell.
“Yes,” Marty replied. “We're done for now but we'll be back tomorrow. Would you like that?”
“Yes,” Jessica squealed, smiling and clapping her hands. Her display made her mother and I smile back
with her.
Once she had expressed her displeasure with Roger and received his promise to “make it right,” Marty
wanted to leave the homestead and get back to her old house. We made a stop at a fast food joint for dinner.
When we returned to the house on Carpenter street, Marty put on some tunes and we drank a little alcohol, put
little Jessica to bed on the makeshift blankets on the floor, rolled around on the blankets together, fucked, and
slept soundly until the morning's daylight awoke us.
That morning unleashed a frenzy of activity from Marty. The light at the end of the tunnel was visible.
All she had to do was pack up the rest of her stuff, load it once in the van, unload it once at the new house and it
would all be done and over. She got on it. By noon we were rolling away from Carpenter street and out to the
country.
Roger was there at the new house, seemingly waiting for someone to smoke a number with him. Marty

immediately checked “her” bedroom and Phil had indeed moved his stuff out, though it was scattered every where else in the house. I wondered who was ever going to bring some order to this house, but, of course, I al ready knew who that would be, though not today. We unloaded the van in a half-hour and Marty gave some instructions to Roger, including allowing them to set up the tune station. I had to get some sleep before my shift
began at midnight and Marty and Jessica would stay overnight at a friend's place and drive out in the morning to
begin the ordering process in earnest.
That morning after returning to the homestead from a night of work, the phone rang. It was Marty. Her
tone was frantic mixed with unbridled anger. I haven't heard her like this before, I thought.
“Those fuckers burned up my sofa!” she practically screamed.
“What?” I asked. “Calm down! Don't yell at me, please.”
In a more calm manner, she restated, “Roger and Phil burned up my sofa. They supposedly were mad at
me because I haven't spent a night at the house, like it's ready for us to spend a night, so they got drunk and
stoned and one of them fell asleep on the sofa with a lit cigarette and it caught on fire.”
“What happened to the house?” I asked. Now I was worried.
“Nothing,” she replied. “Instead of trying to put it out like intelligent people would, they just picked it up
and took it outside and let it burn. It's just a charred shell in the back yard. Fuck!”
“Where are you now?”
“I'm down at a corner store on the highway with my friend.”
“You can't stay there.”
“No shit,” she muttered. In a moment she seemed to perk up and added, “I've already found another
place but I need your help with the rent.” Her timidity in how she proposed this arrangement was unusual for
Marty. She always knew what she wanted and often got it. Now she wasn't so sure and she was asking. Not beg ging, yet, but she was close to pleading.
“Well, that's a twist in our situation,” I stated very flatly. “Now we're going to live together.”
“Is that so bad?” she asked, getting ever closer to pleading. “We'll be sleeping together every night.”
“Except when I work nights.”
“I'll take care of you,” she purred. Both of us knew what she meant.
“Is that what you want?” I asked, still skeptical. “You were okay with my visiting you every once in a
while just a few days ago, remember?”
“You know I'll take care of you,” she insisted, with more intent and forcefulness.
“Alright,” I caved. Never let it be said that my cock sometimes overrules my better judgment. Okay,
there, I said it.
We met at the office at a small trailer court on, yep, Carpenter street, so far to the east of town that if it
was farther east we would have parked in the middle of the interstate. The manager walked us over to the trailer
in question, which was nice and affordable, so we decided to take it. We signed the papers, paid the deposit and
first month's rent, checked the keys in the door, locked it up and drove out to the house in the country in my van.
Marty was now back on Carpenter street and this time I would be a permanent resident, too. Did I feel a sense of
foreboding? No. A sense of irony? Yes. Irony is everywhere.
Neither of the boys was at the house when we got there from the trailer court but I got to see the sofa, at
least what used to be the sofa. It was now a wood frame charred black over most of the right side, burned so
deeply in some places that the wood was nearly separated. That must have been one wild bonfire, I thought, and
they were probably too stoned to take full advantage like roasting marshmallows or hot dogs.
We grabbed the furniture and the tunes equipment, bathroom and bedroom stuff that hadn't been un packed and set them in the van. The kitchen was a complete mess with dishes and silverware haphazardly placed
in the sink, dirty and encrusted. Yep, these guys are true stoners. Eventually they'll be reduced to simple finger
food because nothing is clean to eat from.
….
Saving the best for last came the tale of the rape of Marty's best friend. In the late fifties and sixties came
the Great Migration. It was unlike the migration of the thirties during the Great Depression when all the poor and
evicted moved in huge numbers mostly to the western states. The Great Migration was the wave of poor, oppressed, black sharecroppers and other disenfranchised souls from the southern states to the northern cities. Not

all were black, though, and Martha's family was one of these. Her virtually unskilled and undereducated father
could see no future for his wife and six children in Mississippi, so they packed up the few belongings they
owned and moved to Chicago. Months and months passed and things were no better. The only thing that grew in
this family was despair. At least Marty had school regularly as did the other school-aged siblings and at eight
years old she was the oldest and had her hands full helping her mother with the other kids.
Something bothered her father. Something raged inside him but Martha couldn't see it. On a day after
school when her mother had the other kids with her trying to scrape up some help, Martha came home from
school with her seven-year-old best friend to find only her father inside. The two little girls, innocent and unsuspecting, were alone with this man for just a short time when he snapped. He grabbed Martha's best friend, removed her clothes and raped her while Martha watched the whole ordeal, both screaming and crying futilely.
There was no hiding this attack and he was arrested immediately, eventually convicted and sentenced to life in
prison.
Now, the only adult left was her mother, who was even more unskilled and undereducated than her husband. Barely two months passed since the attack and Martha's mother cracked, leaving the house with Martha in
charge but she never came back nor was she ever heard from again. DCFS took charge of the six children and it
was soon decided that trying to keep six children together would be nearly impossible to find a single foster
home let alone secure adoption, so the children were split up, the three oldest staying in Illinois and the three
youngest shipped to another state. Marty thought it was Colorado but she was never sure. She had never heard
from any of the younger three since they were split. That began the knocking about in the foster system until she
finally escaped at fifteen.
Where did I fit in all this? Not very easily I can assure you. After the shock diminished—though I think
it never did—I was now thrust into the uncomfortable position of rape and trauma counselor, whether I wanted
to be or not. You may argue that a man who is only living with a woman whose previous experiences include the
above is still not a counselor. Really? Just whom exactly served in that capacity then? I can assure you that Marty never underwent counseling for either of these events, just as most women who have been sexually abused.
So who serves as counselor, as therapist? Who helps these women heal themselves? Who assures them that they
are not to blame, that there is nothing to be ashamed of? Or maybe they're all perfectly capable of getting over it
with absolutely no hangover. Believe that? You're full of shit if you do. They never fully get over it. They are
hurt, scarred and frightened for life and can never fully trust anyone.
It wasn't long before Marty went out to run some errands in my van and returned with the rear bumper
on the passenger side twisted away from the van with the end pointing to the sky. It must be my cursed failing,
then, that as I listened to her explain how she managed to accomplish this cosmetic change in my van's appear ance, my only thought was, I cannot follow this because it is so convoluted. I write that it is my cursed failing
because most women run me into the ground when they debate me, their logic and quick rhetoric spinning me
into a descending maelstrom until I am lost from the light, unless the topic involves my tattered possessions or
tortured observations. Then, the womens' explanations become so convoluted debate is pointless. The laws of nature, of physics, and just plain common sense have been rudely violated, so much so that my only conclusion is
that only a woman can do that. I gently put away my possession forever tattered, I gently rub salve around my
eyes to heal from the observation forever torturing and try to move forward, a bit staggering at first but I regain
my strength eventually.
….
Brenda was a short bundle of energy with brown hair tinged auburn. Contrary to popular opinion that
tinge of red made her neither fiery nor some kind of lit firecracker. She wasn't any of that but she sure had a lot
of energy for a tiny woman and that energy didn't diminish much over the course of eight hours throughout the
late night and early morning hours. She had only been working at the bank for a few months and for several
weeks usually alone unless the swing shift got behind. When that happened one would stay over until they got
caught up and usually the one staying over was the swing shift supervisor, David, who also doubled as the supervisor of all the computer operators. I hadn't worked at the bank a week and Brenda was already talking about
looking for work elsewhere. On the Friday of my fourth week, not a full month complete, Brenda just didn't even
show so I worked alone into that Saturday morning with no problems. I pick things up pretty quick. I worked for
the next three or four weeks alone on the night shift with an occasional helper from the swing shift, usually

David. He insisted at the start that he would work across both shifts, which he did for the first week, but he soon
realized that I not only could run the night shift myself but that he couldn't run it without me. He wanted me to
write up steps and instructions for everything that had to be done on my shift and I started that manual when I
had free time. The bank was going to pay for that as I was not going to write for them on my dime. David was an
odd one. Computer operations supervisors work day shifts if there's only one of them, as I discovered, but the
bank's most critical operations occurred on swing shift. He didn't seem to mind, even though he was certainly in
his forties or fifties with kids growing up and a wife who constantly worried about him, or his lack of presence,
which is more accurate. I suppose you can't predict any one person's priorities, what they're most likely to do or
not do.
Thanksgiving came roaring in with no weather restrictions. It was the second Thanksgiving in five years
when I didn't have to clear out of town because school was out and there would be no one around. It was the first
Thanksgiving, however, when I would drive to my parents' house for the big meal and drive back home with my
house mate, who was now so big that she struggled to stand up from sitting and visibly waddled when she
walked. Marty was very close to the due date and everything looked good so far. The baby was doing fine and
the emergency trip to the midwife in St. Louis was all lined up.
This Thanksgiving, being rather unusual in its own right, would also require two meal tickets. Yes, Mar ty and Jessica and I would attend two Thanksgiving meals and we did. First, we drove over to my parents' house
and sat down to eat with Mom, Dad, Jeff, and Mom's parents. We tried not to eat too much and they all under stood that we couldn't stay long. Then, we drove over to Marty's “adopted” family for the late Thanksgiving
meal. That's where I got to meet the father of Martha's baby and his parents and assembled relatives. It was a
bigger gathering at a bigger table but everyone tried to be nice, even Marty, who was sitting at a table with the
man who had impregnated her while he's sitting next to his significant other. They also knew that we had already
sat down at a big meal just hours earlier so they were fairly understanding that we weren't able to eat too much.
Besides the meal, though, I think you just had to be there to get a feel for how surreal the event truly was. The
baby in Marty's belly was the frequent topic of conversation, but the topic was treated as though it was an immaculate conception. At one point one of the guests asked me how it felt being a prospective father. Apparently
they hadn't gotten the memo from the hosts explaining that there would be a pregnant woman attending the meal
and that one should not discuss the parental origins of said pregnancy. Marty jumped right in and explained that I
was not the father of the baby. After a few moments of silence passed with no further explanation, the host
jumped in with an observation that there was plenty more turkey left. Who wants some more turkey?
– from Act Twenty-Five, Martha, pages 291-294, 296-301, 304-307, 315-316, 323-325
The Diebold machines, though, were a lot more finicky and harder to correct from the controller to
which all of the ATMs were connected. This particular Saturday morning was even worse than most. I couldn't
even get one of the IBM machines open. The phone in the computer center rang at seven in the morning. Somebody had called a number that switched to the computer room during off-hours and I answered it. The customer
on the other end of the line was incredibly frustrated. We had these ATMs all over the city, but he couldn't get the
one most convenient to him to work, and all he wanted to do was deposit money into his account, into the very
bank itself. This is not the first time, he advised me. It seemed that most of the time he wanted to use the ATM
anywhere it never worked right. What am I going to do about it?
It was at this point of our conversation that I realized exactly what I could and could not do. I also real ized what I could and could not say. “I understand your frustration, especially considering that you actually want
to put money in the bank,” I stated, calmly, entirely under control of the situation. “However, you are speaking to
the very person who is responsible to bring these ATMS up, to fix their status if they're not open, no matter what
that status might be. Except I only have the capability to do what I can do based on what I know. That machine
you're at right now is down and I cannot get it back to open, based on what I know how to do. If I were you, I
wouldn't speak with the person at the bottom, someone like me, I would go straight to the top, because speaking
with me isn't going to get you anywhere.”
The man on the other end of the line actually thanked me for my honesty and explanation. I don't know
who that guy was, but I think he was a customer of the bank whose opinion in the bank's matters and operations
was quite valued. The reason I think that is based on what happened next, which occurred the following Tuesday
morning. John the top programmer at the bank had left a message delivered to me via David that he wanted me
to stay late that morning and he would go over the operation of the controller for the ATMs. Not ten minutes af-

ter eight in the morning in strolled John, carrying a small binder with freshly copied pages from some manual I
had never seen before. After fifteen minutes we had covered virtually every possibility of status messages on the
ATMs and how to clear them. After a few weeks of working with these new steps I rewrote the manual for the
operators and had replaced the operator copy with my own composition. It allowed the operators, especially the
day shift workers, to correct the machines all over the city instead of having to call the programmers upstairs to
fix them, which was the state of the computer operations at the bank prior to that Saturday morning phone call.
What was even better was that I had an opportunity to work directly with John so that he could see personally
that he was not dealing with a complete idiot, only an idiot at appropriate times. I received his assurance that I
could call him at any time, even at home. That's better.
I had written the manual to run operations at night so well that I could take a night off and the other op erators could run the night shift without me. They could update the machine that provided balances for all ac counts accessible through the ATMs. They could update the entire point of sale system, which provided check
approval at those establishments which used them. That things started running even more smoothly as the winter
yielded to spring was a given. Jason was picking things up really well, Anthony pulled his considerable weight
with ease, and some nights I was just an observer. Apparently that was not enough.
Evan was the liaison between the programmers and operators. He was tall and thin, wore immaculate
dark suits with a vest, was strangely Asian in appearance without a surname or an accent to match, and could be
quite animated during any discussion. He didn't like the arrangement I had made with John the lead programmer
but he couldn't argue with the results. Still, he wanted to keep his current arrangement intact. If the operators had
a situation where the programmers needed to intervene to correct it, the operators must go through Evan. That I
didn't have to do that really got to Evan.
The other part of Evan's job was overseeing the requirements of computer operations in relation to all
other departments of the bank. As far as that went in my world on the night shift, he was constantly under pressure to ensure that all the ATMs were up so that they could be reconciled in time for the daily bank clearinghouse
meeting at 9:30 in the morning every business day. This was a big deal to the bank. Being late or coming to the
meeting unprepared meant a fine to the bank. Fucking big bucks were at stake here, what would have been income just pissed away because of a preventable expense. Though I had no direct knowledge of the facts, I sus pected that Evan's salary was dependent on whether these preventable expenses could be reduced or not. Certainly his reputation depended on it.
….
Sure enough, during the third visit at eight-forty-five in the morning, Evan did provide some of the
greatest entertainment I have ever witnessed. Of course when I tell it, I certainly embellish it, as I did as soon as
he left. He absolutely had to know when all those ATMs would be up.
“By nine, Evan,” I assured him.
He looked at the tiny machine that showed each ATM and its current status. There were ten and only half
showed “OPEN.” Having bent down to see it, he stood up and seemed to twitch his whole tall frame and anx iously sway from side to side as he complained, “It doesn't look like you can get all of them up. How can I tell
Proof to go out and reconcile these machines?”
“By not interrupting me,” I said as I made him move away from the tiny machine. Since only one had
been “OPEN” when we finished at eight-thirty, I had been going right down the machines, running fix routines
through the tiny command line at the bottom. John's instructions for fixing each of the incorrect status messages
was working like a charm, although it took a while for each one to finally “OPEN.” I punched in the instructions
for the next one, watched the tiny machine cycle the status of the ATM I was working until it showed “OPEN,”
and, with Evan standing right behind me, I stepped out of the way so that he could see the display on the tiny
machine and announced, “Six up and four to go. Now, do you mind?” I meant for him to step back, get out of my
way, go somewhere else, but no matter what he did or where he went he better let me do my fucking job and stop
interrupting me.
Evan's body started to twitch, almost hop off the floor, and twist 90 degrees to one side, back, and twist
90 degrees to the other side. He glanced at his watch by pulling his suit jacket sleeve up so that I could see the
watch and complained, “It's almost ten minutes to nine and not all these ATMs are up.” He lifted his head to look
down at me and added, “You can't possibly be sure that you can get the rest of them up in ten minutes.”

I wasn't budging and I sure as shit wasn't going to panic. I returned his skeptical gaze with double the
force and stated, “Then send Proof out to the machines that are up, I'll get the rest of them up, and you'll make
the meeting at nine-thirty.” I immediately turned away from him to step before the tiny machine and started on
the next one in sequence. I ignored him deliberately.
“How can you-” he started but never finished because I paid him no attention.
“One through six are up, seven on the way,” I said to break the silence. I could hear him pull out his little
notebook from his jacket pocket, write the numbers down, return the notebook to his pocket, turn toward the
computer door and leave.
When the door had closed behind him, Steve approached from the back room where he had been sorting
reports from that night. “You've got some balls to talk to Evan like that,” he remarked with a slight chuckle.
“Because I know what I'm fucking doing and he needs to trust me and get out of my way?” I asked
Steve.
William was near the other computer connected to the ATM and POS machines. He had heard our conversation and said loud enough for both of us to hear, “I hope you know what you're fucking doing, because if
you don't it's going to be unpleasant down here today.”
I turned to William, who was the last operator who wasn't truly impressed with what I could do and so
still possessed some doubt about my potential. With a look of daring determination, I stated, “The deal is to have
all the ATMs 'OPEN' by nine. All the ATMs will be 'OPEN' by nine. Watch me!”
At precisely two minutes to nine they were. I grabbed the phone, punched up Evan's number and when
he picked up, I calmly said, “All the ATMs are up.”
“Really?”
“Really.”
I heard an exhalation of relief. “Good job,” he said, with excitement that was positive.
“Thank you,” I said and hung up the phone.
“You fuckin' did it?” William exclaimed as he walked up to me from the other computer.
“Told ya,” I said. I glanced at Steve half-way around the corner and he looked back at me. “Now I'm
gonna do this before I clock out so the bank pays for it. Wanna see my Evan impersonation?”
Two quick and enthusiastic affirmatives ensued. I flailed my arms about with little control and hopped
up about a foot off the floor, turning 90 degrees. I continued to hop and turn back and forth with my arms flailing
as I lamented in a complete panic, my eyes wide and scared, “It's ten minutes to nine and only half the ATMs are
up! How can you possibly get them all up by nine?!” When I finally stopped hopping and turning and flailing,
which I continued after I stopped speaking for effect, I glanced at Steve, then William, and said, “See ya.” I
turned and immediately opened the computer door and left the room. Both were still laughing.
….
Looking at it from another, more paranoid perspective I concluded that I had rubbed certain people the
wrong way. What kept coming to the conscious surface was the conversation with the anonymous customer. “Go
to the top. Don't bother complaining to the peon at the bottom,” I had stated and apparently quite effectively. And
how I treated Evan, sometimes with open disdain when he was interfering with my accomplishing a task. And
how little I respected David, even Elliott. Sure, Elliott had written some of the most basic and useful program
code for the bank and had been there for years. Still, he was a manager now. Perhaps the Peter principle was at
work here at my work. Perhaps some had risen to their level of incompetence. Perhaps they knew it, too. And
perhaps I was the most direct threat to their position. I had certainly demonstrated to all who were familiar with
all the details that I not only didn't care what others, even managers, thought about me, my one and only concern
was getting the job completed to the timely satisfaction of all stakeholders, my colleagues, my supervisors, my
employer the bank, and, especially, the customers of my employer. I knew instinctively that, while the bank may
have written my check every week for my pay, the customers were my employer. Disenfranchise them and I have
no pay because there will be no bank and therefor no supervisors and no colleagues. That's all I cared about.
In addition I made no attempt to hide my planned reaction should the bank hire someone outside for the
position of night shift supervisor. I didn't tell David, but everyone who worked on the night shift knew it and
some of the operators on swing shift and Steve on the day shift knew it, too. “There is no fucking way I am training my supervisor to run the night shift,” I had said on many occasions. “The night that supervisor starts is the

night I walk in and introduce myself as the former employee of the bank who worked the night shift and I hope
you enjoy your first night on the job, since your first action will be to replace an employee who has just quit
without notice.”
In the end, though, the one action I had never expected took place. The last day before the bank was to
announce the new hire for the position, the bank's board of directors preempted any possible disruption to the
night shift completely. They fired Elliott and announced that, due to this enormous change in the direction of the
bank's data processing department, no one would be hired for the position until the new director became familiar
with the bank's computer operations and its shortcomings. That was not expected for months because the bank
would carefully consider the replacement for director of data processing after a national recruiting effort. To say
that I didn't see that coming is a powerful understatement, but I was still pissed. The bank had retained the status
quo as far as I was concerned and that worked to my advantage. All true, but I was still the crew chief of the
night shift without the pay commensurate with the position and no true authority. That I still made crucial decisions without consulting managers put me in a vulnerable situation but I couldn't change the board's decision and
I sure as shit wasn't changing my leadership style. I was pissed because I was the night shift supervisor, everybody knew it, but I wasn't paid for it nor formally recognized by the bank as its night shift supervisor. How
fucked is that?
I was biding time. Looking for my next opportunity, whatever it may entail, I was ready to pick up and
leave for anywhere. Charlie called me at home one night. We insulted each other, as usual, and we talked about
what we were doing. When I told him that the bank was fucking me up the ass, he said, “You should come out to
Wichita. There's a shit load of work here.”
“Yeah, but it's Wichita,” I replied. “They're barely years removed from horses and six guns.”
“It ain't that bad,” Charlie argued. “There is some real culture and a few people who actually live in the
twentieth century. You just have to know where to look for it.”
“Yeah, but it's Wichita,” I repeated.
“There's four aircraft companies here,” Charlie continued. “They have huge computing needs, dude.
There's a lot more going on here than Podunk.”
What argument could I pose against that last sentence? The largest employer in the city was the state of
Illinois, a government. What is a government, though? Is it of the people, by the people and for the people, as the
old railsplitter himself was once quoted? Not here and not now. Sure, the state would hire based on as little discrimination as possible, but those were the menial positions. Move up or even snag a top position and the politics
ensue. One then becomes beholden to the political hacks and whims of the party currently holding the largest
number of elected positions at the state level, not to mention the hacks and whims at each local level. Of the peo ple? What a crock!
“Are you a Democrat or Republican?” I would often be asked by otherwise well-meaning folk in the
capitol city.
“I'm an anarchist,” I would reply, “the true kind.” When the eyebrows would raise and the expression
would reach the sort where I could soon expect the po-lice to descend upon me, I would add, “A true anarchist
believes that government, all government, is the enemy of the people, but a true anarchist never seeks to overthrow or destroy the government by violent means. Being an enemy of the people, a true anarchist believes that
the government will self-destruct into irrelevance by its own contrariness.” That never seemed to convince
Democrats, Republicans, or even members of the Cartoon Animal Party for that matter.
– from Act Twenty-Six, Biding Time, pages 330-331, 334-336, 338-340
“Don't you want to unload first?”
“Not without a fuckin' beer!” I exclaimed and turned to walk down the stairs to the door and outside the
house. Charlie quickly followed. As we walked down the stairs, I muttered, “What a fucking host! No beer.”
“Fuck you.”
“Fuck you, too.”
I had parked along the curb on the street at the front of the house, which was at the corner of the inter section of First and Erie. I climbed in behind the wheel and reached over to unlock the passenger door so Charlie
could climb in. Once settled I started up the van and received a quick lesson in Kansas culture. “I drove by a supermarket on the way,” I stated. “Are we headed that way?”
“Hell, no,” Charlie scoffed, “unless you want three point two beer, which is like drinking water. There's a

liquor store a couple blocks behind us.”
“Three point two beer?” I asked in disbelief.
“Piss water,” Charlie spit. “Supermarkets, convenience stores, anything not a liquor store, can only sell
three point two beer and wine coolers. Liquor stores only sell liquor.”
“Well, that's what I would expect,” I observed.
“What if you want a pack of smokes and you're in the liquor store?”
“You're gonna tell me they don't sell cigarettes, aren't you?”
“Nothing but liquor.”
“So, if I need both smokes and beer, I have to -”
“Make two trips,” Charlie interrupted. “Exactly.”
“What if I wanted to buy gin and tonic water, for a gin and tonic?”
“That you can buy at a liquor store. They're allowed to sell items that you would expect to mix with alcohol, like tonic water, cola, seven-up, etcetera.”
“Well, at least, that's enlightened.”
“It gets worse.”
We had arrived at the tiny parking lot of a tiny building that was the liquor store for the entire neighborhood, probably encompassing some twenty square blocks. We got out of the van, walked into the liquor store
back to the cooler for two six packs of Michelob, while Charlie continued my education into Kansas culture.
“What could be worse?” I asked innocently.
“Clubs,” Charlie answered as though he couldn't say it fast enough. “Nightclubs, to be more specific.”
“How could that be worse?” I asked, still innocently. “Unless they're illegal.”
“It's worse than illegal,” Charlie insisted.
We reached the counter at the store and I whipped out a twenty dollar bill and paid for the beer. We
walked back to the van and Charlie advised that I drive down the alley behind his house and park in the back di rectly behind the house.
As we walked across the back yard of the house and around to the far side to his upper apartment door,
Charlie continued his monologue. “Go to a nightclub that's hoppin', which is nearly impossible to find here, and
you'd like to have a drink because you would expect that in a nightclub, and they'll hand you a card for membership. Fill out the card and then you wait for ten days before you can have that drink, because that's the state law.”
Incredulous, I stared at Charlie. “So, to have a drink in a nightclub, I have to become a member and wait
ten days before I can have that drink?” I asked.
“As long as you bring your own booze,” Charlie replied.
“Oh,” I sighed with total empathy, “that makes perfect sense. You should have to wait ten days to become a member at a nightclub so you can bring your own booze and have the bartender fix you a drink.”
“But,” Charlie interjected, “in Kansas you can drink and drive, as long as the drink is a bottle or can of
three point two beer.”
“Well, of course,” I complimented, “it's piss water with beer flavoring.”
Charlie laughed heartily. “That's the perfect description,” he said, once he regained his composure.
“You know, Charlie,” I observed, “when I crossed into Kansas there was a sign with the wrong motto.
The state motto here should be 'Welcome to Kansas. When can you leave?'”
….
“John Lennon's dead,” I heard Charlie's voice say over the phone as he was calling from the store. “Shot
point blank by some fucking lunatic in New York. He died last night. They're just now reporting it. I heard it
over the radio.”
“No fuckin' way!” I exclaimed, disbelieving.
“Fucking way, man!” Charlie exclaimed back. “Dead as a fuckin' squirrel flattened under a tire.”
“Fuck! They got him.”
“This day is fucked,” Charlie lamented. “And we're gonna run out of Lennon albums, too. I'm going to
have to order more and that's fucked.”
“I'm going to listen to the radio.”
“Do that,” Charlie directed. “Can you pick me up around five?”

“Yeah.”
“Just come into the store.”
I walked into Targus and it looked like any other day. A few people milling about the record stands and
accessories, music cranking from the demo room, its doors closed. As I wandered about avoiding any and all
conversation, Charlie blasted into the showroom from a back room, moving at an accelerated pace straight for
me. “Cumon, “ he commanded, “let's get out of this place. I need massive amounts of alcohol and smoke right
now!”
Next stop was the liquor store near the apartment for a double dose of Michelob six packs. Charlie didn't
even wait for the two minute drive to the domicile and opened one of the bottles as soon as his butt hit the van
seat and he could pull that bad boy out of the carrier and sack. “What a fucked day!” he remarked after he gulped
that first swig.
“That pretty much makes a Beatles reunion impossible,” I observed.
“Not in this world,” Charlie muttered and gulped another swig just as we rolled into a major street.
“Hey, man,” I warned him, “be careful drinking that in the van.” I glanced around looking for cops and
didn't see any.
“Yeah, yeah, yeah,” Charlie mumbled.
When I parked the van behind the house, Charlie raced out of the van cradling the sack of beer to the
side of the house, pulling his keys from his pants pocket. As I ambled behind him he had already unlocked the
door and was halfway up the stairs when I entered the apartment and closed the door behind me. I reached the
top of the stairs and followed him into the combination kitchen and living room, where Charlie had set the sack
on the counter, pulled out both six packs of beer and set them on the counter, too. He lifted a beer from the carri er already missing a beer and half-smiled as he said, “Take this, brother. May it serve you well.”
I twisted off the top, lifted the bottle to my lips, filled my mouth and swallowed. “Ahhh!” I said, “that
hits the spot.”
“You fuckin' better believe it!” Charlie commented. He walked past me to his bedroom. “And, now, it's
time to shed the shackles of work, party and rock out!” he exclaimed as he disappeared into his room. “I'll put on
some appropriate music,” he added.
A few minutes later strains of John Lennon's Imagine album blasted through the speakers. A few minutes
after that Charlie entered the living room in total grubs, set the empty bottle of beer on the open counter as I had
placed the remaining beer in the refrigerator and strolled to one of the stacks of guitar cases. Bending over he
opened the top case and removed his Les Paul and strapped it across his neck. With the guitar dangling from his
neck he walked to the refrigerator, opened it and retrieved another beer, twisted it open, took a huge gulp, and
shouted, “Let the show begin!” He walked the three or four steps along the far wall to the table where he kept his
reel-to-reel recorder and the guitar amplifier next to it. He turned on the amp, plugged the cable from it into the
Les Paul, dialed the volume knob, strummed a bit and started playing chords along with the song blaring from
the speakers. Occasionally he would stop to take a gulp of beer and start up with the song again.
All night that's what we did, playing John Lennon and Beatles albums and Charlie playing along, both of
us drinking through all the beer. Charlie would put away one guitar and get out a different one. Hell, he owned
seven guitars. The music was loud and the neighbor downstairs was either not home or just didn't care. There
was never any complaint about noise from upstairs ever and we were not reasonable about it either. Both of us
would just blast sound from Charlie's speakers without any thought about who it might disturb.
During one break the phone rang and Charlie yakked into it. About an hour later Gini walked up the
stairs, bearing more beer and smoke and we all partied some more, still listening to Lennon and the Beatles. Nei ther Charlie nor I ate anything that night. Some time after midnight I was wiped and excused myself to the back
bedroom as the music continued to blare, although Charlie turned it down a little. I was out before the music
ended.
….
1980 finished like every previous year in a predominantly Christian region with Christmas followed a
week later with New Years Eve and New Years Day. Bob, the owner of Targus and other ventures, hosted a
Christmas party a few days before Christmas, as was his custom, for his employees and spouses. Somehow
Charlie managed to get me on the guest list. How he accomplished that is still a mystery to me, although I can

imagine some conversation about it, ending with Charlie saying something like, “So invitation is limited to
spouses or 'significant others?' Well, then, he's like my wife except that we don't sleep together every night,
which is true for several employees and spouses who will attend this shindig. You got a problem with that?”
Sure, the argument seems weak when it's written like this, but it's a whole hell of a lot stronger when it's present ed by a six foot three, blond haired, blue eyed, certifiably crazy lunatic with a hulking demeanor that will soon
have you drowning in sarcasm, gasping for breath, with no relent. You got a problem with that?
I could tell you what happened at that Christmas party except that all the synapses which should have
been created were never formed properly due to my excessive alcohol consumption that evening. Since I don't
remember the drive back to the apartment, but there was no damage to the van and Charlie reported that we nei ther drove off the road nor did we drive anyone else off the road, we made it safely. However, I would not rec ommend driving so drunk that only a black hole will remain in your memory, and, while it's true that I have done
it many times, it still doesn't mean shit.
Charlie, for his part, was unconcerned about that drive the following day. He hardly mentioned it. Instead, he went on and on about my performance at the party. Yes, my performance. “It was grand, man,” Charlie
gushed. “You reamed Bob relentlessly, so much that he was actually speechless. I have never seen Bob at a loss
for words, except last night! And you wouldn't stop!”
As I nursed my sore head, Charlie continued his summation of the night preceding. “You don't remember
any of it?” He laughed when I just shook my head softly. “Fuck!” he exclaimed, his excitement barely contained.
“That was the single greatest comedic, sarcastic monologue I have ever witnessed. Shit! Duncan, Georgina,
Rick, everybody was just rolling on the floor. I couldn't stop laughing. Even Bob's wife was laughing. You were
absolutely fucking great!” Charlie paused in his recounting of the event to laugh heartily at the memory. “And
you were so fucking dead-on. That's why it was so funny, because it was so true.”
….
Frank's position in the computer operation of the company was as the overall supervisor of the computer
operator crews, all three shifts, day, swing and graveyard. He was the point man between the operators and the
programmers, but the programming staff had their own supervisor, not Frank. There were three pseudo programmers who worked in the operations section where we were at during the day and those three reported to Frank,
too, but worked directly with the programmers based on their responsibilities, such as labor, accounting, production, and so on. Thus, those three and the three crew chiefs of the operator crews reported directly to Frank, but
Frank did not ultimately have the authority to hire me. That authority rested with Gayle, so Frank sat me down in
one of the chairs in front of one of the five long tables in the operations room, constructed that way to sort re ports and just be a general, large work area. I waited in the chair as Frank walked to the first office at one end of
the room which was the office of the Manager of Data Operations.
Barely two minutes later Frank emerged from the office along with another man with graying, wavy,
thinning hair, a stockier build on a frame just under six feet. Frank motioned me toward them and I shook hands
with Gayle, the top dog. He smiled at me easily, making an introduction of their operation and the setup all
around me, and I noticed Gayle's obvious trait. He stuttered. I was in the presence of the two most important
cogs in the computer operations at Beech Aircraft and both had obvious physical handicaps. That very fact im pressed me more than anything else that day. I would be even more impressed if they had the chops. I would
have to reserve that observation for later. I wanted to get on with the interview. Let's go.
I sat down in a chair across from a large desk in Gayle's office. Frank sat down in a chair against the far
wall as Gayle stepped behind the large desk, sat down in the chair and leaned forward on the desk, resting on his
forearms with his hands clasped. “Welcome to Data Operations at Beech Aircraft,” Gayle began, again with a
warm smile. He proceeded to tell me how impressed he was that I knew so much of the IBM nomenclature for
their equipment, which was based on a numbering system more than text descriptions. Frank chimed in with his
agreements and questions and the real crux of the interview hinged on what ability I possessed to read and un derstand job control language and operational instructions. How much can you learn and how quickly? That I
had actually written instruction manuals, that I could spout the acronyms that both easily recognized was quite
impressive to both, even if they didn't state it. I could tell. The interview was going well, even though I had no
experience with Storage Technology, the other equipment vendor supplying their hard drive storage technology.
At the end of the interview, Gayle offered me the job by asking, “When can you start?” Is Monday soon enough?

“Come in around three so we can set you up with Personnel,” he advised.
– from Act Twenty-Seven, Hot and Cold, pages 346-347, 354-356, 360-361, 367-368
Jim frequently glanced at the clock while we all chatted. I asked him about that, “When do you start re lieving day shift?”
“Oh, we'll get up about four twenty-five or so,” Jim replied, looking straight at me, “and check with the
programming table for anything going on that we should know.” He paused for a moment and gulped from his
fast food drink. “Then we'll enter the computer room and check with the crew about anything going on with
them, especially about any problems they may have had with the equipment, suck as printers, tape drives, storage drives, the fish machine-”
“The fish machine?” I interrupted.
“Microfiche,” Jim responded. “Ever worked with a microfiche printer before?”
“No,” I replied, “but I've used the readers.”
“They're pretty cool,” Jim gushed, smiling broadly. “You can put something like thirty fourteen by
eleven inch pages on a microfiche about the size of a five by six index card.”
“It's more than thirty,” Dick chimed in.
“It's a lot,” Jim stated. “We keep the master parts list on fiche, and other lists that we need to keep for
long periods but don't need to access frequently.”
“That's what storage drives are for,” I commented.
“Exactly,” Jim agreed. “When it doesn't need to be on a drive or a tape, it's easier to store a few hundred
pages of fiche than a few thousand boxes of paper.”
“True,” I observed.
Claude leaned forward to rest on his elbows. In a low tone he said, “Jim, you forgot the card reader when
you were listing the equipment.”
Jim and Dick laughed heartily and Claude leaned back in his chair with an embarrassed expression. I al ready knew why they were laughing but I let it play out and remained quiet. A few moments later Jim explained,
“Whenever we want a long break, we just have Claude run a few decks through the reader and he breaks it. Then
we call IBM and take a long smoke break.”
Claude frowned mightily. “And when the C E shows up,” he protested, “they're sure to tell him I broke
it.”
Everyone laughed but Claude. A moment later I stated the obvious. “You didn't break it, man. Those
things break just by looking at 'em.”
Dick added, “Prone to card jams.”
“Among other things,” Jim finished.
“When I worked at law enforcement two years ago,” I started.
“Here in Kansas?” Dick asked, interrupting me.
“No, Illinois,” I answered. “Anyway, there was a C E who was the top guy and would work on the new
stuff or the hardest. He lived on the same street where my family had lived for eighteen years, so he knew my
family and I knew his. We'd have a lot of time to chat and he told me once that the type of equipment that had
the most frequent failure rates, requiring the most repair trips by C Es, were card readers.”
“The card reader fails the most here,” Claude remarked.
“I'm sure it fails the most everywhere,” Jim agreed. “We submit most of our batch jobs through it, data
too. It gets a lot of use.”
….
Throughout the rest of the afternoon and evening Hank would tell me to run a certain program in the
queue, explaining what each did and why each was run in a certain order. I didn't need to remember the order. It
was printed on pages of a clipboard that Hank showed me but almost never looked at. During the course of that
first night I also listened to him complain, his wiry frame animated, darting about like a frantic hummingbird. He
complained about the job, the expectations, real or imagined, placed on him and his crew, by extension, that he
would soon be losing the only operator he could truly depend on, that being Jim. More than once he mumbled
that he sure was hoping I could fill that gap. His complaining didn't stop with the job. He often commented

openly about his personal life, too, about being in the Army, about his life at home, about his wife who just didn't
seem to understand and be capable of just giving him a break. “I not only have to hear it at work,” he complained, “I have to hear it at home. Never stops.”
I just let him vent without making any comments of my own. That seemed to be the proper course of ac tion. Besides, who the hell did I think I was? I'm just a twenty-four-year-old kid. What do I know?
Jim and Dick, at various times, escorted me to the various areas of the raised computer room itself,
showing me the big 1411 printers, both of them, and where they would line up a page when they changed paper,
sacrificing the first page because it would never be printed. They showed me the 3203 printer, about half the size
of the big ones, but it printed faster and it could print on the first page if set properly. They showed me the tape
drives, lined up in two rows past the printers, card reader and microfiche machine. Off to the side of the tape
drives and lining the glass of the computer room were two keypunch machines to create new JCL cards and past
the rows of the tape drives, down two steps, was the tape vault. I printed jobs, fetched and mounted tapes, hauled
out reports, sorted them and placed them in the various bins which resided just outside the double doors of the
main computer room.
Nothing blew up that night but Hank was hardly relieved. It almost seemed that his complaining never
really stopped. If it's not one thing, it's another. Still, there was a considerable amount of idle time, when some
long program was running, everything to that point had been printed, no tapes needed to be mounted and they
were all cleaned. We just sat around the console or outside the computer room to smoke and chat. The time
passed and midnight came and went. The graveyard shift operators and crew chief drifted in and Hank and Jim
met with them. By twelve thirty that morning we were done and I was headed out through the passage but in the
opposite direction from the stairs leading up to the main office of the company. This way led to doors to the out side employee parking lot, where my van was waiting. I walked the long distance past empty parking spaces that
had all been filled when I arrived that afternoon. It was sort of eerie in the sheer darkness but I unlocked the
door, climbed in and drove out the gate. When I got back to the apartment, Charlie was already in his bedroom
asleep. I grabbed a Mich out of the refrigerator, still wired from that evening, pulled the contents from my pants
pockets, and sat down to drink a needed beer in the back bedroom. I placed the twenty dollar bill from my left
pocket on the table. It was the last of my money and it was all that I could spend until I got paid a week from that
Friday. Believe it or not, it lasted.
….
If I had thought that this new job was a piece of cake I was in for a rude awakening the second week.
The abnormally ending programs fell like ducks on a pond, blasted right out of the air with the deafening din of
a thousand tiny metal pellets, leaving tattered and scarred bodies soaking up the water below. It started Tuesday
and never relented. Hank was huffing and puffing and fuming but Jim stayed relatively calm. Dick complained
in what was becoming his usual detachment and Claude was quiet, deferential but willing to do anything asked
of him. I was silently amused.
Wednesday the initial labor program fell out of the virtual sky and less than two hours later the labor
pseudo-programmer was sitting in the open room, gazing from the stack of JCL cards to the memory dump of
the failed program and back again. An hour or so on the phone and he typed up the new cards, handed the con verted JCL to Hank and off flew the duck, shotgun blasts silenced for the week. Most of the other injured pro grams were fixed by Hank and Jim. Hank would flit around complaining or mumbling some epithet better left
semi-unheard, his demeanor changing to reasonable only while he was on the phone with a programmer or one
of the pseudo-programmers. If Frank was on the other end, though, Hank's demeanor would only be slightly
damped. Jim, on the other hand, was always calm, even joking appropriately, whether staring at incomprehensible printouts, scattered JCL cards on a table, or sitting at the keypunch machine. The only time he complained
was when he typed the wrong key on the keypunch and ejected the useless card from the machine. “Dammit!” he
said shaking his head in disbelief. “There has got to be a better way to do this.” Of course there was a better way
to do it but Beech didn't have it installed. In fact they didn't even have a backup power system like IDLE had. I
was just patiently waiting for those vicious prairie thunderstorms to come racing across the vast flat plain undeterred. That was going to be fun.
As we gathered in the conference room prior to taking over on the Friday afternoon shift, Frank stepped
in, like he had done the previous Friday, to hand out paychecks. This time he had an extra one which he handed

to me. With a couple dollars and change in my pocket, I was holding a paper advising the recipient to pay to my
order a few hundred dollars and change. Nice, I thought. I'll drive over to visit that bank a couple blocks from the
apartment and take some of their cash on deposit tomorrow morning. I put the check in one of my coat pockets
after politely saying, “Thank you,” to Frank and readied for the action of the evening. After the events of the previous nights, though, Friday was smooth, which made Dick happy. He was the operator working the swing shift
that weekend and he was dreading working two nights similar to earlier in the week. “Think of all that overtime,
Dick,” we all admonished him. Dick would rather sit around reading while everything just worked without any
intervention. Don't we all?
….
With Hank complaining and ranting and railing less about the incompetents at work and more about the
incompetents at home, work at Beech was falling into a steady rhythm, a natural and predictable movement.
When certain programs blew up, there was Hank on the phone and I could predict it.
“I knew he wouldn't touch it,” I'd tell Jim.
“You're catching on,” Jim would reply.
Others Hank would jump right on and bang out some keypunch JCL cards and off we'd go. Still others
Hank would hand off to Jim and he would bang out the keypunch JCL cards to replace and off we'd go. A few
Hank would hand off to me and I'd go over it and tell him what I thought should be replaced and he would agree
or disagree—showing me why—and I'd punch out the JCL cards and off we went. Neither Dick nor Claude
would get a nod except in very rare circumstances when Dick would complain and Hank would reluctantly give
him a shot and ream him good when he didn't get it right the first time. It was all predictable, ending every Fri day afternoon with the parade of paper rewards.
The Friday before the Ides of March arrived and it proceeded like most of the others before it. Jim would
be working the weekend shift and he was not looking forward to it. He wanted so badly to get on days and Hank
just ignored him. He wasn't on days yet. That time would come. The shift ended and we all went home.
My two favorite quotations are render unto Ceasar what is Ceasar's and beware the Ides of March,
Ceasar. Maybe I should render Ceasar the role of everyman or everywoman. Take what is yours, Ceasar, but beware the Ides of March, the very day when I turn a year older, the man with no description. This year I would
turn twenty-five. I never expected to live to twenty-five. I always expected to be dead long before that age.
Frankly, I should have been dead at nineteen, dead from drinking all afternoon and evening and stupidly driving
my mother's relatively new Manta home from an entire day of debauchery. Cold elements and uncommon medi cal intervention made that bid unsuccessful.
This Sunday, the Ides of March, I hopped into the driver's seat of my steady van, my wheels of emancipation. I had some shopping to do, some running around, while Charlie worked. I would be starting and stopping
and I didn't want to listen to a cassette tape, making it stop and start, too. I listened to the radio while I tooled
around in the van that afternoon.
I had just fired up the van from yet another stop and the radio announced, “...they discovered the man
had shot and killed his wife, then turned the shotgun on himself...” I thought nothing of it, other than to note that
this was Kansas after all. It seemed like everyone had a shotgun.
– from Act Twenty-Eight, Shotgun Blasts? Welcome to Kansas, pages 372-373, 376-377, 379-380, 383-384
I drove home after work, my mind full of thoughts that I knew would not dissipate unless I seriously
helped it lessen. Beers in the frij would help and that's exactly where I headed when I returned to the apartment. I
considered the fact that Hank knew my birthday was on Sunday. Did that fact have any significance? Did Hank
really want to check out without leaving the swing shift in complete disarray, and now that I was there it
wouldn't be? Was checking out on my birthday Hank's sad and peculiar way of reminding me that I was going to
be the one to keep the swing shift from falling into disarray? That I better pay attention to it? Could it really be
true that a wiry, anxiety-ridden old man with a growing animosity with his life partner would actually be consid ering a man of no description, and thus, truly a man of insignificance? Inevitably, I thought not. It was just a co incidence, one that I knew I would never forget. Of course, I had predicted it, hadn't I? Yeah, I did. I wrote it on
the back of a keypunch card and gave it away to...Red! Fuck! I've gotta get that card back.
Later that week, when I finally had mustered the courage to ask for it back, I asked as nonchalantly as

possible for Red to return the card. She asked why, looking at me in a squirrelly way. I mumbled some excuse,
which only made her look at me more squirrelly. She brought it back the next day and handed it to me and if
there had ever been an opportunity in our future to hook up it was over now. She had little interest in talking with
me about anything after that and I was too embarrassed to strike up any conversation. Red quit about a month
later. But I still have that card.
….
A couple weeks after Red quit, a new woman arrived for work on the swing shift, little Cindy. A size or
two under petite, Cindy was barely five feet tall, if that, on a thin frame, with her short blond hair falling like a
mop to her shoulders, parted on her right side. As petite as she was Cindy did possess an attractive hourglass
shape with delicious curves right where they should be and, while she was generally sweet and accepting, she
could also be sassy and unshakable in any particular interaction. She was no wallflower and I liked her right
away. She liked me, too. If I was on break and there wasn't any reports for sorting or distributing for her, she
would walk over to the pseudo-programmers' row where the operators would always sit for breaks and chat with
me. She usually wouldn't do that with the other guys. Hey, maybe I'm safe and send that signal via pheromones.
Believe that?
In the spring the newly elected President of the United States was stepping to his limo amidst the pha lanx of security guards assigned to protect him when some lunatic with a fantasy about Jodie Foster rushed in
among the phalanx and popped off five or six gun shots until finally being thrown to the concrete and subdued.
Before he was forcibly tackled into submission, the loony managed to catch Reagan in the upper torso with one
bullet and Reagan's press secretary, James Brady, with another bullet in his head.
Since this took place in a city on the east coast on a weekday afternoon, it was already well broadcast
around the world when I reported for work that day. Everyone was freaked out or outraged that someone would
try to kill our President. He was our President, to them, because they voted for him and really despised Jimmy
Carter. I knew that from listening to all of them for months. Inevitably I was asked what I thought about all of it,
about possibly losing another President, am I not outraged?
“In this country it is a proud tradition that, should you vehemently disagree with the politics, position
and direction of the President of the United States, you just shoot him. We should also thank the National Rifle
Association for guaranteeing the right of every lunatic to own, possess, and use a firearm. Without it, individual
mutiny and treason would be so much harder to accomplish.”
Normally, I keep my opinions to myself unless some debate has been organized from which I shall draw
an ungodly sum of dinero for my participation, which is to say hardly anyone hears my true position. I could
sense, however, that a potential backlash was forthcoming, in part due to a perception that I may be the treasonous lunatic. I added, “Certainly, in Wichita, Kansas, I must be one of the minority since I do not own a gun,
never have, and probably never will, but that's just me.” I turned to walk out of pseudo-programmer's row to the
computer room and finished, “Now, if you'll excuse me, I believe I have work to do.”
If there was a sound produced from collective jaws dropping one would have heard it then. That, of
course, was not the end of it. Some in the throng wanted to further the debate by adding their own counterpoints.
Frank wanted to follow me as far as the entry door to the computer room, with his own set of questions and opinions. Dick tried to continue the debate throughout the evening. Even Cindy, hearing a retelling, whether accurate
or not, of my comments, wanted to engage in debate. Since there was no ungodly sum of dinero hanging in the
balance, my part in the debate had concluded, but the other parties wouldn't accept that reasoning until I finally
stated, “Look, that's my opinion. There is nothing you can say to change it and I'm equally certain there is noth ing I can say to change your opinion, so we should agree, right now, to politely disagree. Or, should we simply
dismiss politeness altogether and just devolve this into a scrum?” I'm happy to report that, even in Wichita, politeness reigns. My life is funny that way.
….
Just as all things had settled down, I was free, again, to be my dirty self, recording cassette tapes late at
night drinking two or three beers along the way, sleeping late so that I hardly had time to do anything except get
ready to go to work, and Charlie called. “Hey, man, did you hear the news?” he asked.

“What news?” I asked back.
“Then you didn't hear,” he stated. “I had a fire in my apartment.”
“No way.”
“Yes way.”
“How bad was it? Did you lose your guitars?”
“Oh, it wasn't too bad,” Charlie assured me. “I was home when it started and I lost some books and magazines. It started in that fucking wiring in the attic. I tried to put it out but I couldn't get at it with anything that
could do the job, so I moved anything of value away from it and covered it until the fire guys showed up. They
were pretty good about putting out the fire and not spraying water all over everything...”
“Glad I wasn't there.”
“You should be,” Charlie said. “It was the worst in that back room.”
There was a pause until I broke the silence. “Well, you're not staying there, are you?” I asked.
“Can't,” Charlie replied.
“So, where are you staying?”
Here it came. “Well,” Charlie uttered, fully, slowly, “that's why I called.”
“Man, I don't have the room here to store all your stuff,” I protested.
“I've got that all covered, man,” Charlie argued, sounding a bit peeved. “I just need a place to lay my
foam bed and sleep.”
That's how I inherited Charlie's six inch thick, six foot by six foot Swedish foam bed. Of course Charlie
came with it, initially. He brought a few things with him, not much. The bed ended up in the living room and we
made it work. Making it work helped when Charlie was sleeping with one of his squeezes, including Andrea,
which was often. When he was gone I still had to step around and over that bed to use the one and only piece of
furniture in the whole room, the chair with one inch tall legs and wide arms that I had kept when I moved Terry
back in Podunk before I left for Wichita. It had been in my van until I moved to the apartment on Green street.
Sometimes I would sit in that chair with my beer resting in my hand on the wide arm, listening to tunes blasting
from the studio monitors and thinking about nothing as much and as long as possible. Now I had to negotiate a
foam bed almost as wide as the room. I would just step on it, with my bare feet naturally.
There would be times when Charlie would want to party with his friends, usually women, well into the
night. While it was true that he rarely partied late on a week night when I would have to work the next day—
probably due to my getting off work well past midnight and his having to work the next day frequently—he
would usually be asleep when I got back from work after one in the morning, but most often he wouldn't even be
sleeping in my apartment on his foam bed in the living room at all. Nope, he'd be with one of those women
friends whom he would then invite over to my apartment during the weekend. I suspected it was usually Andrea,
so it didn't surprise me one late Saturday evening, when, minding my own business having been free to be my
dirty self all day, Charlie unlocks the door at the side of the house and steps up into the apartment with a loud
racket, two six-packs of Mich, a bottle of whiskey and cola, and Andrea and Gini. We're going to party, man.
Well, maybe you're gonna party.
I didn't even have to provide the tunes. Andrea had brought her boombox and some tapes and on into the
late morning it went. If Charlie had invited me to the party in my own apartment, it was quickly shot down by
both women. They were going to roll around and have a threesome on his foam bed in the living room of my
apartment. I could have some beer, though.
I had no intention of joining anyway. Listening to the typical conversation was enough to make me damn
near ralph chunks, so I just stayed in my bedroom with the headphones cranking and the door closed. And, let's
face it, Charlie wasn't actually sharing and that was fine with me. I couldn't really stand to be in the same room
with Andrea for ten minutes—I was certain the feeling was mutual—and Gini didn't really like me. It was prob ably because of Glenda, but mostly it was because she was completely infatuated with Charlie. So the three of
them made it a party and had their fun.
The next morning, though, after Gini had been dropped off and Charlie and Andrea had returned to continue their rolling around, Charlie noticed and felt something moving around his crotch. Andrea noticed it too.
Crabs, the little buggers. Time to get the blue stuff and apply frequently and no sex for three days. Ah! Well,
there is justice in the world at times, and this was evidence that a double tryst has its consequences. It was quite
enjoyable, though, listening to the two of them complain over and over again about crabs for days. In fact, for
weeks on end, all I had to say was, “Crabs,” and I could depend on Charlie to respond with an emphatic, “Fuck

you!”
….
“Ron's replacing me,” Charlie stated with complete sincerity.
“What?!” I exclaimed.
“Walter Ego's gonna need a new guitarist,” he added, “because I'm leaving soon for Florida.”
“What the fuck are you talking about?”
“I'm moving to Florida.” Charlie took a huge gulp of beer finishing the bottle, got up and walked to the
half refrigerator I had bought recently as my beer refrigerator in the dining room.
“And what, pray tell, brought this ludicrous idea to your mind?”
Charlie twisted off the top of another beer and set it on top of the small frij. “Andrea's parents are mov ing back there,” he informed me. “It's part of his job change with Martin-Marietta and they're paying for it. An drea is going with them and they're taking me and all my stuff, too.”
“You're going to Florida with her?”
“Yeah.”
I shook my head because I could not believe it. “You're leaving your home and packing up all your belongings, your guitars, records, recording equipment, everything, to follow some pussy?” I criticized. “Are you
sure it was just crabs you got a while back?”
“Fuck you!” That response wasn't just a typical blow-off. Something in Charlie's expression made me
consider that I had really insulted him. A few moments of silence and Charlie had shaken it off, deciding to ex plain further. “I want to get out of this horse-shit hell hole. There is nothing to keep me here.”
“What about the band?”
“I'm tired of doing it. I don't want to do it any more.”
“Who else in the band knows about this?”
“Ron knows.”
“Which one?”
He meant younger Ron. “And Vonda, too,” he added.
“You told her during one of your late evening meetings with her?” I asked. Charlie shook his head. I ignored it. “You know, you should learn to keep your mouth shut during your fuck sessions.”
“I told her the day before,” he explained. “She complained that we already had two guitarists and I said
you still do.”
“So, when is this happening?”
“Soon,” he replied, taking a gulp of beer. “They'll hire a mover and pack up, then we'll all drive to Florida.”
“Leaving me in this horse-shit hell hole,” I lamented in a low tone. I brightened as I recalled our past and
added with appropriate sarcasm, “Well, at least you're not running away from your step-dad and Podunk with
only your kid brother as company. You're not under sixteen any more.”
“Nope,” he agreed. “Those days are gone.” Pausing a moment, Charlie added, “Any way, you can handle
this hell hole.”
“I can pretty much handle anything.”
“Of that I have no doubt.”
“Well, that'll be gone, too,” I observed, staring at the foam bed Charlie lay sprawled across while I sat in
the only chair.
“No, it's staying,” Charlie advised. “It's yours.”
“I don't want it. Take it with you, please.”
“There's no room.”
“In a big mover's van? Who says?”
“Andrea,” he replied, looking away. “We'll have our own bed so there's no room for it.”
“Figures it would be her idea,” I commented, almost bitterly. “I have a new nickname for Andrea.”
“Yeah?” Charlie inquired. “What is it?”
“It starts with a C.”
Barely two weeks later Charlie was on his way out of Kansas. He called me the day before they were to

leave.
“We're outta here tomorrow,” he announced.
“Well, let me say goodbye the only way I know how,” I responded cheerily. “I hope sitting in a vehicle
with your only company being her family drives you to insanity, which, I'm pretty sure, is located in Florida.”
“I'm already insane, numb nuts.”
“No shit.”
– from Act Twenty-Nine, Free to Be My Dirty Self, pages 387, 393-396, 401-402
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