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Descent . Note From The Author 
 

Thanks to everyone who helped read through and pick out things 

that desperately needed changed. This book has not been edited 

professionally, so I apologize in advance for anything that doesnôt make 

sense.  My grammar isnôt always the best, and I apologize.  

 

For clarity, the italic text are thoughts from the first person. This 

book is written in First Person, from the perspective of James Freeman. I 

added this note because a couple people werenôt clear on that, and I am 

a fan of clarity.  I hope you enjoy! 

 

Regarding editing, I had a small army of proof readers and early 

readers giving feedback. They helped me find errors and format 

problems. We may have missed things, as none of them were or are 

editors.  Nor did I ask any of them to analyze it with an editorial eye. I 

requested any glaring problems be reported. I know it will be painful for 

so-called ógrammar Nazisô to read this without wincing from time to time. 

Perhaps one day there will be funding to pay for a professional editor.  

But for now, I hope it is polished enough for even the grammar Nazis to 

enjoy.  <3  

 

Thanks 

Beth, Jami, Josh, Courtney, Greg, Ryan, Bill, Katy, Nate, Jon, 

Natalie, Josie, James, John, David, Mark, Scott, and everyone else who 

helped proof read and give feedback along the way. Without all of your 

help, this would never have been seen by the eyes of strangers. 
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Descent . Preface 

 

 I feel your presence.  My focus shifts from the ceiling fan to the 

bedroom door on the center of the wall to my right. Things are pretty 

interesting, I tell you. I donôt remember if I locked the door. Itôs okay 

though. Iôve had a good bit to drink and Iôm a little tipsy. Iôm not drunk, by 

any means. I know I can get up at any time and walk without any fear of 

falling. Iôm certain I appear sober to anybody that would observe me or 

engage me in conversation. 

 I do feel your presence, though. How are you? My focus moves 

from the bedroom door to the closet doors on the left half of the wall 

directly across the bedroom. While waiting for a response I look over the 

wide dresser between the closet doors and the wall to my right. There is a 

high and wide mirror on the wall between the wide dresser and the 

ceiling. I donôt hear a response, so if you answered me I apologize.  

 My name is James Freeman. Itôs nice to have somebody with me. 

Iôve always had thoughts that some people can view life through anotherôs 

eyes. Never really thought it would be the mindôs eye, though. My focus 

now shifts from the far wall to the California King bed in the center of the 

room. The head of the bed is between the two windows on the wall to the 

left. There are eight or ten feet of floor space on either side of the bed and 

a good four feet between the foot of the bed and the wall. The wall to the 

right has some portrait arrangements of various people in the Burk family. 

 Youôve joined me in the middle of a house party. I hope you enjoy 

watching whatôs going on through my eyes. If youôre an authority figure, or 

whatever, please donôt use me to get anybody here in trouble. The people 

running the party make sure that anything going wrong gets corrected. If 

people donôt want to stop being assholes or try stealing anything or hurt 

anyone, they get removed. It doesnôt matter whatôs going on and whoôs 

having fun themselves between those of us who care ï someone WILL 

stop the fun theyôre having and fix a problem. 

 I realize Iôve been staring at the portraits of the Burk family for a 

creepy amount of time and my gaze returns to the ceiling fan. Iôm not very 

worried, though. I do find it amusing how, depending on how you look at 

it, the ceiling fan seems to be moving at different speeds. Anyway, I know 

Iôm a little strange. And I donôt hear or see any sort of response from you. 

Iôm probably just going crazier than I already am and donôt realize it. 
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 Crazy. Thatôs relative. I find religion to be pretty crazy. This one 

believes in a person that created everything in seven days? I mean, 

EVERYTHING? Everything in space and on earth? Another fully believes 

a guy had gold plates with scripture on it that only he saw, yet dictated it 

to someone who wrote it all down? And nobody worries that the gold 

plates just disappeared, apparently? What about Scientology? WRITTEN 

BY A FORMER SCIENCE FICTION WRITER?  HELLO? IS ANYONE 

LISTENING? Whatever. 

 I find myself excessively sane compared to all religions Iôm aware 

of. But thatôs another story. I feel like Iôm talking to myself. As that thought 

crosses my mind, I feel a warm hand on each thigh. If I wasnôt aware of 

what was going on, the two hands making contact with me would 

seriously freak me out.  

 I should explain whatôs going on here so it makes more sense. Not 

overall, just at this moment. You see, five months or so ago I was at a 

different party. A friend of a friend named Tamara was complaining to my 

friend Jean about being bad at blowjobs. Jean was trying to comfort her 

and ask about the issues she thinks she has. Tamara said her mouth is 

just too small. 

 Jean comforted her and told her she just needs practice. Tamara 

responded with a laugh and saying if she only had a realistic flesh dildo to 

work with. Jean said she has one she could use whenever she wanted. 

Tamara said it would be strange but I want to learn. Jean pointed at me 

and said ñHeôs clean, and heôs nice enough to not expect anything.ò 

 I jumped out of my skin but the whole thing unraveled one after 

another. I didnôt mind. I would stop her and work with her while she was 

doing it. At first she was tooth heavy and it was entirely because of the 

angle she placed her head. Once she got the hang of angles,  she was 

quite good. After that, Tamara told a couple of her friends about it.  

 The deal that is made going into this is I wonôt take advantage of 

the situation to get sex out of it. Even if they are so turned on in the 

middle of it that they start begging for it. Tamara and I agreed to that and 

even still, half way through she wanted to fuck. I think that was part of 

what inspired her friend to push through her nerves and approach me. I 

also think that helped make others feel safe to do the same.  

 I had worries of STDs. I brought it up with Tamara and I brought it 

up with everyone after. I choose to trust them when they say theyôve been 



7 
 

careful and have had tests show negative. One recently admitted she has 

one so I respectfully declined to take part. It felt a little strange. I think it 

was the right thing to do and stand by it. 

 One of Tamaraôs friends wanted to borrow me later on. Then a 

different friend after that. Over the past five months I tutored several 

through getting better at handling a larger penis orally. Right now I am 

with Karen. Sheôs used me a few times for practice. She has built quite 

the skill set since our first time doing this. Iôll stop rambling as Iôm starting 

to have trouble focusing on this explanation.  
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Descent . Practice 
 
I admire her beautiful blonde hair as her head tilts to the side. It is 

soft and just past the tops of her shoulders. There are bleach white 
streaks through the layers, giving it more visual texture. She keeps 
brushing it back behind her ears as various strands find freedom before 
her face. 

 I see her look up at me out of the corner of her eye. I reach out to 
run my right pointer finger down her jawline. Her breath increases slightly. 
I take a moment to observe her beautiful shoulders and breasts. Her 
shoulders are fairly large for female shoulders, though wonderful in form. 
Her breasts are large, though perky and fit her curves and frame. She 
leans forward, balancing herself with her left hand on my right thigh and 
wraps her right hand around the base of my fully erect penis. 

I feel anxious as she leans forward, opening her mouth. She stops 
as her lips meet the head of my dick. I rest my hands on her shoulders 
and lean my head back, closing my eyes. Her body squirms as the tip of 
her tongue flicks on the shaft just below the head. I notice she pauses 
every time I touch or caress her. 

I stop teasing her and let her focus on the task at hand. She shifts 
her weight a little onto differently positioned legs and moves her left hand 
to gently cup my balls. Her hands which were cold earlier are now warm 
after the short time on my thigh. Her breathing slows down as she slowly 
runs her tongue from the base of my dick up to the head.  

She rises up and I get nervous thinking sheôs going to try to 
transition to sex. For some reason Iôm comfortable getting blow jobs and 
am more than happy giving oral back if requested. She told me earlier 
that she wants to practice using a dick of my size because she is 
confident that if she can do well with me, she can do better with people 
down the road. 

My train of thought gets derailed when her surprisingly perky 
breasts end up on each side of my dick. She leans forward and kisses my 
stomach as she moves her hands onto the outsides of her breasts to 
apply pressure against my dick, now between them. She nibbles on me 
while she starts moving them up and down the length of my shaft.  

I chose the word surprisingly before perky because sheôs fairly 
chubby in the hips and midsection. And Iôm very superficial when it comes 
to appearance. Iôm not proud of it but I feel honesty is always the best 
policy. She smells amazing though and Iôve been talking to this girl for 
most of the party. I must say, her shape is excellent. Chubby doesnôt 
matter with the ass she has and her smile. The dimples in her cheeks, 
which have high cheekbones, are appealing to me as well. And like I said, 
the upward point of her nipples, 45 degree angle down on the tops of her 
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breasts and full quarter spheres underneath are just astoundingly 
appealing. 

Focus becomes difficult again as she moves her mouth back down 
to the job. She uses her lips and wraps them around the bottom half of 
my dick. She moves them from the bottom of the head down to the shaft 
and back again. After her lips get back up to the head, her hands return to 
the base and balls. Her mouth opens and she takes the head in. 

ñAre you enjoying this so far?ò she asks, voice a little deeper than 
I recalled it being earlier. I think quickly of how to respond in a way that I 
hope alleviates any possible discomfort or questions about her 
performance. Just in case thatôs the reason her voice sounds deeper. 

ñEvery step of the way!ò I say, caressing her shoulder again in an 
attempted soothing way rather than a rude óshut up and blow meô kind of 
gesture.  

Her stunning smile spreads across her face again as she leans 
forward, mouth open. She takes a little more than the head into her 
mouth. I try to hide my rising nerves by focusing on the facial expressions 
I make. My nerves are high during blow jobs because I have had too 
many people scrape far too much, too many times. I really donôt blame 
anybody who does. I have a thicker than average penis and I understand 
that. Itôs not soda can thick. I donôt know many people who would even 
attempt a blow job on a dick as thick as a soda can. But the base is as 
wide as the narrow side of a credit card, and itôs as long as two of them 
end to end.  

Again my focus wanes as I notice she is joining the rest with 
inability to keep teeth off skin. Iôve had a few use teeth in a teasing and 
gentle way. A good pain kind of way. But often itôs failed attempts at only 
lip contact, as is the case in this situation. It is easy enough to ignore 
though with the skill possessed in her hand work. Her handiwork, if you 
will.  

One hand is going back and forth between massaging my balls 
and gripping my inner thigh as she writhes a little. The other is gripping 
my base as she either pulsates her grip or slowly jerks up and down. 
Instinctively one of my hands moves from her shoulder down to a breast. 
On the way I brush my fingertips over her skin in an attempt to give her a 
little thrill. 

Fortunately the thrill translated into a pleasurable and quiet moan 
in her throat. Unfortunately it disrupted her concentration just enough to 
get a good scrape in a couple inches down my shaft. My immediately 
opened eyes and looking forward appears to confirm to her any possible 
suspicions about what just happened. She slowly slips her mouth off me 
and whispers ñSorryò as she returns the head and part of my shaft into 
her mouth. I quietly say ñitôs fineò and gently massage her breast. I smile 
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and watch as she slips her lips up and down over the top third of my 
shaft, slowly increasing the speed and length of shaft the hand on the 
base massages.  

I slide my left hand from her shoulder to her neck and start very 
gently teasing the nape of her neck behind her ear as her head starts 
rotating a little with every rise and fall. Sheôs so focused now she doesnôt 
break stride, but groans in approval of my teasing. My right hand still 
massaging her left breast, I feel her tongue starting to work my boner 
more as she keeps at it. I brush my hand over her now rock hard nipples, 
pleased with all of this turning her on as well. 

I must squeeze her breast a little too hard as I near orgasm 
because she shifts her body to slip it out of my hand. She intuitively starts 
gripping the base harder in one hand and massages the balls in her other 
a little more quickly. I close my eyes after I move both hands to her biceps 
and squeeze a little as she starts humming. This pushes me over the 
edge and as the first pump from my balls hits her mouth she pulls away. 
Before my brain can register her mouth released, the hand working the 
base starts pumping the entire bottom half of my dick with the perfect 
amount of pressure and speed. My balls pulse several times as I hear her 
moaning quietly in approval. Her now free hand massages my balls as 
the final several pulsations of my orgasm conclude.  

Once I finish I open my eyes and realize she made me cum all 
over her chest. The smile on her face as both of her hands now on my 
slowly decreasing erection twisted and massages onward.  

ñThat was damn good, Karenò I say as I try to regain composure. 
ñThank you,ò she says sincerely as she leans forward to brush my 

dick with her breasts. ñEven with all the scraping?ò she asks with concern. 
She stands up and looks around the room. 

ñUse my boxers,ò I say instinctively. ñEven with all the scraping. 
Youôre great with your hands, really,ò I respond, trying to comfort her. She 
looks at me quizzically before picking up the boxers. ñItôs ok, I have 
enough to spare,ò I assure her.  

She leans forward and takes my boxers off the floor near the 
couch Iôm sitting on. She starts cleaning off her breasts as she sits down 
next to me. ñSorry if this was too forward,ò she says softly with a smile. 

ñI expect nothing less,ò I say while meeting her smile. ñIôve gotten 
used to anybody who knows Jean being entirely honest and saying 
anything that comes to mind.ò  

Her smile moves in a slightly more devious direction as she asks 
ñHow did you know I was Jeanôs friend?ò 

ñThis is her party,ò I respond. She doesnôt say anything more as 
she starts rubbing her clit through her jean shorts.  

I realize the blinds on the window in this room are open. I wouldnôt 
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say Iôm paranoid. I would however say that I always like to try and be 
aware of anyone who is in line of sight of me. Or anyone who could be. I 
check to see if thereôs any cleanup required on my end and realize she 
did a really good job of getting all of it on her. I look and realize her shorts 
have been unzipped and her hand is now more directly working her clit. 
She notices me observing her and smiles. I return the smile and my gaze 
returns to her breasts.  

ñSure you donôt want to fuck?ò she says, gaze returning to my now 
only half hard penis. 

ñYes Iôm sorry, I know Iôm weird about that,ò I say, feeling slight 
remorse over my decision.  

She makes a moaning sound and nods as her back arches, 
fingers working fast and hard under her panties.  

I lick my lips and say ñWant me to return the favor?ò  
ñNo,ò she says in almost a pant. My eyebrow goes up a little in 

confusion. ñI know I need a shower first,ò she barely gets out before her 
hips start gyrating a little against her own fingers.  

ñThen let me help in this way,ò I say as I move closer to her, 
leaning in towards her neck. She leans her head away from me giving me 
better access. I balance myself with my left hand between her right arm 
and side and start lashing at her neck with my tongue. I feel the couch 
shaking as she thrusts her fingers into her. I pull her a little closer as I 
suck harder on her neck - but out of respect not hard enough to leave a 
mark. 

ñNice,ò she mutters as I can hear moisture building in her 
movements down below. I kiss and suck down to her collarbone, then 
nibble it gently for a little while. I feel her quivering hard and she moans 
quite loudly.  

I shift my weight to my right hand and use my left to gently 
massage her breasts and tease her upper chest and other side of her 
neck with my fingertips. Her orgasm continues as her fingers are more 
still. I take her still rock hard nipple in my mouth and hold it gently 
between my lips.  I lick her nipple through my lips and start sucking on her 
nipple gently.  She moans fairly loud and starts slowing her finger action 
down. 

With a deep satisfied sigh she says ñThanks, that wouldnôt have 
been as good if you hadnôt joined in.ò  

I smile and say ñIt was the least I could do.ò 
We both lean back on the couch peacefully for a few minutes. I 

start noticing the flat dark brown color of the couch isnôt exactly flat.  
There are staggered diagonal designs that are very slightly different 
shades of dark brown every other thread.  I start following the design from 
one side of the cushion next to me to the other, seeing if there is any 
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variation. 
ñThink anybody is still awake?ò Karen asks, pulling me out of my 

analyzing. 
ñI hear music,ò I respond. I slip my pants back on and walk over to 

look out the window. I donôt see anyone near the window though a few 
people could have theoretically watched what was going on from the pool, 
or the far side of the pool. 

ñI could use a few more drinks,ò she says aloud as she picks up 
her bra. I look back quick to see those bare breasts before theyôre 
covered once more. She catches the glance and wiggles a little, causing 
them to cutely shake around for a moment. I smile as she slips her bra 
on. 

ñ Seriously great tits.  And there are a lot more people out back 
now,ò I say. ñIôm surprised nobody has come in this room.ò 

ñSomeone tried,ò she says. ñI locked the door. Plus thank you! 
Also, you didnôt hear someone try the handle?ò 

ñNo, I guess I was distracted,ò I say with a smile.  
ñJames, distracted?ò she says with a laugh. ñNo way!ò 
I shake my head and smile. I look back out the window and notice 

our friendôs brother Galen.  
ñYou have my number in your phone, right?ò she asks. 
ñNaturally,ò I say, reaching into my pocket to pull my phone out. 

Checking to see if I got her information saved I ask ñwere you planning to 
go with us to the nails concert in a few weeks?ò 

Karen shifts to thought for a second as she leans to tie her shoes. 
ñNo I have to work,ò she finally answers. 

ñDamn,ò I say. ñItôs all good, letôs go get some more drinks!ò She 
nods and tidies up her hair quick as she moves towards the door with me. 
 ñIôm going to want to do this again to see if I can do it without 

scraping, you know,ò Karen stresses as I reach out to open the door. 

 ñWill you use the girls again?ò I ask, smiling broadly and looking 

down at her chest. 

 ñItôs a package deal,ò she replies with a wide smile and flirtatious 

eyes. 
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Descent . Gathering 
 

As soon as we exit the master bedroom one of the guys she was 
trying to avoid approaches to meet her. Before I can decide whether or 
not to help her, Jean intercepts him.  

ñThat was close,ò Karen says as we both get to the ice chest full of 
beer in the middle of the family room. ñDid you notice Mel around?ò 

ñMelissa?ò I ask. 
ñYes, I didnôt see her,ò she says opening a bottle of Zima. 
ñShe was by the front door standing with a couple people I donôt 

recognize,ò I say opening a bud light. 
Karen leans forward and kisses my cheek and says ñThanks hun, 

later!ò as she turns and heads down the stairs to the landing where 
Melissa is standing. 

I watch her leave before exiting through the dining room to the 
back porch. Thankfully Galen was still standing on the porch and was 
easy to navigate to. Approaching him I see heôs not engaged in or paying 
attention to the conversation the people heôs standing with are having. He 
sees me and nods in acknowledgment  

ñSup man,ò I say. A big grin spreads across his face and he 
motions for me to follow him more towards the hill which rises up sharply 
in his backyard.  

His house is set up fairly wide and narrow.  It is about thirty feet 
from front to back.  From side to side, though, it is at least a hundred and 
twenty feet. The majority of the back yard has a half above, half below 
ground pool.  Looking at the back of the house, there is a porch level with 
the right side of the pool.  It wraps around the pool and has a good eight 
feet of space between the pool and the sides.  On the left side of the 
house, there are stairs connecting the porch to the concrete patio outside 
of the living room. 

There are stairs on the patio rising up to a sliding glass door off of 
the patio into the living room.  There is also a sliding glass door up on the 
porch around the pool which goes into the dining room.  Windows down 
the back of the house from right to left go to the dining room, kitchen, 
storage room, bathroom, master bedroom and living room.  Walking to the 
front yard around the left side of the house there is a descent in the yard 
down to the driveway and the street.  On the right side of the house there 
is another, more narrow sidewalk connecting to stairs down from the 
porch across from the dining room. The yard between the edge of the 
porch and the far hill is at least forty feet deep and probably a couple 
hundred feet from fence to fence, separating the neighboring yards. 
Currently the yard has several dozen people standing in groups of three 
to ten, with some scattered around on the porch and in the pool. 
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ñHow was Karen?ò he asks with an even larger grin. 
ñFuck man, does everybody know everything?ò I say dipping into a 

quick laugh. 
ñNo,ò he says with a slight laugh. ñBut Jean does!ò 
ñThat doesnôt surprise me,ò I say, surveying the growing crowd 

between our position and the back of the house. To my astonishment the 
yard seems mostly free of debris from what I can see between shifting 
people.  

ñSo, how was she?ò he repeats. 
ñTeeth man,ò I say solemnly before taking another drink. 
ñStory of your life,ò he muses. ñLooking forward to the concert?ò  
ñMan you have no idea,ò I almost shout in excitement. ñItôs been a 

year since theyôve been in Omaha and I havenôt gotten to see them yet!ò 
ñThatôs why Iôm making sure you make it this time,ò he assures me 

with his charming tilted smile. Galen is about six three with medium long 
blonde hair and tired but kind eyes. He has long arms and legs and he is 
very slender. He used to skate but still dresses the part. He stands tall but 
sometimes slouches when smoking.  Heôs wearing a slightly baggy 
Grateful Dead shirt and baggy jeans held up with a black belt. A thick 
chain comes out of his back pocket and attaches to a belt loop above his 
right front pocket. 

ñI appreciate it, man,ò I say with adoration in my voice. Iôve known 
Galen and his sister for a couple years now. Weôve taken multiple 
opportunities to save each other from jams. I met Jean in high school and 
met him through her. From then on Iôve been introduced through their 
circles of friends and their friendsô circles of friends.  

Before that I hopped from placement to placement in lockup. But 
as I got back into the swing of freedom I was very lucky to make friends 
with them. I have to admit I wouldnôt be having the fun I am right now 
without them. Though I feel Iôve paid back that benefit with bailing them 
out of multiple unfortunate situations. Perhaps thatôs why Iôve been so 
openly welcomed further into related groups of friends.  

ñShithead!ò I hear sharply to my right out of the darkness. I jump a 
good two inches off the ground in total surprise. The voice I now 
recognize as Jeanôs switches to heavy laughter. Galen joins her in 
laughing. 

Jean is about five foot four and has brown eyes.  Her hair has 
been dyed so many times nobody has any clue what the original color 
was. She has been doing it since she was eight and nobody can find any 
pictures of her from before the dye started. Even in the dark you can 
make out some purple and green shades. Most of it looks brown and 
black, as those were the most recent two shades dyed. She probably 
weighs 270 pounds or so, but you would never know it by the way she 
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acts. Sheôs always up and moving around doing something. She can run 
as fast as me and takes longer to run out of breath than me. She has had 
several boyfriends and has no trouble at all attracting those she decides 
to go after. Sheôs one of the coolest people Iôve ever met. When she 
smiles itôs as bright as anybody elseôs ever has been. Her eyes light up 
like fireworks when sheôs excited or feeling ornery. Sheôs a master 
practical joker. 

ñI hate you,ò I say breathing heavily. ñAlways fucking scaring me,ò I 
continue with a laugh of my own. 

ñShe said you choked her!ò Jean said. Galen stops laughing and 
his staple eyebrow raise met Jeanôs attention. ñNot with his hands!ò she 
said with more laughter.  

Galenôs face slowly rises with high amusement. When Galenôs 
face lights up he instantly looks five years younger and itôs a pretty 
awesome thing to witness. It has an almost cartoonish level of animation 
to it. ñNice!ò he says loudly with several nods of his head.  

My face turns deeply red. ñI seriously didnôt notice,ò I said. ñShe 
didnôt deep throat so I am surprised she said that.ò  

ñYou whore!ò Jean says with a playful smile.  
ñSlut!ò I respond with a laugh. ñI am a slut, damn you! Whores 

charge money!ò I continue. 
ñDid you at least eat her taco?ò she asks. Galen laughs and puts 

his hand on my shoulder to balance himself as he drinks more from his 
glass. 

ñNo, she saidéò I trail off. 
ñWhy!?ò Jean interrupts. 
ñNo, I offered,ò I say. ñI did, but she didnôt want me to.ò I decide not 

to throw in there that she didnôt have a shower recently enough. I figure 
she was nice and more than chill enough to warrant me keeping that to 
myself. 

ñThatôs good, she probably tastes like feet anyway,ò Jean shares 
with another laugh. 

ñWhy? Feet?ò I ask, confused. Now that I think about it. the smell 
when Karen started getting off did hit me as a little rank. But feet? No, no. 
Not feet. Not that bad. 

ñThey were at Westroads all day shopping,ò Jean adds. ñShe was 
dancing for a half hour before you showed up, too.ò 

ñAhhh,ò I say in an almost sigh of relief. I actually thought about 
just getting her shorts off and tongue wrestling Karenôs clit without a word. 
Now Iôm really glad I didnôt do that.  

One of Galenôs friends in the small group he was previously 
standing with motions for him to come back over with them and he 
obliges. As he walks away I realize my beer bottle is empty and Jean 
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suddenly looks worried. 
ñWhatôs wrong?ò I ask. 
ñPatriciaò Jean says in almost a whisper, raising her hand to point 

to someone walking down the sidewalk on the right edge of the house. 
The beer in my hand now descends to my side as my jaw 

tightens.  
ñWant me to get rid of her?ò Jean asks. 
ñNo, Iôll be fine,ò I answer. 
ñAlright, Iôm going to get inside then,ò Jean says with a sound of 

wanting to help still. 
ñItôs all good, I promise,ò I said. ñSheôs calmed down since I broke 

it off.ò Patricia and I had been dating for a while. I ended up breaking it off 
because I was getting into trouble with the antics she pulled me into 
constantly. I am not interested in getting back into the judicial system. I 
feared that if I kept things up with her that was more than a possibility.  

ñAlright,ò Jean says as she turns. ñYell if you need us.ò  
Jean casually enters and somehow disappears into the groups of 

people between the hill and the house. I choose to stand with my empty 
beer in hopes Patricia doesnôt even notice me. Surveying the people, I 
start to notice the music has gotten louder but no lights have come on in 
nearby houses. Normally Iôm the type who would carefully ease towards 
the volume control and slowly turn it down to keep the party going as long 
as possible so police donôt show up. Not tonight. In fact, after work 
tomorrow Iôm going to spend the time off partying here ignoring all of my 
previous barriers. What could go wrong? 

I decide to not feel like a babysitter and start moving back towards 
the nearest location of more beer. No sooner do I take two steps than I 
jump out of my skin. 

ñHi James,ò a sweet voice shatters through the quiet to my right. I 
almost drop my empty beer and my arms travel half way up my chest. 
Even the perfectly shaped face and sexy little frame on her couldnôt settle 
the shock of how quickly she ended up both seeing me and approaching 
me from a blind side. 

The girl now standing before me is wearing tight white jeans that 
come up to just below the top of her pelvic bones. Her tight, bright pink 
shirt with short feminine sleeves shows midriff between the bottom of her 
ribs and the pant line. All I can think every time I see pants like this is a 
comedian who joked about them and kept saying ñThree inches from 
pussy!ò 

ñSurprised to see you Patricia,ò I say with inability to keep from 
obviously being startled. My eyes travel from her model quality face down 
to her cleavage. Sheôs a small boned, petite girl but her C cups on the tiny 
frame sure appear large.  
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ñDonôt act like you didnôt know Jean would get me here. Sheôs all 
about making peace,ò she says with a glare in her eyes and curled 
spiteful lips. She shifts her weight to one foot which causes her curves to 
be more prominent. My eyes canôt help but travel down her hips and legs. 
What the fuck? Sheôs wearing sandals? She never wears sandals. 

Though I found out the week since weôve been broken up that 
sheôd been having sex with a few different people the whole time, it is 
hard for me to hold anger against that considering her bedroom skill set. 
ñShe doesnôt know the right times for attempting peace,ò I hear myself 
say. My eyes go wider as the combination of me hearing myself say it and 
observing Patriciaôs reaction. Her beautiful brown skin, perfectly smooth, 
as she crosses her arms and leans her head forward in a strong glare. 

ñAfter what you did?ò She begins.  
I stop listening entirely. Sheôs five foot four and her straightened 

hair goes down to the middle of her shoulder blades. Her skin is an 
amazing light chocolate cream color and itôs as smooth as it looks. At 
least it was every time I ever touched her. Her body is trim and toned and 
she shaves every inch of herself below her neck. Her waist isnôt tiny but 
her hips and chest makes it look tiny, even though her breasts are a low 
C. Her ass is high and tight with strong thighs. The most important thing 
to me about her visually is her perfectly shaped shoulders, accented 
collar bone and long beautiful neck. A close second is her long V shaped 
face with high cheek bones and big beautiful brown eyes. She has done a 
lot of modeling already and sheôs only eighteen. Nobody that finds this out 
about her is surprised at all. Her lips are a little thicker than you would 
expect on a little package frame like hers but theyôre amazing. Iôm not just 
saying that from experience in kissing and foreplay, either. Theyôre 
beautiful in how she uses them for singing and conversation, as well.  

ñSeriously, tell me why you thought breaking up with me was a 
good idea,ò she demands. I probably have an empty look on my face. 
Letôs take a gamble, here. 

ñBecause you really hurt my feelings and I wasnôt pretending like it 
was OK anymore,ò I say feeling I didnôt miss a beat. 

ñI never wanted to be exclusive!ò she interjects instantly after I 
finish the word anymore. ñYouôre cute! And I hate seeing you sad so I 
couldnôt say no!ò 

At that my head cocked to one side. ñDid you not realize I am a 
social whore who talks to people in multiple social circles at school? 
Besides, I never even knew you cheated on me until AFTER we broke upò 
I again, heard myself saying out loud without any approval at all from my 
mind. Based on how quickly her forehead wrinkled and eyebrows folded 
forward I knew this was going to get worse before it got better. 

ñYou know I love fucking and you know I like variety,ò she starts in 
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while raising her pointer finger to hammer points home. ñYouôve met 
carrot and tall, you think theyôre cute.ò 

ñIf I fucked everybody I thought was cute Iôm pretty sure I would 
have quite a few kids by now,ò I hear spewing forth from my lips. I actually 
jerk my head back a little in shock at these words. ñPlus, again, I didnôt 
break up with you because you were cheating on me. Those fights 
happened after I broke up with you and learned the people youôd fucked 
while with me,ò I add. 

ñWell, you fucked me a lot!ò she almost shouts. ñIôve never been 
pregnant!ò she continues. 

Hearing her say that brought multiple instances where she said 
fuck and me in close proximity to each other. As the fleeting memories 
rush by my eyes wander down her jawline and neck to her chest.  

ñDid you hear me mention I didnôt break up with you for cheating 
on me?ò I say a little louder than I meant to. 

She notices me incoherently staring at her chest and a corner of 
her mouth curls up in a cute half grin. Her amusement irritates me and my 
mouth chimes back in. 

ñFucking was never the problem. I donôt want to get locked up 
again,ò I snap at her. ñPlus you donôt know the difference between 
horseplay and mild physical abuse.ò 

ñSays the person who has bruised my inner thighs, ass and back 
countless times during sex!ò she almost screams.  

I look over my left shoulder to quickly survey the crowd to see if 
anyone noticed at all. Yeah. Looks like most people noticed. One of which 
being Karen. I notice her hand on her chest and a look of excitement on 
her face. Before I can debate the merits of this in my head I am 
interrupted again. 

ñThis fight seems to make no sense at all, if youôve noticed,ò I 
mumble, starting to shake a little in anger. 

ñWant to run?ò Patricia almost whispers. The fact it was said so 
quietly startled me, as I am sure was intended. 

ñI do,ò I say, leaning forward to appear less startled than I am.  
ñYou always do,ò she says in a slightly deeper whisper. Hearing 

that, for some reason, stopped me in my tracks. I stand up straight and 
lock eye contact with her. In all her beauty she looks uglier than ever to 
me. I feel like crying, though I know thatôs not in my favor right now. ñIôll 
leave,ò she offers. 

ñI think you should,ò I whisper. I glance as best I can to my left and 
see most people have gone back to their previous conversations. ñI think 
you should leave,ò I repeat. 

All visible muscles tense, Patricia stomps off in the direction from 
which she came. I look down at my long empty and now warm beer 
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bottle. I feel like the world is spinning very slowly, only because of rage 
and not alcohol. I could have broken this over her head. No, no no. Iôm 
not like that. But fuck, sometimes I wish I was. 

ñAre you ok?ò a female voice says, again startling me and 
shattering perceived silence.  

ñOh?ò I respond while trying to ascertain the origin of the question. 
ñOh, yes Karen Iôm good,ò I say tilting the bottle up with surprise that 
nothing is in it. 

ñWant more beer?ò she says while raising her arm with two 
unopened beers in hand. 

I smile and almost cry as I take one from her and nod. ñThanks,ò I 
say.  

She stands silently. She stares at me as if expecting a 
conversation. I feel too clammed up and uncomfortable at the moment to 
have the foggiest idea what to say. She moves a little closer to almost be 
touching shoulder to shoulder as she joins my gaze out into the remaining 
group of people. ñSheôs a bitch,ò she states. 

I nod solemnly and confirm with the words ñI know.ò I glance over 
at her and take note of how big her chest is. Itôs like theyôre bigger now 
than when I saw them earlier. And her stomach looks flatter. Is rage 
making people look more attractive than they are? What the fuck. 

ñWant to talk about it?ò she inquires. I look her in the eyes while 
chugging the bottle of beer. I open my mouth to start to respond and she 
says ñNo, that is a no. I donôt blame you!ò She throws her arms around 
me in a quick hug. They even feel bigger against my chest than they were 
in my hands. What the fuck. While Iôm not sure if itôs the chill in the air or 
something else, her nipples were noticeable through her bra and tank top.  

ñThanks,ò I say with gratitude in my voice. ñI think Iôm going to go 
crash for work tomorrow, though.ò  

ñProbably a wise decision,ò she states with a look of relief in her 
eyes. 

ñText me later this week, weôll see whatôs going on,ò I ask of her. 
ñEither that or weôll bump into each other again at one of these 

things!ò she adds with a gesture towards the party. ñIôll be dropping in off 
and on through the course of the upcoming marathon party.ò 

ñI look forward to seeing you again, for fun or for practice, all is 
good,ò I say. She smiles and turns around, walking off towards the dining 
room side of the porch. 

I smile and slip to the side of the crowd opposite of the direction 
Patricia went. I follow the edge of the yard towards the sidewalk which 
goes down the left side of the house she didnôt travel. Not more than five 
strides down the concrete along the side of the house and I hit a dead 
stop with a voice hitting me. 
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ñJames!ò I hear from a window just to my left. ñWait, Iôm coming 
out!ò I didnôt get a look at who it was. I didnôt see anything at all. The voice 
sounded attractive though so I feel obligated to stand uncomfortably and 
wait. Yes, we established Iôm a sort of shallow. Though, considering Iôve 
stood or sat and waited for sunsets and sunrises many dozens of timesé 
I personally feel itôs an affinity towards beauty. But Iôll accept the label of 
shallow. 

Lost in thought I did not see or hear the approach of said voice. 
Nor did I see the leap and hug coming. Luckily I held my balance as arms 
and legs wrapped around me from behind. 

ñWhere have you been!?ò she shouted into my ear. A wet kiss 
lands on my right cheek and hair as the smell of alcohol and perfume 
lands in my nose. 

ñIôve been around,ò I say starting to realize sheôs hanging on to 
me, completely off the ground. I kneel down so she can easily get her feet 
on the ground and I turn around to face her. Suddenly I realize the small 
breasts that were just against my back and voice that graced me into 
standing still belong to Melissa. Sheôs one of Jeanôs friends. Sheôs pretty 
cool but I think sheôs equally as depressed as I am inside my own head 
but not as good at hiding it. 

ñAre you going to spend a week out here starting Tuesday?ò she 
asks with a hint of either falling asleep in her eyes or alcohol making 
gravity run a number on her. 

ñI believe so. Assuming I can get to bed and get through work in 
the morning. Just a dozen or so of us right?ò I ask, hoping itôs not going to 
be a week long party of this magnitude. 

ñYes,ò she begins. ñJust Jean, myself, a few different friends 
coming and going through the week.ò That makes me comfortable 
because Iôve heard that same plan for the last month. I always tend to 
triple and quadruple check plans before I agree to them when they relate 
to Jean. Sheôs awesome but sometimes meeting her at the Old Market for 
some pasta turns into a two day long house party at a place I had never 
been before. Which, I mean, is pretty fun in and of itself. But sometimes it 
requires someone or another getting rescued from trouble. 

ñIôm down with the clown,ò I state. At that moment Jean 
approaches from behind Melissa. 

ñYou guys taking a shit?ò Jean asks in a slight slur, followed by a 
giggle. 

ñI did behind your shed!ò I exclaimed. Melissa lets out a slow sigh 
and smirks at Jean. 
ñAaaaaanyway,ò Jean says in a stretched out way. ñJake and the guys 
want to hear your story about the burning pumpkin.ò  

My head immediately leans forward because I always worry Iôll tell 
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the story and be overheard by a policeman or something. ñAlright.ò I say 
while following Jean who already started walking towards their location. I 
look back and Melissa is following.  

We get to a group of five people standing on the concrete porch 
off of the living room. There are three women I donôt recognize at all and 
two guys. One of the guys is Jake, a friend from high school who weôve 
had some interesting, trust building situations with. The other is Jakeôs 
sidekick who always seems to be with him for parties but is consistently 
smart enough to be absent when things go ugly. Jake looks like a poor 
manôs Brendan Fraser while his friend looks strikingly similar to Jamie 
Kennedy.  

ñHey,ò I say with a nod as the group settles into a circle. ñSo I hear 
Goodbuys came up?ò 

Of the three girls, one is a tall blonde girl with a matching blue 
tank top and knee long shorts. The other two are brunettes. One is in blue 
jean overalls with apparently nothing at all underneath. The other has on 
a sun dress that fits her surprisingly curvy but small body snugly. She 
seems to be cold. 

ñYeah man!ò Jake shouts. ñWhat happened!? I heard a fire 
extinguisher came to play!ò 

ñTalking about St. Alberts cloudy day in the sunshine or the cart 
fire?ò I share with a smirk and a laugh. Jeanôs eyes light up and she turns 
to face me. 

ñI still canôt believe that was you!ò Jean gushes with an almost 
shrill laugh to follow. ñYou have to tell them both stories!ò 

ñFine, fine. Iôm tired so Iôll give the shorter versions,ò I respond. 
ñAlright, so Michael, his girlfriend Erin, my girlfriend at the time Zoe and I 
were cruising around on Halloween in his Jeep. I had some foam 
pumpkins and a can of WD-40 in the back.ò 

ñThis was planned?ò Jake asks with a look of confusion. 
ñNot at all,ò I begin. ñWe had the WD-40 for Michaelôs fishing pole. 

It just happened to come in handy for the first pumpkin we set on fire 
down in the old market some days prior.ò At this point Jean started 
laughing and nodding her head in remembrance.  

ñSo we were up in a higher class part of Council Bluffs, in the 
hills,ò I go on. ñWe decided a tall plastic decorations that were a ghost 
light and a cat sitting on 3 stacked skulls needed liberated. So we 
stopped and Erin jumped out to grab them. She got the ghost light under 
one arm and the skulls one under the other. By the time she got it in the 
back of the Jeep the tall chubby owner was running out of the house. The 
hot little blonde following him joined him in yelling at us. Zoe tossed the 
ghost one out of the back of the jeep to get them to stop and grab it as we 
drove away.ò 
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ñYeah? They throw anything at the Jeep?ò the girl in the overalls 
asks. 

ñActually no,ò I reply. ñJust dirty looks and yelling which we couldnôt 
hear.ò The girls laugh and Jake nods in acknowledgment, waiting for the 
story to continue. 

ñSo we drive down to Goodbuys for some reason and we realize 
the membership card to get in wasnôt on Michael. So we found a cart on 
the far side where only parking spots are and started fucking around with 
it,ò I continue. Everybody but Jean looks lost as to what the hell we were 
doing. So I gesture with my hands as to say ócalm down, itôll make sense 
soon.ô 

ñSo we put one of the larger foam pumpkins in the cart. Well, 
actually I did,ò I admit. ñWeôre all standing around bullshitting, trying to 
decide what to do next. Talking about the victory and deciding if we 
should duck away somewhere in case the guy called the cops. About that 
time Michael looked over and I had sprayed WD-40 on this pumpkin and 
lit it on fire.ò The blonde and the girl in the sun dress were laughing, as 
well as Jake and his friend. Itôs not really that funny, but hell, if cute girls 
are laughing, Iôll keep talking. 

ñWhat did that defenseless cart do to you?ò Jake quips with a 
small laugh. 

ñOh man, that cart,ò I start to reply. ñThat fucking cart killed half of 
my family.ò The exaggeration kept those who were laughing wound up in 
laughter. ñBut that was the moment Michael informed me the cart was 
made of plastic and we should probably get out of there.ò Even the girl in 
the overalls joins in the laughter. 

ñAnd we did,ò I explain. ñWe drove to a house nearby to see if an 
all-around mutual friend was home, which he wasnôt.ò 

ñOh shit! Did you get arrested!?ò Jakeôs friend ponders, smiling 
largely while waiting for a response. 

ñNo actually,ò I respond. ñWe drove out of the mall area. Maybe 
five minutes later we swung around the neighborhoods in the area. We 
drove down the road that has a view down to the mall. The cart was on 
fire up the side of the building, it appeared.ò At this point the laughter 
stopped as, I assume, they were expecting to hear that I burned down the 
store. 

ñIt was crazy to see,ò I elaborate. ñOne worker was standing with a 
bewildered look on their face while another ran back down the front of the 
store. But the side of the building was thick concrete and nothing at all 
happened beside the death of a dear cart and the black spot on the 
ground under it.ò The girls and Jake start laughing at the dear cart remark. 

ñHow did you guys know if anything was damaged?ò Jakeôs friend 
asks.  
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ñWell, we didnôt. We didnôt want to be anywhere near there for a 
couple days,ò I explain. ñWe happened to be there to buy something a few 
days later. We drove around by that side of the building in the approach 
so we could survey. All we saw was the black spot on the ground. It was 
quite small.ò 

ñOh alright, it wasnôt even much bigger than the footprint of the 
cart?ò Jake inquires. 

ñNope, the guy who ran up the face of the store must have 
retrieved an extinguisher,ò I postulate. ñFire probably was put out pretty 
fast after that.ò  

Jean interrupts and shouts ñSt. Alberts Cloud! This story is so 
much better!ò 

ñFair enough, fair enough,ò I agree.  
ñThatôs my school!ò the girl in the sun dress reveals.  
ñOh, really?ò I insert with a smirk. Without giving my eyes the 

command, my eyes traveled down her body to her feet and back up to her 
face.  Her smirk appears to approve of the path my eyes took as I ponder 
her wearing sketchers with a sun dress. Sometimes I wonder if Iôm 
actually a woman in a manôs body. Just because of shit that passes 
through my mind. 

ñYes!ò she responds perkily. ñIôm a senior!ò 
I look at Jean and smile. Looking back at the girl in the sundress I 

ask ñWhatôs your name?ò 
ñMakayla!ò she responds happily.  
ñBeautiful name!ò I say with a little more flirty of a tone than 

intended. My hair starts getting in my face because of slightly increasing 
breeze and I brush my hair behind my ears. ñWhat about you two?ò I ask, 
gesturing towards the others. 

ñAlison,ò answers the girl in the overalls. I nod with a smile in 
acknowledgment as the next girl is answering. 

ñTerry!,ò the girl in blue responds while smiling very directly at 
Jakeôs friend. 

ñNice to meet you all,ò I say with a deeper than intended nod. 
Michael often makes fun of me when weôre out and about, claiming that I 
bow to people a lot. Fucking Michael! I love him. 

ñSo Michael and I were, like always is the case,ò I start with a grin 
growing so large itôs hard to keep from laughing. ñdriving around in his 
Jeep.ò 

ñWhat kind of Jeep is it? I love Jeeps!ò Terry asks. 
ñItôs a Cherokee,ò I reply. 
ñThat sounds right,ò she states. ñI was trying to imagine four 

people in a little Wrangler and it wasnôt sounding possible. Sorry, go on!ò 
ñNo worries,ò I assure her. ñSo we stopped at his school to see an old 
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classmate of his. Teachers were griefing us for being there so he grabbed 
one of the large extinguishers. He said something about claiming it for 
Gondor or something.ò Jake laughs at the reference, as heôs a pretty big 
Tolkien fan. The rest just ignored it seeming to not catch it. 

ñSo we go to try to catch Jean after St. Albertôs lets out. I had said 
I think she usually slips out early so weôll sweep her up before the rush of 
people.ò I go on. ñBut she didnôt. Michael was laughing and said well fuck 
it then. He drove out towards the exit. Half way there he tore off into the 
open part of the lot at the top of the hill above the football field. He started 
doing cookies and I took the extinguisher and started spraying it into the 
air above us.ò 

ñOh shit, that was you!?ò Makayla interjects with a tone of 
astonishment and excitement. 

ñYes maôam,ò I say while nodding my head.  
ñYou guys started the biggest senior prank war of most peopleôs 

memories!ò she says quickly before I can continue.ò 
ñReally?ò I ask. All three girls and Jean start nodding their heads 

quickly in confirmation. ñJesus Christ,ò I add. ñSo, we get out of there. At 
the bottom of the hill I look back and start howling in laughter.ò At this 
point Jakeôs friend has to walk away to sit down on the stairs going up to 
the pool deck, he is laughing so hard.  

ñWhat made you start laughing that hard?ò Alison asks. 
ñWell,ò I start but have to pause for a second to chuckle. ñWe 

couldnôt see St. Albertôs.ò 
ñWe couldnôt see anything but white, by the wayò Jean added just 

before erupting in laughter also. ñWe couldnôt see the sky or the trees 
across the street.ò 

ñYeah?ò I ask, though believing her. ñBut the entire top of that hill 
was a white cloud and we couldnôt see the school at all.ò  

ñThatôs hilarious,ò Makayla says before walking over to a nearby 
cooler to grab a beer. As she turns around I notice her ass looks as good as 
everything visible from the front. She has a seriously charming smile. She 
has braces and shoulder length dark brown hair.  ñDo you want one before 
you leave?ò she asks while a glance back at me catches me looking at her 
ass. 

ñI really hate to do this but I was on my way out when Melissa said hi 
to me,ò I explained, nodding to Melissa as I said her name. ñSo no thank you, 
Makayla.ò 

ñOh!ò Melissa exclaims. ñI didnôt mean to stop you from leaving!ò  
ñNot at all a problem,ò I say reaching over to put my hand on her 

shoulder. ñLove you guys,ò I add, looking over Jean and Jake as well. 
I start to turn to leave and Makayla follows. 

 ñJames!ò she says. I stop a little faster than I probably should 
because I donôt remember telling her my name. 
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ñYes Ms. Makayla?ò I ask, seeing the apparent joy go across her face 
at the moment she heard me repeat her name. 

ñYou need my number in your phone,ò she asserts with confidence. 
She reaches her hand out, palm up, and fires off that stunning smile of hers.  

I raise an eyebrow at her and try to keep a stern, inquisitive face but 
she is so stunningly cute and looks to be in such amazing form in that 
perfectly fitting dress, the look of appreciation most definitely creeps in. I 
silently reach in my pocket and pull out my droid and pass it to her. 

She takes my phone and turns it on. When she goes to swipe the 
screen to unlock it she looks at me and asks ñWhatôs the password?ò I smile 
and say my four digit code. She looks surprised that I actually gave it to her. 
She looks down with determined focus and works to put in her information.  

ñYou have fast and accurate fingers!ò I observe. 
ñTheyôve been busy lately, unfortunately,ò she seems to say in an 

escaped thought. As the words finish exiting her mouth her face rises as if in 
uncomfortable embarrassment as the thought of how they may be interpreted 
cross her mind. I base that on exactly what I pictured her doing with her 
fingers as she said it. 

ñApparently in this case the ends justify the means!ò I joke with a 
large grin. I run my fingers through my hair to try to keep it under control as 
the wind starts picking up. With as red a face as I can see in the dim light, 
she hands me back my phone smiling, turns and walks away. 

I watch her form move as she disappears into the people behind the 
house. In a matter of moments I climb into my car which is parked a half 
block away. 
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Descent . Dark 
 

Pulling into the spot in front of my bedroom window, I feel 
apprehension. I live with my grandma and grandpa. They live on the 
bottom level of an apartment complex. Grandma doesnôt care what time it 
is when I come and go. Grandpa, however, doesnôt like it when I am 
traveling around in the middle of the night. He does worry about me but I 
know he also worries about the truck he gave me. 

The clock on my dashboard says 3:25 just before I turn off the 
engine. I survey the living room window and the grandparentsô bedroom 
window looking for motion. It looks clear so I exit my truck, closing the 
door slowly as to try to be silent. It sounds like I slammed it contrasted 
against the silence surrounding.  

My truck is a 1986 Dodge Dakota. Itôs dark brown with a light 
brown stripe thatôs about two feet tall down the sides. The interior is 
completely tan and has a bench seat. It had 120k miles on it when 
passed to me as Grandpa stopped driving. At 160k Iôve beaten the hell 
out of it. Itôs my first car and I only recently learned not to speed through 
puddles on streets I am not familiar with. Those puddles sometimes have 
car killing pot holes under them. 

I try to open the sliding glass door on the porch to no avail. Luckily 
I have the key on me to open the front door. I use the access code to get 
into the building and approach the front door. I open the door to complete 
darkness, which relieves me a little. Inside the front door is a small 
hallway where the coat closet and washer and dryer enclosure is. A right 
turn brings you to the guest bathroom at the right and face to face with my 
door. An immediate left turn brings you into the living room and dining 
room area.  

On the way to my room I hear nothing and succeed at remaining 
almost completely silent. At least, according to my drunk state. Since my 
grandma likes to snoop, my grandpa allowed me to put a lock on my 
bedroom door. I gave my grandpa a key just in case of a number of 
situations, including him needing to kick my ass. I acknowledge this is his 
house and accept that. So I am thankful he allowed me to keep 
grandmaôs random cleaning out of my room. Her random cleaning 
resulted in things that were not trash at all, being thrown away. Though 
her random cleaning is not completely stopped as I forget to lock the door 
from time to time. 

My room is a small rectangular bedroom with a door and my bed 
against one of the smaller sides. A couch stretches down one of the 
longer sides with a recliner between that and the far wall. A TV sits under 
a window facing me on the bed. The opposite long wall has a wide folding 
door closet. Between the closet and where the door swings open is a five 
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drawer dresser. Between my bed and the couch on the floor is my journal, 
a bottle of Jack Daniels and a cup with assorted pens and pencils. 

I grab my blue hardback journal and a pen. I lie on my bed and 
turn to the first blank page towards the middle of the book. I use the 
remote to turn on the television and reach to take a couple swigs out of 
my bottle of Jack. I begin to write in my book. 
 
death circling overhead 
with the vulture's eye 
vengeful stares upon my soul 
with shattered feelings here i lye 
 

I look at the television and see an increasingly blurry Donna Reed. 
I wonder briefly what time it is and if my Grandpa will be awake soon. I 
start thinking about Zoe, having told a story which she was present for 
earlier at the party. 

My life has leaded me through a series of unfortunate events. A 
couple years ago I moved in with a girl I dated for the better part of a year 
named Zoe Sierra. A beautiful redhead, also five foot seven like me. She 
has mid shoulder blade length copper red hair. Her shoulders are a little 
huskier than I like but her breasts, stomach, thighs and ass are all top 
notch. At least as far as my judgment goes.  

Things went bad at my Motherôs house where I lived while Zoe 
and I dated. I ended up leaving there and had no place to go. It wasnôt 
planned so there was nothing lined up. My grandparents lived in a slightly 
assisted living apartment structure at the time. They let me move in with 
the expectation I wouldnôt be staying long. Shortly after moving in, Zoe 
broke up with me. Then when I quit the job I had, they told me to go. 

Thatôs when Zoe, trying to be a good friend, invited me to come 
live in her basement while I tried to get back on my feet. Her mom 
hesitantly agreed. I think she only agreed because she trusts Zoe and 
was told we not only never had sex, but were now no longer dating. Either 
way, after breaking up and being deeply saddened, I moved in. 

I would lay in bed downstairs writing about her, my love for her, 
self-hating for all the mistakes I made leading up to this and cry myself to 
sleep. Iôm sure, in hindsight, this didnôt help my cause. And trying to think 
about the relationships I had before which didnôt work out because of 
things the others did was of no condolence at all.  

The worst was the last six months I was there. On one hand I had 
to see Zoe dating other people. On the other, the only bathroom in the 
house was in between two bedrooms. Hers or her brotherôs. Her brother 
hated me. He always has and after I moved out he hated me all the more. 
At first it wasnôt so bad because he was living with a girlfriend.  Then I 
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could cut through his room to use the restroom. But after a few weeks he 
moved back in with his girlfriend. This caused me to have to cut through 
Zoeôs room to use the bathroom. 

One night she had a date home and her brother had his girlfriend 
there. It was very clear fucking was going on in both rooms. I lived 
underneath them, after all. And I had quite a lot of alcohol in me. 

I started drinking before Zoe got home and after her brother 
started fucking his girlfriend. The fucking going on in her brotherôs room 
was enough to make me want to depart sobriety for the rest of the night. I 
didnôt have to work until the next day, anyway. I decide to write another 
piece of the poem: 
 
it swoops down towards me 
yet i refuse to believe 
i shall ever be received 
spiraling towards me while so intrigued 
 

Zoeôs friend Erin, who was also in the story with Michael and the 
flaming cart, is the sole reason sex never happened. One night on the 
couch at Erinôs, the topic of sex came up. Erin had a horror story about 
her first time with a guy who had a six inch penis. 

I have an eight inch penis. Eight inches and one millimeter, if I 
want to be picky. I know thatôs not massive. Though, for Council Bluffs, 
that apparently is perceived as massive. But thatôs not the part that seems 
to have caused me to be a Blow job Challenge in some groups of friends. 
The circumference is seven and a half inches. Thatôs too thick to fit inside 
a toilet paper roll, for perspective. Itôs not quite as wide as a pop can, 
thankfully. But itôs far from small. 
 Erin talked about how he tried to start without any foreplay and it 
hurt her. So she talked him into going down on her, which he did. He also 
used a couple different toys on her. When they tried again after all that, 
she tore and bled for a little while.  

The look on Zoeôs face was terror as she stared at my crotch. Erin 
took but a moment to put two and two together. Erin looked at me and 
said ñIôm sorry, but.ò Then she looked at Zoe and said ñYou need to start 
with a guy whoôs four to five inches long and about this wide.ò She held up 
two fingers. Her ring and pinky finger.  

I leaned forward and covered my eyes with both hands. Time to 
write a bit more. 
 
the vulture swoops down wearily 
yet i refuse to just believe 
that i could ever be received 
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spiraling towards me while so intrigued 
 

The most frustrating thing seemed to be the fact that we would 
kiss a lot. No, not even that. We were great kissers but not even that was 
the worst. We would strip each other down to our underwear. Her panties 
and my boxers. And eventually my boxers would come off and we would 
do everything short of oral sex (she didnôt like it and wouldnôt let me do it 
to her.) Usually the most sexual part was when she would pin me on my 
back and grind against my dick with her pussy and clit. Still wearing 
panties, mind you. But she would cum so much that it felt like it was one 
accidental movement away from the panties sliding over and my erection 
slipping in. 

I dreamed of that. And I donôt know if the open wound, bleeding in 
my mind to this day, would have been easier to heal if we had just fucked 
the shit out of each other a few times. 
 
i vainly block my sanity 
the pitch black claws keep ripping me 
the pain still hurts so vividly 
my happy life a memory 
the future promised i cannot see 
this dizzying sorrow must have to be 
 

Her amazing smile, though. Thatôs what I always see. Her laugh, 
too. I mean, if I had to be a dick and try to find faults, it wasnôt hard. Her 
tits, while far more than a hand full each were widely set apart. Her teeth 
had a large gap in the front which she referenced as character. And most 
of all I really hate cigarettes. Weed, yeah, sure. I mean, the weed that 
smells sweet. And thereôs a lot of that around. But cigarettes I find to be 
horrible. 

But for heré For her I would ignore that. Even her constant 
demanding that she not need entertain concepts of working on some of 
the more massive faults in her personality. She said, she is who she is 
and fuck óem if they donôt like her. Which, sure. Thatôs cool. But at the age 
of 18, accept that and choose not to try to better yourself? Seriously? I 
found that fucking infuriating. 
 
those tears must belong on everything 
my feared death flirts with reality 
they will not let me speak my peace 
this tortures me incredibly 
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For her I ignored all of that. And I donôt even know why, looking 
back. I donôt know why I accepted these flaws and kept moving forward. I 
actually had the money saved up to move out at the time she was dating 
and fucking other people. But I held on to the hope that maybe one day 
she would realize they were horrible for her - and many of them were. I 
hoped she would come back to me. 

I turn off the TV and put headphones on. I choose Nine Inch Nailsô 
The Downward Spiral as listening materiel.  

Thatôs another thing, now that I think about it. When The Fragile 
came out and I spent eighty bucks on different versions of it, she freaked 
out. I spent as much on my favorite bandôs new release as she spends on 
cigarettes in two weeks and she went crazy about it. I hadnôt spent money 
on anything, including liquor, for months. I had been working and saving it 
all. 

And the song Take it to the Limit. Fuck that song. I think at one 
point she played it once every couple hours just to watch me sit in the 
living room and fume. The first third of that song was fine. The last two 
thirds where they repeat ótake it to the limit one more timeô should be 
stricken from the earth for eternity. 
 
i felt Satan's frigid touch 
it didn't seem to matter much 
his evilness didn't seem as such 
and i shattered his pathetic clutch 
 

I think a big part of why I loved her so much, though, was the level 
of happiness she brought me. We did quite a lot for each other in the first 
several months of dating. I would hold her while she cried, talking about 
things I donôt even repeat to myself in thought. She would listen and pick 
my brain about problems I had with my mother and my job at the time. We 
complimented each other nicely. 

Michael says I stuck with it so long out of hating to lose. Hating to 
lose? He thinks it was me wanting to win and actually seal the deal with 
sex. He said that the only reason I moved in with her besides back with 
mom was because I believed I could smooth things over. He thought it 
was a stupid move but he knew I wouldnôt listen.  

Her telling me towards the end that she felt sorry for me and didnôt 
kick me out because she thought I was too pathetic was the first seriously 
large laceration on my soul. Then her calling me and telling me she 
missed me but didnôt trust me enough to hang out for a little was salt. And 
hearing through mutual friends that she hates me and doesnôt know why 
she talks to me anymore was an additional laceration. 
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god and his gang of righteous perfect angels 
sang their religious songs and rang their holy bells 
the blessed me then hugged me wishing me well  
so i dished them out their pieces of hell 
 

I would be telling lies if I claimed I wasnôt suicidal. But I would 
never admit that. Not to Michael or Jean or anyone else. I know there was 
a period of time long before Zoe even where I would say I was suicidal. 
But that was very clearly attention grabbing. It was wrong of me and I 
regret it. I tried to make it up to the people involved at the time, for sure. 
But this time I believe itôs a more serious danger. 

I reach down and take another fairly large drink from the bottle of 
Jack. 

I donôt know. I think itôs more my own head fucking with me. I love 
the fun and trouble I get myself into. I really want to fuck about nine tenths 
of all the women I meet. I mean, only if itôs mutual, for sure. I could never 
hurt anyone knowingly. But I also worry about pregnancy - I canôt deal 
with having to be a father. 

But there is also the not wanting to get into another serious 
relationship. The most recent one with Patricia ended horribly. And that 
lasted much shorter than a year. 

As if she was listening, a text comes in. 
 

03:39 . Patricia: Sorry I talked to you at the party. 
 

I sit staring at the text for several seconds trying to decide 
between throwing up, sending her a picture of my ass hole, or replying 
like a dick. I choose the latter, with honesty. 

 
James: No youôre not. 
Patricia: Youôre right, I missed you and wanted to talk to you. 
James: You missed pissing me off? 
Patricia: No, I missed your voice. 
James: How many peopleôs voices do you miss on a daily basis? 
Patricia: Fuck you. 
James: Only if you donôt stop. 
Patricia: Seriously? 

 
I think for a moment. What if she would actually want me to drop 

by her place and fuck? Itôs been a while. I mean, since I had sex. And 
thatôs the one thing sheôs really, really good at. I could hate fuck her, you 
know? é  
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James: I donôt have any condoms left, anyway. Donôt even get 
paid for a few days. 

Patricia: I still have your bag of tricks. 
 

For reference, the bag of tricks she references is actually a 
physical bag with some lubes, a small box of condoms, a couple sex toys 
and a few lengths of silk rope. Itôs actually very useful and I didnôt want to 
leave it there. And also, tempting to go fuck, get my bag back and try to 
never talk to her again. 

 
James: Youôre not on the rag, right? 
 
Itôs a valid question. One of the first times we fucked around, it 

was in a hotel room. We were making out and I was caressing her six 
pack. Always have a weakness when Iôm with somebody with a body like 
that. She kept inching around so my hand would go lower so I figured it 
was time to try for digital penetration. And she came a hell of a lot. 

Well, it felt that way. When she started telling me to fuck her, I was 
changing positions to get her pants and panties off and I realized my first 
three fingers were covered in blood up to the biggest knuckles. I mean, 
covered. With clots.  

Though I now feel nausea thinking about it, it pales in comparison 
to what I felt at the time. I got up and went straight to the bathroom and 
washed my hand off. She asked why I stopped. She tried to get me to 
come in there and get back to it. She sincerely didnôt seem to understand 
why I wasnôt interested at all. She seemed disgusted with me, even. 

 
Patricia: You know I promised I would never do that again. 

 
I laugh at reading this. Then a picture message comes in. I 

immediately fill with dread and realize I donôt want anything to do with her. 
Before opening it I add to the poem in progress. 
 
death's evil hand has reached in my direction 
causing me pain distress and loss of erection 
it elected my time without much reaction 
my hopes dreams and thoughts left out of selection 
i have been decided on with no personal discretion 
reluctantly it took this action to teach me now this golden lesson 
it took my soul's destruction to realize this fragile message 
 

I open the image and see a mirror shot of her absurdly sexy smile, 
petite little shoulders, C cup breasts looking perky as ever, perfectly 
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formed ribs and abs going down out of view behind the counter in her 
bathroom. I immediately have a nearing full erection and send a text back 
before thinking. 
  

James: I need a shower. 
Patricia: Weôll take one here. 

 
I turn my car on and realize I didnôt tie my shoes. Fuck it, I donôt 

need them tied to safely drive. Several minutes later I ring the doorbell at 
Patriciaôs house. She lives in a one level three bedroom Victorian. She 
talked about wanting one in high school. When her mother died she used 
the inheritance money to buy one. Looking at the picture she sent one 
more time on the phone before she answers the door, I try to convince 
myself this is a good idea. 

The door opens and in the doorway now stands Patricia. Sheôs in 
tightly knit thigh high fishnets held up by a garter belt. The lack of panties 
allows me to see her totally shaven vagina with a small heart shaped 
patch of hair just above her clit. My eyes travel up her abs, which happen 
to look like sheôs just finished a few sets of crunches before I arrived.  

I smile and she reaches out, causing her breasts to almost come 
out of her bra, pulling me into her house. 
No sooner does the door close behind me than a guy standing at least a 
foot above me steps out from the hallway to my left.  

ñYou fucked up,ò he says, raising a fist back. 
 

No. Iôm not going to chance this.  
  

James: Iôm sorry. Iôm a pussy. Itôs too soon, I canôt. 
Patricia: Fine. 

 
I try to write more to the book, aiming to feel like the piece is complete. 
 
the lights around me now begin to dim 
no longer could i simply run on a whim 
death no longer a thought out upon a limb 
nothing can seem to conquer over him 
 
this time there are no helpful hints 
and it is in his destiny to devour and win 
because to him keeping alive is a sin 
he darted at me, crushing my mind just like tin 
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Another image comes in. I open it and itôs just a pic of her in a 
thick robe, flipping off the camera through the mirror. Suddenly any 
question about the choice to avoid that drama in exchange for my bag of 
goodies and probably some great sex, faded. I decide to try to finish the 
poem in one final flow of thought. 
 
this completely personal destructive measure 
surely can't bring you such divine writhing pleasure 
when it's my soul you savagely rip shred and tether 
how you so enjoy bringing about such unpleasant weather 
you so proudly spread your dark and fearful feathers 
when you don't realize it's your dignity smother 
so in death you die realizing myself and all others 
and everything i was shall manifest your shell forever  
 

My phone starts ringing. I look down at it hoping with all my might 
that itôs not Patricia. Holy shit! Itôs after four in the morning! I see itôs my 
mother and skip the call. Do you think that was wrong of me? I was in the 
room, in the second bed, pretending to sleep for hours of my mom and 
her new husbandôs honeymoon. Get it? I was eight. Donôt judge me on 
screening a call from my mother. 

Suddenly a wave of fatigue sweeps over me. I make sure The 
Downward Spiral is on repeat and put my things on the floor just in time 
for my head to hit my pillow. 
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Descent . You Turn 
 
The sky is full of fluffy white clouds. I stand on top of a grassy hill 

not far from the neighborhood I grew up in. I look down over the trees 
blocking the view of that specific section of housing. I scan the horizon 
across the lower hills and dipping treetops in which are deep ravines. I 
used to spend hours and hours climbing and exploring those areas. 

I reach in my pocket and pull out an original game boy. The screen 
is gone and the shell is hollow though the buttons feel like they operate as 
normal. I lower myself until I am sitting on the ground. I rest the game boy 
on the grass next to me. 

I look back up at the clouds and realize they are moving faster 
than normal. I pay no more attention to that and begin ripping handfuls of 
grass out of the ground from each side of me, throwing it on the game 
boy. I continue doing this until some patches of dirt become visible as the 
game boy becomes entirely obscured from sight. 

Once the game boy is buried in grass I look back up and see the 
clouds have now entirely blotted out the sun. I stand up, debating if I 
should walk back to my car. My car? Donôt I have a truck? Oh, no. I got rid 
of that years ago. Fucking thing started cutting out in the middle of 
driving. Never figured out what the problem was. 

My thoughts are interrupted by a strike of lightning and the 
realization the clouds are now almost dark enough to block out all light. I 
turn away from the view towards my old neighborhood and run for the 
parking lot. I see the lot and developments beyond it are gone and now all 
that can be seen is water and debris lapping up into sight from 
somewhere slightly below. 

I stop and feel my body filling with a panic. I run towards the edge 
of the ground Iôm standing on to peer into what once was nearby 
civilization. Once to the edge I see a flow of dark brown water, only visible 
with the persistent and stunningly bright lightning. 

Suddenly a torrential rain begins and my clothes are instantly 
saturated with water. The ground around me begins to give way to the 
pressure of the increasingly rushing water before me. I turn to run and 
see huge fires raising up into the sky from what was once the area I used 
to live and play in. 

A natural urge takes over my body. I feel a sensation flow through 
me as I slowly swim against the air around me. I rise up ever so slightly 
above the ground and start to focus on the sensation. I swim ever so 
carefully with cautious and deliberate movements and feel the speed of 
ascent increase. 

A violent crackle surrounds me as lightning streaks by. I observe in 
horror as the hill I was just standing on gets eaten by the liquid force of 



36 
 

nature raging below. The water from the north now freely crashes and 
pops against the raging inferno of everything that was precious to me 
when I was young. The steam starts filling my field of vision as I frantically 
try to force myself upward. 

The more that fear grips me, I find myself ever less successful at 
increasing my speed. In fact, as the rain making me feel weighed and 
fatigued now has hail coming down with it, all hope starts to fade. The 
ascent turns to a descent as I fall through the now swirling clouds of 
steam. 

A freezing cold slap attacks my entire body as I crash down into 
the chaotic water flow. I feel myself sink through the current as if pulled by 
an unseen force. Suddenly a shift in motion causes my arm to go from 
low at my side to above my head. The forced movement also twists it, 
causing sharp pains to fire through my bones. 

Instantly I find myself awake and laying on my side with my arm 
above my head. The arm is asleep and a strong pain is centered at the 
point which the shooting pain originated in my dream. I roll out of bed, 
landing on my feet, and stumble to the window. I separate the blinds with 
my pointer and middle fingers and peer out, hoping I donôt see anything 
abnormal. 

All is quiet. But the sky is far lighter than I imagined it should be. I 
close the blinds and squint to force my eyes to adjust to the difference in 
light between outside and inside so I can check the clock. 6:18am. Holy 
shit! I slept a little longer than I wanted to allow myself and have to be at 
work in 42 minutes. As I grab some clothes out of my closet and reach to 
open my bedroom door I think I should probably write down that dream so 
I donôt forget it in six seconds. 

Moments later Iôm in the shower scrubbing shampoo into my hair 
and thinking about the to-do list I have in front of me at work. I work at 
Toys R Us at the moment. Sounds lame but I am the back end leader. 
What that means is Iôm the one who gets yelled at when any of the new 
people mess up in the store room. Itôs not hard to train people but the 
turnover is quite high. Sadly I still make about the same as any new hires 
do. But, I see it as progress so I shut up and move forward. 

The first year I worked there I hated the boss. She would give us 
lists that would take 3 work days to complete and tell us to try to have it 
done by the end of the day. Later I figured out it was more of a challenge 
than anything actually expected. But by then I was in the habit of showing 
up and plowing as hard as I could into the list. I was proud of myself when 
I could get more than half way through the list. 

I realize Iôve been thinking about work and scrubbing my head for 
a couple minutes. I grab the loofah, a strange word I always love to say 
out loud, and soap it up. Iôve been using the Softsoap Vanilla body wash 
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for years now. I sadly have skin that gets too greasy, for lack of a more 
accurate word. This soap cleans it and dries it out a little, giving me 
several more hours before I feel like I really want to take another shower. 
Sometimes Iôll take two showers a day on days I donôt even work. The 
humidity in Omaha all year, but for the deep of winter, really multiplies the 
speed at which my skin oils up. 

Drying myself in front of the mirror I inspect my skin for anything I 
may need to apply medication to, regarding acne. I used to have a bit of a 
problem, as many have, with acne. Thankfully Iôve been introduced to a 
simple concoction that kicks it directly in the cunt, as long as I apply it 
early in formation. Drying my balls I feel like I really want to decompress 
that section of my being. Sadly I need to have left the house two minutes 
ago. 

I brush my hair, parting it down the middle. I look it over to make 
sure the sides and back of my head are buzzed short enough that it 
doesnôt stick through my parted hair as it rests down the sides of my 
head. When the hair on the sides and back of my head get long enough 
they donôt lay down but stand through the downward combed hair. very 
frustrating. It pisses me off a lot more than it should. 

I look myself in the eyes and see they are light gray today. My 
eyes go from gray to a very rich baby blue and Iôm not too sure what it 
means at whichever shade. Some friends have their theories but Iôve 
seen all the shades in any given mood or level of fatigue. I look over my 
body in the mirror. Iôm happy with how small I am, though my thighs are 
much bigger than I wish they were. I have some chub in my stomach, but 
I love food too much to really get down to abs. I accept that. I look over 
my penis and balls and decide I really need to get the fuck out of here. 

Throwing on clothes and shutting off the fan and light in the 
bathroom, I head back into my bedroom. Grandpa is asleep in his chair 
and Grandma is nowhere to be seen. I put my shoes on and lock my door 
as I leave down the hall towards the exit. 
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Descent . Work Work 
 

As a rather uneventful drive comes to an end and I pull into the 

parking lot, I see one of the seasonal guys isnôt there yet. I usually get 

there five to ten minutes late because I have a hard time caring about 

getting to work on time. Part of that lack of caring comes from never 

leaving work less than one to two hours late. Nobody cares about me 

being late because of this. The boss doesnôt care, nor do the seasonal 

people. Sometimes Iôll clock out and still work a few hours if there is a 

large enough to-do list. 

Getting out of my truck I believe I hear the rumble of dipfuckôs 

mustang in the distance. The store I work at is located in what was once a 

wide riverbed for when the Mighty Mo would overflow in the spring. That 

was before mankind ñtamedò it. Apparently every few years the entire 

valley between the bluffs would flood. Itôs a pretty large area. The area 

reaches from eastern Omaha all the way through toward the center of 

Council Bluffs. 

Stepping in the front door I see multiple pallets lining both the west 

and east edge of the Imaginarium. The Imaginarium is what we at Toys R 

Us calls the section with our creative stock. The Imaginarium consists of 

things like Legos, Lincoln Logs, Play-dough, Learning electronics, paint 

and Crayons. I always visually survey whatôs there because thatôs the 

section I always work when stocking. 

ñWelcome to work!ò I hear Sal say sarcastically from somewhere 

in the Girlôs section. 

ñDive into go fuck yourself canyon!ò I instruct as I walk to the price 

scanner I use to clock in. 6:35. Five minutes late. What would I be if not 

always a little late? 

ñYour mom is here?ò I hear Sal respond. 

I crack a smile as I take my time card out of my wallet and swipe it 

under the scanner. Three attempts later I hear the beep I am looking for 

and turn to go back towards the Imaginarium to get started. 

ñDo you have an extra box knife on you?ò a female voice asks 

from behind me. 

ñSecond drawer down in the returns desk,ò I say without even 

looking to see which girl asked the question. I heard a soft but happy 

ñThanks!ò as she turned to walk away. 

I approach the nearest pallet of Imaginarium stuff and pick up a 

box. I open and shelve contents, break down the box to a flat existence 
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and stack it on a U-boat. U-boats are mobile carts. They are four feet long 

and about a foot wide. You can put a handle on both sides that look like 

they would attach to the bottom of a dolly. This is what gives them the U-

boat name. They are useful for many things, including keeping boxes 

together and moving them around. 

Before I know it my chest and back are sweaty and all of my filled 

boxes are now empty and flattened in 2 highly stacked U-boats. I look out 

the window and can tell by the shadows that the sun is much higher on 

the horizon. I look around at the coworkers in line of sight and notice they 

are both more and less energetic. They are more energetic because work 

is closing to an end. They are also less energetic because of all the work 

they just did. I can hear talk of fresh weed from a section across the store. 

I havenôt touched any with anybody that works with me but I have been 

tempted to. Itôs been a while since Iôve smoked any at all. 

At that moment I realize I felt my phone vibrate several times. I 

have a pretty long standing habit of fully ignoring my phone while in work 

mode. Actually, in any heavily focused mode. On a roll in a video game? 

Fucking? Driving? Shopping? When I shop, I enter, I get from point A to B 

to C as fast as I can and get out. When partying I usually am easily 

distracted. Not just because eye candy is present. I am also easily 

distracted at parties because Iôm usually uncomfortable. The only time I 

am fully comfortable other than alone is when Iôm surrounded by people I 

have known for a long time.  

I look at my phone and see the following messages. 

 

Michael: Iôll be at the casino with the psychotic Indian after work. 

 

The psychotic Indian is a dude who has had several jobs for 

years. He usually always has at least two jobs. He does whatever he can 

to stay busy and out of his house. He loves his family and his wife but his 

wife drives him literally insane. I pop a text back. 

 

James: Cool man, let me know when you get home.ò 

 

Makayla: Can you give me a ride home from work today? 

 

Holy shit. I would love to see her again. And in the light! Hmmm 

 

James: What time? 
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.. I do hope itôs a time I can swing. I should be done with 

everything I know is going on by at least 3pm. I doubt she gets off work 

before 3. As I recall, she worked first shift today too.  

  

Mom: Any chance you can mow the lawn this week? 

 

Fuck. It has been a couple weeks. Iôll probably pay Hal 20 bucks to do it 

for me. Dude looks like Gandalf without the beard but heôs more energetic 

than Iôll ever be.  

ñWant to make sure none of the seasonal folks kill themselves in 

the compactor?ò my boss Sheryl asks out of nowhere. I look over and see 

her standing in the small door way into the side store room just off the 

side of my Imaginarium.  

ñWill do, done here so Iôm on my way back there,ò I say with a nod 

and movement towards my U-boats. 

ñThanks,ò she says with a smile before disappearing back through 

the door into the storeroom. Our storeroom setup lets her fire around from 

the front of the store all the way to almost the break room on the opposite 

corner of the store. Itôs quite nice. You can also see from the storeroom 

into the store at multiple points around that perimeter. Very handy if youôre 

needing to do things in the back and keep track of new people on the 

floor at the same time. 

Arriving in the store room I observe two of the seasonal guys 

standing next to each other in front of the compactor. One was showing 

the other something on their phone. I pretend I donôt see them and move 

their empty U-boats out of the way. I start putting cardboard into the box 

compactor and the one guy shoves his phone in his pocket and the other 

stands there looking dumbfounded. 

ñHey man, you coming to Jerryôs house after work?ò the phone 

shower asks. I would learn their names but that requires me to typically 

end up attached to them and then disappointed when they quit or get fired 

at the end of the season. 

ñFuck yeah, man. I helped her carry in the beer she had last 

weekend,ò I say with a smirk. I always seem to infer that her and I fuck. I 

donôt mean to. Itôs just because I find her short little spunky redhead ass 

entirely attractive. And she has really short hair. I usually donôt dig on 

short hair. 

ñYeah?ò the guy who was being shown something on the phone 
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says.  

ñYeah dude, how old are you?ò I ask, observing to myself that he 

sure looks like he learned how to walk a few days ago. 

ñNineteen,ò he responds, standing proud. 

ñShit man I donôt think we have juice at her place,ò I say while 

thinking aloud and running an inventory in my head. He laughs. 

ñWant to see who can drink who under the table?ò he asks with 

continuing confidence. 

ñYou probably can,ò I say. ñIôm actually a lightweight. I just like 

fucking with people.ò 

ñFucking, or fucking with?ò the phone shower asks. 

ñDepending on the person, sometimes both,ò I answer with a large 

grin. Both guys start laughing as I finish stuffing the last of my broken 

down boxes into the compactor. I push the button, triggering the 

mechanismôs process. I smile and nod to the two guys. I hope the nod is 

received as a gesture saying itôs clear for them to find something to do. I 

put the two U-boats away down one of the rear warehouse aisles. When I 

return to the receiving area the two guys are almost done stacking up 

empty pallets and sweeping. Thankfully. 

After seeing the two guys I probably most need to watch are 

cleaning up properly I turn down an uninhabited aisle and pull my phone 

out again. Two texts, this time. 

 

Michael: Mother fucker threw up in my Jeep. 

Makayla: Maybe a few minutes after. 

 

James: Dude, I would drop him off somewhere and make him 

walk home after that shit. Oh, want to hit Jerryôs house for the last couple 

hours before you go to bed? And seriously, make dude walk home. 

 

I am making sure to try my best to influence his making that dude 

suffer. He who I shall not name was at a party with Michael once. Was 

actually my birthday party now that I think about it. He spent the whole 

time hitting on my girlfriend. I didnôt mind that much but the fact she had 

to switch what room she was in no less than fifteen times is what 

bothered me. Time to respond to Makayla! 

 

James: Iôll be there. If I have to wait, itôs no worries at all. 
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Michael: Heôs already home. Iôll be there. Iôm in the neighborhood 

anyway. 

 

WEED! Hmm. If heôs in her neighborhood that must mean heôs 

getting some more green. I might have to break my long streak and enjoy 

a little. ñ10-4 good buddy,ò I respond textually. 

 

James: An Indian puking in a Cherokee, thatôs a little poetic isnôt 

it? 

 

Michael: Get fucked. 

 

hahahaha. I do love me some Michael. 

ñEverything done?ò I hear Sherylôs voice saying behind me. I 

realize I jumped a little when the voice registered in my ears. 

ñAlmost,ò I say with a broken voice tone. I clear my throat as she 

stands tall, smiling. ñI need to scan in overstock but I was waiting a little 

while the last people took care of their trash and cleared out.ò She smiles 

and nods before scurrying back into the vast unknowns she resides in 

between periods of popping out and scaring the fuck out of me. 

Sheôs my favorite manager Iôve ever had, donôt get me wrong. The 

dude above her is amazing, too. But she is slightly above him on the 

totem pole in my mind. Heôll come out and pull off some amazing shit. But 

she even has him under her finger. Itôs not a bad thing. Sometimes he has 

to pull rank and get her to do shit but usually it seems like she runs the 

show. But thatôs mainly relating to morning crew things. It may very well 

be an entirely different story in all other situations. 

I quietly move back to the receiving area. I still hear people 

compacting boxes and throwing things into the trash compactor. As soon 

as I turn the corner the first thing I see is the tiny little ass. I stare at it for 

a brief moment of deep admiration. Such a great little ass and the shape 

of her back and legs just makes it all better. Her thighs arenôt twiggy and 

waist is small, which I never notice with how her shirt hangs when sheôs 

standing up. But her shoulders are amazing. Iôve seen her in a bikini from 

the ribs up many times when we had a hotel party a few months back. 

Tits are pretty small but sheôs fucking tiny, and when she smiles sheôs like 

a crazy cute little elf chick. Sheôs awesome. 

Iôve wanted to fuck her for the better part of a year now. As youôll 

notice, I want to fuck a lot of people. Even smokers, though I hate 
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cigarettes. There was a nine month stretch where I was dating a girl 

named Elizabeth who previously worked with us. It started as hanging out 

and Jerry told me to be careful. When Elizabeth started telling Jerry I was 

always on her mind, I was told by Jerry to stop because she saw no way 

it could end well. 

It didnôt look plausible because Elizabeth was dating someone. 

Though, I was told multiple times how horrible the guy was and was given 

dozens of examples why. The one that got my ear the most was their 

horrible sex life. She eventually provided photographs of his penis. It was 

the same width and length as one of those big kid crayons. The thick 

ones, you know? Well, he had a normal shaped head compared to the 

rest. But seriously, it was barely longer than my middle finger and no 

thicker.  

So naturally I had to imply I didnôt have that problem. Through that 

conversation I mentioned it was probably as thick as her wrist. She didnôt 

believe me, which is entirely understandable. I took one of her hands and 

found the place on her wrist that was exactly as thick as the base of my 

penis when fully erect. I wrapped her hand around it and said ñThatôs 

exactly how thick I am. In all honesty.ò The beauty of that was I was able 

to confirm what Jerry had said about her thinking about me a lot. Once I 

showed her that, I caught her with the same hand around that spot of her 

wrist. Not just once. I caught her multiple times doing it while a lost 

daydream look was plastered on her face. 

One afternoon we decided to try to sit through Napoleon Dynamite 

in its entirety. She had heard it was a great movie. I told her I couldnôt 

stand it and thought I had probably seen it all in 20 minute increments. 

That is, if you edited all my memories together. When we got to roughly 

the middle of the movie, we were having to redirect each to stop 

bullshitting and focus.  

During the credits we were discussing how horrible we both 

agreed the movie was. She liked the dance scene. I only liked when he 

got racked by his bike and when he got kicked in the pocket where the 

tater tots were. Then in the middle of me talking about some stories Iôve 

heard about how amazing the movie supposedly is, she interrupted me. 

ñAre you serious about what you said?ò she asked, speaking 

quickly. I wasnôt immediately sure what she was talking about until I 

noticed her hand around that part of her wrist again. 

I responded with ñYou can check, if you want.ò A short blow job 

and a few minute quickie on the floor followed directly after. 
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Jerry turned out to be right about it not going well. Elizabeth and I 

had amazing sex for eight of those nine months. Even after the fourth 

month when she moved into a new house with her then fiancé. We fucked 

in every single room at least several times. I bent her over his office chair. 

We fucked on all their furniture including the kitchen table, counters, their 

main bed and spare bed in the basement. I never regretted it. It was 

amazing, and the dudeé Just, I donôt feel guilty. I know I should but I 

canôt. 

I used to have an online Journal that was password protected. 

She left it open a lot, apparently. I let her read it because she thought it 

would be hot to read stories about our sexual adventures. Not only that, 

but she liked knowing what was going on in my life other than that. Later I 

found out her guy was also reading it religiously. He always thought I was 

just a coworker who liked her reading his fantasies. Then, the moment of 

realization that it was actually happening came. 

I had picked Marilyn Mansonôs Antichrist Superstar to listen to 

while we fucked. We crashed about 3am. She woke up about 5am and 

shut it off. She said she couldnôt take it anymore. It was her fianc®ôs CD. 

After reading that, he got up to go see if it was still in the CD player - 

which it was. He hadnôt heard it in over a year and he knew she didnôt put 

it in there. She hates Marilyn Manson, so he was nice enough to never 

make her listen. Shit hit the fan and Elizabeth ended up quitting Toys R 

Us. So I donôt blame Jerry at all for not wanting to get involved with me. 

ñThink we can keep shit calm and get everybody out of the house 

before 3?ò Jerry asks, noticing me. 

ñYeah. Daughter going to be home then?ò I ask, thinking I already 

know the answer. 

ñYeah,ò she responds with her cute little elf looking smile. ñAnd 

knowing some of the guys who said they are coming, Iôll need to clean up 

a little before the bus pulls up.ò 

ñIôll make sure they are and help you clean,ò I say trying to comfort 

her. This party was partially my fault from a comment some weeks ago. 

Plus I think if I need to pick up Makayla Iôll need to be out of there by 3 as 

it is. 

ñGood,ò she barely more than whispers. ñI really need to unwind 

but Iôve been to parties with you,ò she continues with a massive smirk 

growing through the last few words. 

ñNo worries,ò I assure her. ñI only let fires and three digit 

occupancy happen when I have the whole next day off and money to 
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make things right.ò She smiles and nods as I help her finish getting rid of 

her trash. 

ñEverybody else is gone,ò she informs me. ñI figured you would be 

about to go make sure theyôre gone.ò 

ñYeah, I was just about to, actually,ò I confirm. Now to just get all 

the overstock I see sitting on a few U-boats thrown into the bays and 

scanned in. 

ñIôll help you finish this stuff up so we can go,ò she tells me, as if 

she can read what I was thinking. 

ñIôve been working with you too long,ò I say with a smile. We get 

done crushing her cardboard and getting all the plastic into the 

compactor. Then we tag team the couple hundred boxes in a matter of 

minutes. 

ñEverything done?ò Sheryl asks the moment Jerry scans the last 

box weôre working. 

ñAs of this second!ò I respond. ñYour ninja skills are at maximum,ò I 

tell her with a grin. 

ñThanks! You guys going to be here Saturday?ò she asks looking 

back and forth between Jerry and I. Jerry nods in conformation. ñGood! 

Have a good party!ò she says before turning to run off. 

ñWait, I wonôt be here. I have a bunch of time off. Iôll be back in a 

couple weeks,ò I say before she makes it out of the store room. 

ñI know, just trying to see if I could get you here Saturday anyway!ò 

Sheryl says as she disappears around a corner. 

ñShe must have hidden cameras everywhere,ò Jerry whispers. I 

nod in agreement as we leave. 
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Descent . Uncover 
 

No more than 20 minutes later I pull into Jerryôs driveway just 

behind her.  I walk over to the back of her car and hear her trunk pop.  I 

lift it open and take a case of soda and wait for her to get to the back of 

the car. 

ñAwww, youôre so nice,ò she says with her dimple filled smile.  God 

Iôd fuck that smile so fucking hard. 

ñI know, itôs a curse,ò I tell her with my best attempt at forcing a 

look of sadness.  She laughs as she takes the two small boxes of stuff 

she had picked up from Costco.  We get to her front door and I put the 

soda case down and offer to take the boxes off her hands.  She hands 

them over with a smile and opens the door.  I look at her ass for a 

moment before she turns to take the boxes back. She knows I want her, 

itôs cool she ignores it and still chills with me. 

Once we get everything to the kitchen we tag team getting the 

beer chest and everything set up.  I look at her and say ñQuickie?ò She 

leans her head forward so she can look at me over her glasses, raising 

her eyebrows.  ñNo?ò I guess while laughing a little.  She shakes her head 

and smiles without a word.  ñAlways worth a try!ò   Then we both hear a 

car pull up. 

ñSee, not like we had time anyway,ò she teases with another small 

laugh. Iôd fuck her in front of everybody coming over. I think itôs more fun 

just wanting to fuck her and knowing I canôt than the possible trouble that 

could come from it.  A relationship that ends badly, coworker or not, is 

never fun for me. 

ñDonôt underestimate my ability to squeeze a quickie into five 

seconds!ò I fire back before going to open the door.  I donôt look to see if 

she reacts but in my mindôs eye I see her shaking her head and smiling 

again.  Peeking through the window in the last couple steps I see Cody, 

Justine and Emma getting out of Codyôs car.   

Cody drives an 80s model Camaro.  Very clean and has some 

aftermarket rims and exhaust on it.  Looks very cool and sounds even 

cooler.  He has two bench seats instead of what came stock.  He also has 

a different back window and trunk to make more leg room in the back 

seat.  Lots of modifications that make it seem like a Camaro I would even 

own if I had the money.   

Emma is a tiny little brunette girl with long straight black hair.  She 

has a cute long oval face with always clear complexion and is very soft 
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spoken.  Sheôs probably five foot even but looks even shorter next to 

Cody who is only five foot eight but is generally muscular.  I say generally 

because he looks muscular compared to most skinny and chubby people 

but little more than toned compared to actual weight lifters.  Cody and 

Emma have been secretly dating for three weeks.  I am watching with 

amusement because itôs a bigger time bomb than the one I was in with 

Elizabeth.  Itôs bigger because Emma is sisters with Teresa.  And both are 

daughters of the ninja who goes by the name of Sheryl.  Plus Emma is 

freshly 19 and Cody is 26.  Legal, but explosive if Sheryl finds out. She 

always seems to find out everything, so Iôm sure itôll happen any day now. 

Justine, to me, is by far the most physically perfect person who 

works at Toys R Us.  She has great legs and a perfect ass but isnôt skinny 

enough to have a gap.  Though, her stomach looks flat and sexy, she only 

looks like she has a six pack if sheôs been doing a couple hundred 

crunches and isnôt slouching.  Not that Iôve seen her just after. Ok, I have. 

Her breasts are perky Cs, even without a bra.  Not that Iôve seen 

them outside of pictures her ex showed me.   But dear god, I want 

to.  She has the most perfect shoulders and back Iôve ever seen.  She 

has a long neck and a slender face with arguably the cutest smile most 

people have seen.  She has large misshapen teeth which is the only flaw 

Iôve ever heard mentioned of her besides some arguments about her 

being a little chubby.  When considering everything about her, nobody 

seems to hold the teeth against her. 

Sheôs on my list of things that will never happen.  Iôm not privy as 

to why, though.  Iôm just aware that I am on hers.  The only reason Iôm 

aware of it is because Iôve often tried to invite her out to do things with 

only two of us being involved.  Sheôs always very kind about sternly 

declining.  I assume itôs because sheôs advancing towards a relationship 

with somebody who works at Toys R Us.  And considering his black hair 

and blue eyes, I can understand her motivation.  Heôs an artist, like 

her.  But Jesus, her charm and appearanceé  Itôs very hard not to make 

advancements where I feel it appropriate. 

ñHey guys!ò I say opening the door.  Justine, with her bright eyed 

wide smile, like she knows Iôve already fucked her more in my head than 

Iôve actually fucked some girlfriends.  A small chorus of the rest greet me 

as they walk in.  ñThere should already be some shit to drink cooling off in 

the kitchen.ò  

I hear the chatter begin in the kitchen as I scour the living room, 

picking up missed toys and clutter, putting them back where they came 
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from.  I know it annoys Jerry when she sees me tidying up but sheôs so 

preoccupied it should be fine.  I also know it drives her crazy when she 

starts noticing clutter when others are visiting. 

I hear another car pull up and see Sal get out with his girlfriend 

Fran.  They are a visually cute couple because both Fran and Sal are 

very short.  Sal actually wears size medium shirts from the boys 

section.  Heôs about five foot four and sheôs still more petite and a few 

inches shorter than him. 

I open the door and smile.   

ñHey fag!ò he says as he pats my shoulder, passing into the 

kitchen.   

ñSup, manò Fran says as she smiles and hands me an 18 pack of 

natural ice.   

ñThanks,ò I say taking it from her. While she has an insanely tiny 

body her probably B cups still look huge on her.  And her smile is fucking 

adorable. 

I follow them into the kitchen and dining room area, putting the 

beer in the last open part at the bottom of the fridge.  They all greet each 

other as I slip back into the living room and continue tidying up.  I finish 

just before they start making their way into the living room with their 

drinks.  I over hear them talking about managers moving from our store to 

the Dodge street location. 

ñJames,ò I hear Justine begin.  ñDo you know if Sheryl is going to 

go to Dodge with Darren?ò 

ñShe says no but Iôve heard Darren talking her into it,ò I 

respond.  ñShe sounds like she canôt do the drive but I know if he offers 

her more money sheôll jump on it.ò 

ñLike Sunday morning,ò Jerry blurts out. We all laugh though I am 

locked onto Justineôs smile. 

ñIôd go take morning lead if he asked me,ò I add while shifting my 

focus to Jerry. 

ñYou would blow me for the right money,ò Sal muses, ending in a 

laugh. 

ñIôd blow you after the right number of shots,ò I add with a laugh as 

it spreads through everybody else.  Iôm trying hard to ignore how 

gorgeous Justine is.  Lucky ass Taylor.  If they end up together Iôll be 

unable to deny jealousy.  Iôve been accused of it from time to time but itôs 

not noticeable at the moment.  But I know itôll crop up if they get there. 

All of the sudden I am aware Jerry has started glaring at me.   
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ñWhat?ò I ask her, truly feeling like Iôm missing something. She 

points towards the window.  I look out and see Natalie and her new short 

boyfriend Brad approaching the house. 

ñBetter be the last people!ò she says threateningly and shifting her 

pointed finger at me. 

ñI didnôt tell Natalie!ò I say both amused and defensively. 

ñI did,ò Sal admits.  ñShe was complaining about not having 

anything to do between School and her StarCraft tourney tonight so I said 

come on over.ò 

ñYouôre lucky!ò Jerry says to me before starting in on Sal.  ñDid you 

know I wanted to keep this on the low?ò she asks Sal.  I get up to go be 

close to the front door. 

ñI did,ò Sal repeats.  ñSheôs hot thoughò he says while getting 

immediately punched in the thigh by Fran. We all laugh. 

ñSheôs dating your best friend!ò Fran squeals in amusement. 

ñDoesnôt mean I donôt notice sheôs hot!ò Sal says with a smirk. 

ñYour dad is hot,ò Fran says with a little wiggle of defiance. 

ñDidnôt you meet Salôs dad before you met Sal?ò Justine asks with 

an impossible to ignore tone of mischief in her voice. Sal turns to watch 

Franôs response with a raised eyebrow. 

ñJustine!ò Fran says, now sitting up entirely straight.   

ñOh?ò Sal inquires before drinking some more of his beer. 

ñYes!ò Fran states getting uncomfortable, the more entertained the 

rest of us become.  ñI met him at the Christmas party last year.  He works 

with my parents.ò 

Sal nods in a gesture for her to continue the story.  Fran looks 

worried and since Iôve never heard this story before, I motion with my 

hand for her to continue as well. 

ñYou guys just like to watch me squirm!ò Fran accuses playfully. 

ñI know I do,ò Ben says making a flirty smile at her and looking 

down her body. Sam flips him off without looking in his direction as Fran 

continues. 

ñSee, we were playing Limbo and he gave me a pass every time 

my breasts hit the bar.ò she explains just as she downs the rest of her 

mixed drink. 

ñYeah?ò Sal says with a nervous smile. 

ñThen when we were playing spades he put me on his team and 

called us Power Slam,ò she says, her face now turning red.  We all stare 

expectantly, all excited about what sheôs going to say next. Beside maybe 
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Sal, as he looks a little irritated now. ñNaturally I asked what made him 

choose Power Slam and he said it was his signature sex move.ò   

I open the door just as everyone but Sal and Fran bursts into 

laughter. I only see Natalie. ñWelcome!ò I say as she smiles and enters 

the house. ñWhereôs Brad?ò 

ñOh he just dropped me off, he has to work tonight,ò she 

answers.  I catch a glimpse of her slightly baggy pants and wonder what 

her ass looks like.  Iôve never actually seen it. 

ñThat sucks,ò I say.  ñHe is a chill dude, I wanted to give him a 

couple shots before I leave.ò 

ñWhat are they all laughing about?ò Natalie asks as she continues 

toward the living room. 

ñSalôs dad hit on Fran once,ò I say as her jaw drops.  ñWhat do you 

want to drink?ò I inquire. 

ñOh my god,ò she whispers followed by ñany liquor.ò  I smile and 

nod, turning toward the kitchen.  I had brought a bottle of jack just in case 

any liquor drinkers showed up. Good thing! 

I know she doesnôt care much for ice so I pour her half a glass 

straight.  I take it out to her as Fran wraps up a recap of the story for 

Natalie. I hand her the drink and she smiles in thanks, eyes wide in 

amazement as she listens. ñAnd thatôs where Sal came in,ò Fran 

concludes. 

ñWhere did Sal go?ò I ask, realizing heôs no longer in the room.  

Fran points towards the back of the house as Natalie asks ñIs this 

the first Sal heard about this?ò   

Jerry walks over to me and leans in. ñYou should go calm Sal 

down,ò she whispers. 

ñAlright, Iôm going to duck out soon to go pick up Makayla,ò I 

inform her.   

ñNot going to stay help clean after they leave?ò she asks, looking 

hurt and lied to. 

ñIôm really sorry. I trust these guys to not make a mess.  Plus Iôll 

plant an idea in Salôs head to stay and help. It really should be fine,ò I 

assure her, trying to make up for my ditching out to take a shower before 

going to pick up Makayla. 

ñSo which Makayla is it? Silver or Reynolds?ò she asks. 

ñNeither, not sure what her last name is,ò I respond. 

Jerry rolls her eyes and turns to walk back to her seat.  I wonder 

why she rolled her eyes?  I slip out as I hear the conversation lead to 
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something about Sal getting angry. I open the back door and find Sal 

standing on the edge of the porch smoking a cigarette. 

ñYou alright man?ò I ask, hoping heôs not too angry.  I donôt want to 

leave him alone if he hasnôt gone back inside before I leave. 

ñMy dad tried to fuck my girlfriend, man,ò he confides before taking 

another drag. 

ñYeah but he didnôt,ò I attempt to console him.  ñShit dude, we all 

think sheôs fuckable.  Plus you guys didnôt even know each other at the 

time he hit on her. Also, you know everybody at work flirts with each other 

all the time.ò  His demeanor both softens a little and seems to twinge at 

being reminded we all flirt anyway.  I disregard the twinge because I 

expect that when me and flirting is together in any sentence.  I have a 

pretty long history of fucking people I shouldnôt. 

ñThatôs trueéò he says, trailing off into another drag of his now 

almost depleted cigarette. ñBut you havenôt ever hit on her as much as my 

dad,ò he concludes. 

ñThatôs fair,ò I admit.  ñI barely even flirt with people at work if 

theyôre dating another coworker.ò 

ñYeah,ò he agrees.  ñPlus I would stab you.ò 

ñFuck!ò I say with a laugh.  ñYou would probably shoot me.ò 

Sal nods in agreement. 

ñOr have Cody grab me and let you kick me in the balls 

repeatedly,ò I continue. 

He laughs and nods in further agreement.  ñYeah,ò he agrees.  ñI 

would definitely kick you in the balls.  Probably not for flirting. If you made 

out with Fran, I would.  Iôm not Aaron.ò 

ñThank fuck youôre not Aaron,ò I muse, joining him in looking down 

at the ground in thought. 

This time I wince a little.  Everybody, including myself, thinks 

Aaron should have at least beat my ass.  If not, disfigured or 

dismembered me.  Granted, I was greatly mislead by Elizabeth.  But still, I 

knew she was engaged and I knew they moved in together.  Everything I 

was told by her, I watched going the opposite direction.  I knew.  But the 

sex was so good, I didnôt want to believe it. 

ñI have to go in a bit, but Iôm worried a mess might get left for Jerry 

to have to clean up quick before the kids get home. Thatôs my problem, in 

case you wanted to know,ò I say with a partial smirk and a look of worry. 

ñOh donôt fret over that. Iôll stay with Fran and clean up if anything 

gets messy before her kids get home,ò Sal says.  I smile and pat him on 
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the back. 

ñI love you man. Hopefully youôre not fucked up about your dad 

being a horny old man,ò I say with a smile.  He nods slowly and looks out 

over the back yard. 

ñThanks. Iôm sure Iôm going to grow up just like him,ò Sal says with 

a slightly depressed looking smirk. 

ñI know I will. Iôm going to go, man,ò I say while observing his 

reaction.  I want him to be chill before I leave.  I donôt know why I try to 

keep things stable so often at parties besides just being quiet and 

drinking. 

ñCool,ò Sal says while pulling out another cigarette. ñIôm going to 

go back in after this.ò 

ñNatalieôs in there, maybe you can get her to dance again,ò I 

ponder, sending both of us into ear to ear grins. 

Natalie was dancing on an island counter at a house party some 

days ago.  For being as tiny skinny and tall as she is, her dancing is 

distractingly seductive.  She can dance in several different ways including 

hip-hop, rave, belly and hula.  And sheôs amazing at all of them.  

I step back inside to see Natalie is already half way through the 

bottle of Jack Daniels.  Everybody else is talking over three different 

conversations.  I walk over to Jerryôs side and wait for her to get to a 

stopping point in her conversation.  I notice my phone vibrate. 

 

Makayla: Hey I get off in twenty minutes! 

James: Want me to bring a towel? :P 

Makayla: HA!  

Makayla: Are you going to make me walk? 

James: Iôll be there, donôt worry. Hey, whatôs your name again? 

Makayla: WHAT?  You forgot already!? 

James: No Makayla, your last name.  I will never forget your first 

name. 

Makayla: Oh.  Faulk. 

James: Are you faulking kidding me? 

Makayla: So original! 

James: Iôll see you about 3:30. 

Makayla: You better! 

 

ñSexting?ò I hear Jerry whisper snidely and playfully.  Totally 

surprised me, as I was off in my own world. I about jumped out of my skin, 



53 
 

but think I kept my cool. 

ñYou never respond to my texts or I would,ò I reply with a 

smile.  She flips me off with her bony little Skeletor hands. 

ñYou going to sneak out?ò she asks, knowing itôs about that time. 

ñYeah, Sal should be fine.ò I say adding that piece of information. 

ñAre you sure?ò she whispers with concern in her eyes. 

ñYeah, heôs just too much like his dad. Plus he said heôd stay with 

Fran and help you clean up if neededò I respond while slipping my phone 

back in my pocket. 

ñYeah, he is too much like his dad. And thanks,ò she whispers with 

eyebrows raising and an evil grin. 

ñLater cutie,ò I say while walking around through the kitchen, 

taking a quiet route to the front door. 

ñJames, hold up!ò I hear Justine shout as I start to close the front 

door behind me.  I let the door go just before it closes so it stays cracked 

and move to the side of the front porch.  Justine comes through the door 

quickly and closes it behind her.  She stands across from me and leans 

her back against the wall and begins talking. 

ñYou do some photography, right?ò she asks with a playful look in 

her eyes.  Not sure what thatôs about or where this is goingé buté  The 

pictures of her in my mind right now are reason enough to confirm. 

ñYeah, why?  Need anything?ò I ask with various things I would 

love to do for her flashing through my mind, one after another. 

ñCool, I have your phone number so Iôll text you what Iôm thinking 

later,ò she says with the most flirty smile I think Iôve ever seen from her.  

ñAlright, no problemò I say as I turn to leave.  So glad I didnôt chub 

up there.  So glad.   
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Descent . Pickup 
 

I drive into the parking lot of the nursing home Makayla works at 

and park in a spot facing away from the front door. I look over the building 

and think it looks like it has the unmistakable aura of death. It might be 

the aging paint and dirty window sills. The grass and bushes are all lush 

and green. The trees are even full and look free from any sort of issues. 

All is well trimmed. But the building just looks as if it houses pain and 

suffering. Probably just the negative outlook I have on nursing homes. I 

should text her. 

 

James: Iôm here. 

Makayla: Iôll be out, let me change out of the scrubs. 

James: Cool 

 

I check through my email while I wait and find nothing but junk. 

Look, political shit. And here are some advertisements for places I havenôt 

shopped at in months. Penis enlargement? No thanks. Everybody jokes 

about getting this shit but it seems to really happen. Some music news I 

flag so Iôll notice and read it later. 

The passenger side door to my truck opens and Makayla steps 

into my car with a huge ear to ear smile on her face. She has an oval 

face, shoulder length very dark brown hair, brown eyes and perfect teeth. 

I do not have perfect teeth. I do wish I did DEAR LORD her cleavage. I 

knew her body was crazy in the dress she was in but this black and white 

horizontally striped tank top, holy shit. Low cut as fuck, and almost short 

enough to be daisy duke jean shorts. Fuck. Whole body is a medium 

brown and I know sheôs a white girl. Crazy hot. Turns out that dress didnôt 

show off her chest at all. 

ñAre you going to stare all day or are you going to get me out of 

here?ò she asks with a sly smile. 

ñOh shit, sorry, yeah. Wait, how did you know which vehicle was 

mine?ò I ask, wondering how she knew to come to this car. 

ñI think my first clue was seeing you sitting in the driverôs seat,ò 

she says, leaning her head against her hand and smiling at me coyly.  

ñWhere do you want to go?ò I ask, sitting up straight, trying and 

probably failing to emulate a hired driver. 

ñLos Angeles, pleaseò she says, fluttering her eyes, putting her 

hands together and leaning forward, apparently pushing out her cleavage 
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more. Jesus Christ, Iôm under glorious visual assault here. So much I 

want to memorize and so little time. 

ñMaôam I am only contractually allowed to drive you somewhere in 

the Omaha Metro area,ò I say in the most official voice I can muster. 

ñWell then I demand to be driven home,ò she huffs. She is 

obviously trying to hold back a smile so itôs extra cute, but the voice tone 

sounded creepily convincing. ñWhy are we not moving?ò she says in a 

pushed up, snooty voice. 

ñIéò I begin quietly. ñ... donôt know where you live.ò  

ñOh no!ò she gasps. ñI donôt either! What kind of a hired driver are 

you?ò she howls while leaning forward, covering her face with both hands. 

ñI actually killed the hired driver and Iôm here to take advantage of 

you,ò  I say in a raspy creeper voice I am ashamed I can do this well. 

ñOh, well, in that case Itôs just up the street to the left, Iôll show 

you,ò she says in a well done new Yorker accent. We both laugh a little as 

I begin driving. Itôs hard to focus with those legs just to my right and 

squarely in the side of my vision. 

Iôm trying not to hit anybody as Iôm driving. All I can do is imagine if 

there are any tan lines under her clothes. Are her nipples small? large? 

Are her areolas massive or proportionate to the nipples and breasts? And 

her lips! I know it was dark outside but her lips are thicker than Patriciaôs 

and she was partially black!  

ñYour conversation is riveting,ò she says, with a smirk as sheôs 

leaning her elbow against the door and propping her head up on her hand 

again. Jesus, her hair is so thick and perfectly straight. 

ñNot just my conversation,ò I insert with a smirk. 

ñDid you just claim to be boring and quiet in bed?ò she asks with 

an even bigger smirk. 

ñOh I wouldnôt know, Iôm actually completely a virgin,ò I assert 

while trying to keep an absolutely straight face. ñIôve seen some lingerie 

pictures in the ads but Iôve never even seen pornography.ò 

Her face explodes in an open mouthed and loud laugh. Her eyes, 

wide open with laughter and hair falling forward to cover them as she 

laughs harder. Fuck I should pay attention to the road. I would hate to kill 

her in an accident during our first time alone. 

ñYeah, I bet,ò she says with sarcasm while resting back into her 

elbow propped position. The smile still strong on her face as I look over to 

make eye contact. Sheôs nodding slowly with her eyebrows up, eyes 

locked on to mine. I turn my head to look back at the road and catch her 
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eyes drop from mine down towards either my lap or the wires coming out 

of my ash tray leading to the speakers behind my seat. 

ñSoooo,ò I say, starting to be filled with self-doubt and anxiety. ñAm 

I getting close?ò I ask, hoping we didnôt just talk our way into passing her 

street. 

ñNope, just turn right after that empty lot of grass up aheadò she 

instructs. ñMy dad wonôt be home for a half hour, so you can come in and 

have a soda if you want.ò  

ñDid Jean tell you I like soda?ò I ask just out of curiosity.  

ñJean didnôt, I just know soda teeth when I see them,ò she informs 

me as my dread inside quadruples.  

ñAhhhh,ò I say, hopefully not sounding like I feel. Soon as she 

hinted at having noticed my teeth I felt like all chances of us exploring 

each other faded. Feels bad, man. 

ñDonôt worry, I donôt judge anybody for indulging in what they 

enjoy,ò she comforts while taking her lower lip between her teeth for a 

nibble. Ok, well, thereôs that hope creeping back with an even more 

focused dread. Fuck.  

ñWell you obviously donôt indulge in junk food,ò I say with a smile, 

looking over to visibly run my eyes from her legs up her body to holy shit 

her neck and shoulders are fucking PERFECT. Dear lord -- 

ñNo but youôre going to want to turn right!ò she says sounding like 

Iôm going to miss it. I donôt, without looking up I turn to the right, aware of 

where I am and making the turn smoothly. Not perfectly, because I came 

a little too close to the car waiting at the stop sign at the intersection. She 

laughs in what sounds like a mixture of excitement and discomfort. 

ñYes maôamò I agree with a bigger smile, looking at her teeth, lips 

then eyes. Huge brown eyes, itôs insane. I look back at the road and 

before I can ask which house is hers she tells me. 

ñItôs the one with the trampoline in back,ò while leaning over 

towards me a little pointing. God she smells good. And Jesus, thatôs not 

just a push up bra, those things are fucking huge. How can someone with 

such a fit little body have such huge breasts? Focus! 

ñAlright, do you want me to park in the street or in the driveway?ò I 

ask, trying to plan just in case there is a certain place everyone likes to 

park. 

ñStreet. Our side,ò she says gesturing to an empty area at the end 

of her driveway on the curb. I nod and pass by her house, making a U-

turn fast enough to press her against the passenger door. A smirk 
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spreads across her face as I park forward far enough that I wonôt have to 

parallel park. I suck at that. Big time. 

ñAlright, thanks!ò she says climbing out of my truck then closing 

the door. Seems a little fast, so I hesitate to turn off the engine and get out 

myself. She turns around and leans into the window, breasts bulging 

inward and says ñAre you coming?ò A smirk spreads across her face as I 

briefly hesitate to answer. 

ñI could use a drink,ò I state with as warm a smile as I can muster. 

She stands up and taps the bottom of my open window with her hands 

and a gorgeous smile. She turns and walks up the driveway, ass swaying 

in a way I can only imagine is done on purpose. 

So glad I donôt have a boner. Sucks being horny all the time. Very 

irritating. And then trying to be kind and gentlemanly while navigating 

hormonesé Itôs not easy. Should I roll my windows up? Fuck it she left 

her front door open.  

After what feels like a couple strides Iôm standing in her houseôs 

foyer. I wonder where she went as I hear the door close behind me. I turn 

my head to see she was between the door and the wall so she could 

close it once I got in. I turn my whole body to face her and she bites her 

lower lip while smiling. I step forward towards her and she reaches out to 

grab my arms and pull her the rest of the way towards me.  

I hear her exhale hard as I lean forward to whisper in her ear. 

ñThirty minutes?ò I say, hoping she was pulling my chain and had the 

house to herself for most of the evening. 

ñAt the mostò she says in a whisper. She moves her hands to my 

waist and pulls me closer to her as she backs to the wall. I feel her 

breasts press against my ribs as I notice myself get fully hard without any 

chance for me to mentally intervene. One of her hands drops down from 

my waist to the crotch of my pants without hesitation. 

I close my eyes and lean my head back as her hand strokes me 

fast through my jeans. A few seconds later I feel my pants get pulled 

completely off at the same time as my underwear. I instinctively step one 

foot up after another as she slides them to our side between the wall and 

the rug. The feel of her breasts disappears from my chest and I open my 

eyes. 

I look down and see her mouth envelop me all the way to the 

base. I feel the head of my dick forced down her throat and am stunned 

she doesnôt gag at all. I donôt even hear the all too common gagging 

sound Iôm used to hearing if someone even attempts it. She squeezes my 
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balls with one hand and I see her other hand reach down and rub her 

pussy through her shorts. 

In one motion she stands up and pulls down her shorts and 

panties. ñWe have plenty of timeò she says with a huge smile as she 

jumps up putting her hands on my shoulders and throws her legs around 

me and pins my penis upright between us. After a brief moment of fear 

that her or both of us may fall to the ground I realize she has turned us 

and her back is against the door. On top of that I note we are completely 

stable. 

I involuntarily moan a little out of sheer excitement as she 

squeezes with her legs, rising her up just enough for the head of my penis 

to run down her clit and lips. I feel a large amount of moisture completely 

cover the head of my penis as it rubs down her, just before she thrusts 

her pelvis forward, forcing me into her. Her pussy is tighter than the grip 

she had with her hands earlier. 

I lean my head back and let out a louder moan as I put my hands 

on her hips and pull her against me. She thrusts her hips forward and 

back again. I feel my penis penetrating and bending as the angle forces it 

in and out with pressure on the middle of my shaft. I try to regain 

composure and notice her shirt came off at some point. Now she is only 

wearing a thin, see through bra. I lean forward and start sucking on her 

chest, just above her breast as she begins to moan. 

I feel liquid starting to run down my inner thighs as her thrusts 

increase in speed. I quickly move my hands down beneath her ass and 

grip each cheek tightly. I pull her towards me with every thrust to force 

myself a little deeper each time. I step back a little to get her angled a bit 

better and focus more on keeping her held up. She lifts her legs back so 

theyôre up my chest and on each side of my head. 

Her shoulders are now the only part in contact with the door. I 

have a death grip on her ass, holding her up as I fuck her hard and fast. 

Her arms wrapped around her legs and my torso, making it easy for me to 

control the speed. Every couple thrusts I hear liquid landing on the floor 

that isnôt among the liquid running down my legs. Her eyes are squinted 

closed and mouth wide open, breathing heavily. 

Her head pushes back against the door a little as she starts 

shouting out. I keep my grip and slow my thrusts outward and push as 

hard as I can each time I go back in. I keep doing this as her shouts get 

louder. Once I feel her shifting to a full orgasm instead of cumming 

repeatedly, I feel a flush of water spray my pelvis and ricochet off my 
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balls, all over my legs and the floor. I was under the impression she had 

an orgasm or two already.  

The sound level of her screams is now almost deafening as her 

muscles start loosening, causing me to have to shift focus from timing 

thrusts to increase her orgasmic potency to not letting her fall to the floor. 

Her legs start shifting and I move so she can get one after the other on 

the floor. Her legs move towards a standing position as my penis slides 

out and I step back. 

I look down and am proud of myself for not getting off and being 

as hard as I can possibly be. I look up and see her head leaning forward, 

sweat formed on her breasts as she wobbles on her feet. I lean forward 

and wrap my arms behind her embracing her and launching into 

passionate kissing. I break the kiss and whisper ñHere.ò 

She opens her eyes and has an eyebrow movement as if silently 

saying ñWhat?ò before reengaging the kiss. I pull my hands from behind 

her and massage her breasts a little causing her to be distracted from her 

end of the passionate kiss. I move her and rotate her to facing the wall 

next to the door. I hear her groan a little in anticipation as I put one hand 

on her waist, wrapping around so my pointer finger is on her pelvic bone. 

I place my other hand on her left shoulder, gripping firmly. 

She moans a little as I bend my knees and slip back into her now 

extremely warm and drenched pussy. I can feel that it has throbbed up 

between her getting back on her feet and now. She leans her head 

forward fast, bumping her head on the wall before laughing a little. I move 

my hand from her shoulder to opposite the same spot the other hand is 

around her waist. I pull her back a little, forcing me further in. She makes 

a small yelping sound before moaning loudly. 

She puts her hands flat on the wall, pushing us both back a couple 

steps. She almost makes me slide on some liquid on the wood floor 

before I regain traction and start fucking her hard and fast. I worry now a 

little about making her lose her traction. Iôm carefully moving her a little 

forward and back by her waist. I shift to pinning her in position and 

pounding as hard and fast as I can. I feel her cum several times before I 

slow down.  

She starts breathing slower and deeper as I fuck slower and 

slower. She starts pulling forward like she wants to stop so I let myself 

slide out a little. As soon as Iôm out she moves herself down a little and 

almost jams me squarely into her ass hole. 

ñSwitch holes?ò I ask, never having actually given anal before. 
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She nods quickly, bumping her head on the wall again and sighing. 

I grip her waist again in a slightly different position and put the 

head of my penis squarely on her anus. She quickly pushes herself 

backwards away from the wall and lets out a quick moan. Now that sheôs 

forced herself all the way down to my base, her legs begin trembling and 

her breath increases. The momentary worry about lube was warrantless 

considering the sheer amount of moisture on both of us. 

I think for a moment about how Iôve never really done anal before 

and never thought I would enjoy giving it. Nor do I remember anyone Iôve 

been with enjoying receiving- 

My ability to think is destroyed by the moans coming from her 

throat. They are loud enough that I can feel the vibrations in my body and 

hear them echoing through the house. Her amazing little ass slides off my 

dick and slams back around it repeatedly. I would worry about it hurting 

her but by the speed in which she is rocking back and forth having totally 

taken control of the, I have no doubt sheôs enjoying it. 

Suddenly she lunges forward far enough, flattening herself against 

the wall for a moment before very quickly moving to the rug. She moves 

some clothes out of the way and gets positioned on all fours. She swings 

her hair in front of her and turns to look back at me, gritting her teeth. She 

wiggles her ass back and forth as I stand there observing in awe. I shake 

my head and smile and drop to my knees just behind her. She turns 

forward and puts her head down as I grip her waist. She wiggles her ass 

again as I reach with one hand to position my cock for anal entry. 

She shifts a little so Iôm about to enter her pussy instead. At first I 

grip her waist and hold her still as I adjust just outside her ass, feeling 

heat from her pussy radiating upward on the bottom of my dick. Then I 

hear her trying to say something between gasping for air and involuntarily 

moaning. I slow down a little and she gets a couple quick whispers out. 

ñPussy, pussy.ò 

Personally her pussy felt better to me so I donôt hesitate in slowly 

positioning it outside her pussy. She thrusts back and forces me most of 

the way in. She keeps moving her hair around and I start to wonder. I 

start slowly running my fingertips from her gorgeous ass cheeks up and 

down her back. Every few times I do it I feel her cum again so I try to slow 

it down a little. I slowly get her close to cumming again several times then 

when her breathing starts picking up again I grip a cheek in each hand 

and fuck her as hard and fast as I can. 

Her head leans forward and her legs start to tremble as I go 
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harder and harder. Her shoulders start to come together and her arms 

start folding, lowering herself forward. I feel her starting to get more 

drenched and hear her moans slowly increasing in loudness and tone. 

She starts moving her hair around like before so I carefully reach forward 

and grip a lot of it in my hand and gently pull. She instantly shifts from 

moaning to screaming and I feel her internally pulsing hard and fast, liquid 

splashing against my balls. I feel my knee traction starting to get slippery 

as the liquid is collecting on the rug. She leans her head forward a little to 

force her hair to get pulled a little harder as she starts moving her pelvis 

in quick circular motions. The way it forces my dick to rotate in angles 

inside her as I pound her as hard as I can feels fucking amazing. 

She starts winding down and pulls forward, collapsing forward on 

the floor, hair slipping out of my hands. Fuck, I donôt feel like Iôm even 

close to getting off. I let myself slide out and start massaging her back, 

not realizing her cum is dripping all over her ass off of my dick. I look at 

the door she was facing before we went to the rug and start laughing 

loudly. 

ñWhatò she barely gets out, still breathing fairly heavily. 

ñYou left tit prints on the wallò I say, gesturing pointlessly as sheôs 

forehead down on the rug. Jesus, this rug is soft and comfortable besides 

where itôs saturated. I hear her laughing and see her looking over at the 

door. Then her eyes go wide. ñWhat?ò I ask. 

ñLook at the doorò she says, slowly rolling over on her back. 

Jesus, she looks amazing, Her breasts even look huge when sheôs on her 

back. Iôve never even seen any that look that good in porn. Damn. Not for 

that size, anyway. I turn and look at the door and see various moist hand 

prints and liquid all down the face of it. I also notice what appears to be 

imprints of her shoulder in the wall where we started. 

ñOh holy shitò I say, just as she crawls around in front of me and 

knocks me on my back, splashing a little on the rug. I bump my head on 

the floor as I land but donôt care at all. 

ñIôm going to finish you offò she says, climbing on and positioning 

over me. She reaches down and grips the base of my dick hard, which 

doesnôt make me any harder because I havenôt lessened in firmness.  

ñGood luckò I say, not meaning to be insulting but unable to think 

clearly with her breasts firmly in my face. She scowls a little as she slowly 

lowers herself down around me. I reach up and take her waist in my 

hands as she shifts her weight onto one hand. Her other hand reaches 

between my hands and starts rubbing her clit as she finishes her descent. 
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ñFuck, Jamesò she says as her eyes close and she simultaneously 

rubs her clit and starts thrusting her hips. Iôm not sure if I prefer gyrating 

and grinding or this forward and backward thrusting she seems to love. 

But it does feel good with how much control she has over her vaginal 

muscles. 

I lean my head back as she starts shifting to rising and crashing 

down over and over. I move my hands from her hips to her breasts as she 

starts groaning and whimpering. Suddenly her pussy muscles start 

pulsating and squeezing in a bunch of quick patterns as she rises and 

falls quicker and quicker. I feel the buildup in my balls as I feel 

amazement. Holy shit, how did she make this happen?  

She descends completely to the base of my dick and sits up, 

thrusting forward and back a short distance with each motion and at a 

pace so fast her breasts jiggle under my grip. Her head goes back and 

both of her hands balance herself on my thighs as she grips them strong 

enough to hurt. 

I feel the squeezing patterns of her vaginal muscles continue as I 

take my turn moving my head around and bumping it hard into the floor 

underneath me. At least I had a rug besides the door. I move a hand from 

her right breast down to her clit and rub it hard and fast. I lose my train of 

thought as I start pumping burst after burst into her and scream quite loud 

myself. I canôt tell if I actually yelled Makaylaôs name several times while I 

was getting off or if that was in my head. I know most of the screaming 

had to be unintelligible.  

Room spinning a little I see her slide off me quick and collect her 

clothes. Her eyes look huge and terrified as I sit up and try to get back 

towards reality.  

ñJust grab your clothes and back door, that wayò she whispers 

waving her finger towards a doorway in the living room. ñHurry!ò she 

commands. Directly after she says that I hear a car door close. 

I look around and find my shorts with my boxers still in them and 

jump onto them. Luckily my feet land in the leg holes and I pull them up 

fast, catching my penis in the unzipped zipper. I bite my cheek and blurt 

out an indiscernible ñFuckò as I look around the room. 

Makayla also almost fully dressed kisses my cheek, hair brushing 

my nose then whispers ñgo.ò She points toward the kitchen just down the 

hall beyond the foyer. ñSliding door in the dining roomò she whispers 

sounding fully panicked. What feels like half a second later Iôm fiddling 

with and unlocking the back door. Then Iôm half way across the yard and 
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gone through the far tree line. 

Behind the row of houses on her street there is a tree line 

separating them from the neighborhood a turn further down North 

Broadway. Luckily for me there is a stream with a dirt walking trail up the 

side of it running through the center of the tree line. I run up the trail and 

plan to casually walk back down the street in a little while. I figure that will 

be slick enough that I can just get in my truck and leave. Still feeling 

generally numb and wrecked with post orgasmic bliss, I am amazed I am 

moving this fast. I still barely have composure.  
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Descent . Adrenaline 
 

The path breaks off through some trees, away from the stream. It 
ends in a grassy field. It takes but a moment to realize this is a park and 
there is a small parking lot at the top end of Makaylaôs street. What luck, 
what fucking luck. I can fuck around up here and go get my car as if I 
parked at the bottom of the street and walked to and from the park. 
Awesome. 
 

Makayla: Come get your truck. 
James: Yeah? 
Makayla: Come get your truck. 
James: Alright.  

 
What the fuck? I wonder why she repeated herself without saying 

anything more? Hmmm. 
 

James: Everything cool? 
Makayla: Cool. Come get your truck. 

 
Well what the fuck. Whatever. I look down the street and canôt see 

my truck thanks to a small curve half way down. Well. Now my heart is 
pumping fiercely. Was that her? Was that her dad? Is he telling her to 
make me come back? Does he have a gun? How big is this dude? I start 
walking down the street so I can see my truck. 
 

Makayla: Are you coming? 
 

Hmmm. Should I make some shit up and lay low? Could be her 
dad. 
 

James: Iôm not near your house, can I drop by later and pick it 
up?ò 

Makayla: You are close. Come get your truck. 
 

Ok now Iôm quite nervous. My pace quickens a little. I donôt want 
to just sprint down the sidewalk in case someone is standing somewhere 
watching, waiting. I want to still feel like I have a little bit of deniability that 
I had anything to do with anything in that house. 

As I approach the curve I see broken glass in the street close to 
where my truck is parked. FUCK. I walk out between two parked cars and 
peek further down the street I see a man standing on my hood, pointing at 
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me. I canôt tell how tall he is or really how big he is from this distance. I 
see he is holding a baseball bat, though. FUCK. Fuck. FUCK! 

I move back as low as I can toward the sidewalk and run up 
towards the park again. Not twenty paces later I hear the squeal of tires 
down the street. I feel like I could black out based on how hard my blood 
is pumping. My run turns into a sprint filled with all the energy I can push 
into it. I feel I make damn good time to the path beyond the tree line at the 
edge of the park. I decide to run down the path towards the main street. 
Maybe I can get in sight of other people and not get murdered. 

The sun dims as clouds slowly roll into the area. Fuck, the clouds 
look like theyôre low and dark gray. Great. If it rains while Iôm outside on 
foot this is going to suck. I know little Jean lives near here. But I donôt 
remember where.  

I stop just before I get into plain sight of Makaylaôs back porch. I 
can hear a vehicle tearing down the street from the park. I hear it screech 
to a stop at what sounds like the stop sign at the intersection of her street 
and North Broadway. I was thinking I could head to the right a bit to the 
small business cluster to take shelter. I hear more squealing as the 
vehicle sounds to take a U-turn, traveling back up the street towards the 
park. I take this chance to run as fast as I can down the path to the 
sidewalk on this side of North Broadway. I sprint the last length of the path 
a little faster than I should have.  I really hope I didnôt just fuck a muscle 
up.  Better than dead, I suppose.  

Once to the sidewalk I look both ways and it happens to be clear 
enough for me to sprint across. I hear the sound of squealing tires from 
what sounds like the right distance away to be in the parking lot of the 
park. As I hear them blend into the sound of a revving engine I run across 
the street safely to the other side. I continue to run up the street in the 
opposite direction from her house and towards the businesses. Hopefully 
I can find a place up there to lay low. I guess the way my truck ended in 
the dream was wrong. 

Iôm a couple blocks up North Broadway and havenôt seen any cars 
driving crazily. I really wish I had hid in a bush and gotten a look at what 
the car speeding up and down her street looked like FUCK. Fuck. Fuck 
fuck. Itôs too late to go back now. Iôm almost down to the business cluster.  

Only two cars sitting in the gas station parking lot but nobody 
parked in front of the comic book store. Hmmm. Comic store it is. At least 
they have a bunch of music and video games to look at. Never been 
much of a comic book person, but if I have to Iôll dig through them too. I 
do miss reading superman stuff before he ñdiedò and came back in 20 
different versions.  
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I open the door and the mounted bells that ring actually cause me 
to jump. I really hate being this on edge. I especially hate it when Iôm 
trying to act normal and blend. 

ñAnything I can help you find?ò a kind looking man asks. He looks 
at me and I feel as if he can see right through me. As if he can clearly see 
that something is horribly wrong. But I try to act like Iôm just here chilling. 

ñJust browsing, thanksò I respond. Fuck. I can hear the terror in 
my own voice. 

ñWell, let me know. We have a water fountain back in the hallway 
by the bathrooms,ò he states as gesturing toward the back corner. I never 
did notice that little hallway before. Just the larger one leading through the 
curtains that I always wondered if it lead to a porn viewing booth or some 
shit. 

ñAlright, I appreciate itò I say in all honesty. I might just go fucking 
hide in the bathroom for two hours. Here in this spot, though, I can see 
out the windows and at least have a couple second warning to maybe 
jump under a table and kiss my own ass goodbye. 

ñYou alright, son?ò the guy asks. Fuck, I didnôt think he was THAT 
much older than me!  

ñYeah, Iôm just looking for some musicò I say feeling itôs probably 
terribly obvious as Iôm now looking around trying to remember where the 
music even is. 

ñWe havenôt sold music or video games here in yearsò he says 
with a growing look of concern. ñWe have a few reading rooms back 
behind that curtain if you want to go browse some certain comics. You 
know, to decide if you want to add them to your collection.ò He gestures 
toward the draped hallway. 

ñYeah that sounds greatò I say, indiscriminately grabbing a hand 
full of comics as carefully as I can and walking quickly toward the 
curtains. As my hand reaches to brush the curtains aside, I pass through, 
hearing a familiar vehicle approaching. I hurry and pick the furthest room 
on the left.  

Fuck! Fuck, did he see me in here? No, no I doubt it, heôll have to 
sweep the area and look through the businesses. Even if he does start 
here, I should be able to hear him and maybe FUCK, thereôs just a couch 
in here. Smells clean though, but fuck. I lift up the couch to see if maybe I 
can lay under it and be hidden but the bottom is covered in cloth and I 
can see the inside is mostly springs and uninhabitable. FUCK.  

I hear the bells ring and my heart jumps through my throat. I sit 
down very carefully as to not make any noise and set all the comics on 
the cushion next to me. I realize the walls are a medium gray. and the 
couch is a dark brown. A bunch of comic characters, most of which I donôt 



67 
 

recognize, adorning the walls and ceiling in well-spaced posters attached 
to the walls in a way I canôt really make out. Glue? Wallpaper?  

ñDo you have, haveé This?ò I hear a small male voice ask. 
ñYes we do! Let me show you,ò I hear the man respond. 
A huge wave of relief washes over me as I relax in the cushions a 

little. Those bells, those are fucking great. And Iôm glad I can make out 
voices enough from back here. Enough to at least have an idea, anyway. 

The bells ring again. An even bigger wave of panic and rise in 
blood pressure accompanies hearing it. Fuck, calm the fuck down. That 
dude seemed to have understood I was in a panic and might actually 
cover for me.  

ñHey, Ronald!ò a more adult male voice says. Ronald, thatôs my 
dadôs name. Nice. Comic book guy Ronald. 

ñHowdy, John. What brings you in here?ò Ronald asks with a 
sound of concern in his voice. 

ñOh just looking for some little corpse,ò John says. WHAT THE 
FUCK? Holy fuck, Iôm getting light headed, shut up shut the fuck up and 
listen.. fucking shhh, quiet in your head mother fucker, be quiet.. 

ñWhat? Seems Iôm a magnet for worked up people today,ò Ronald 
states with a growing sound of concern in his voice. 

ñWorked up people?ò John asks, sounding closer to the hallway 
entry. There is no response from Ronald or further words from the other 
voice. I decide to squeeze myself as small as I can on the opposite side 
of the couch from the entry to this small room and hope for the best. Fuck 
THE COMICS! I reach up and grab them and hold them next to me. I 
have no idea if my arm or a part of my leg is visible without walking into 
the room but all I can do at this point is - 

ñThese rooms are empty, god dammitò I hear Ronald say. ñThat kid 
must have stolen those comics. I need to get a goddam tone on thisò he 
continues as I hear a push bar operated door open. Was there a fucking 
exit door at the FUCK THERE IS. Fuck I didnôt even notice that, that 
hallway is so dark. I just wanted to get in a fucking room FUCK.  

ñYou go right Iôll go left?ò I hear John say, sounding like he is 
standing exactly in the doorway. 

ñStand here, Iôll lock the front doorò Ronald says as he I hear his 
footsteps heading down the short hallway towards the store face. 

I hear heavy breathing from what still sounds like the doorway to 
the room. I hear a door hinge sounding like itôs supporting a door slowly 
swinging a little one way to the other. Itôs amazing to me how I feel like I 
have super human hearing at the moment.. Trying to ignore my heart 
feeling like itôs about to blow through my ribcage. 

ñCan you wait here? We need to leave the store for a momentò I 
hear Ronald ask. 
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ñYes sirò the young mousey voice replies. Before the word sir is 
completed I hear footsteps running down the hallway again and I hear the 
door bar impacted again. I hear footsteps landing heavily on the concrete 
outside and canôt tell what direction theyôre going but I hear them both 
getting further and further from the door.  

Holy fuck is it even possible they didnôt see me? I must have 
compressed myself a lot smaller than I imagined with sheer force of 
terror. Without thinking I jump up on the couch and with two steps leap off 
the couch into the hallway.  

I hear a small voice ask ñHello?ò but ignore it. I go to run out the 
back door but it feels like it is barred or otherwise blocked from the 
outside. Oh Jesus fuck what do I do? Surely at least one of them will be in 
view of the front of the store momentarily. ROOF! Must be roof access 
somewhere. I look around at the ceilings in the dark hallway and reading 
rooms but see nothing. I walk out into the store and a very small child 
who is probably in his teens but looks like he could be passed off as an 
eight year old looks at me with wide, confused eyes. 

ñJust here working on some pipesò I blurt out, probably looking 
terrified and about to pass out. He seems to accept it and buries his face 
back in the comic he was reading before I interrupted him. 
 Bathrooms! I look at the narrow hallway with a drinking fountain 
built into the wall. Nothing on that ceiling. Check the male bathroom, 
nothing. FUCK. I come back out and check the other door. Shit itôs locked! 
This isnôt a female bathroom this is a closet or store room. Has to be in 
here. I pull my phone out and turn on the flashlight and shine it into the 
crack in the door. OH FUCK YES.  
 I slip my phone back in my pocket as fast as I can and pull out my 
wallet so fast I almost drop it. I open it and get an old PayPal card out and 
quickly slip it in the door. I shift the card around, having seen the doorôs 
closing mechanism and pop the door open. Fucking love handle locks 
with poor installation on a door that opens inward besides outward. So 
stupid easy to get into.  

ñSir?ò the boy asks sounding terrified himself now. FUCK, Didnôt 
even remember the kid was in a direct line of sight. I jump in what 
appears to be a utility room. FUCK NO ROOF ACCESS FUCK. Fuck. I 
shut the door and lock it as I can hear the boy starting to walk down the 
hallway. Balls on that shy kid, for sure. FUCK. Fuck. All words are falling 
out of my mind but fuck. Fuck is all I can fucking think about. What am .. 
Is that a utility access panel?  

I run across the seven feet wide room or so and try to open the 
panel. Ahh of course this fucker is locked. I pull my phone back out and 
almost blind myself with the light. Shit itôs darker back here than I noticed 
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in my panic. And this lock is a bolt I canôt just card. Fuck. I swivel around 
to put my back against the wall and slide down to a sitting position.  

Well fuck. Now what the fuck? I point my flashlight around the 
room and find a small tool bench. I jump up and walk over to it and see 
nothing but screwdrivers, hammers, some nails and crap you would 
assume could be used to fix or otherwise alter tables and display racks. 
Shelves, shit like that. !!!!! A bunch of keys on hooks hang just above the 
pegboard!  

I turn quickly and inspect the lock as far in as I can see, which isnôt 
far. I look back at the keys and grab the 3 that look similar and rush back 
to the locked panel. First one, crap, too thick. Thatôs what she said. 
REALLY? Jokes when SHUT UP. Second one, WORKS NICE.  

I pull open the panel and realize this is a ladder down, not a utility 
panel or a ladder up, or another room with an electric boxé. Or an 
electric box. I shine my light down and realize instantly what this is. This is 
access to the tunnel network under old town Council Bluffs. I was 
confused why it would exist here until I remembered this is the north 
business district that has dwindled down in business saturation. NICE! I 
vaguely remember a map of the utility tunnels under the town.  

I realize there is a knob on the back side of the panel so I can re-
lock it and I return the keys to the hooks as fast as I can. I almost jump 
into the panel and gladly land in a controlled way on the ladder. I turn and 
close the panel as fast but as quietly as I can. I put the corner of my 
phone in my mouth and hope to fuck I donôt scratch my preciousôs screen 
as I hold the ladder with one hand and lock the access door with my 
other. 

Should I wait and listen and see if they come back and search the 
store more thoroughly? Should I get the fuck down in the tunnels and 
crawl my ass as fast as I can toward downtown and come out at my old 
church? Or anywhere down there? Far from here? Fuck. What if they 
came down to the tunnels from another entry? Thatôs terrifying, nobody 
would hear screams of any kind down there. I better wait right here. Then 
Iôll at least feel like I have a choice to flee back into and through the store 
as they climb up the 15 feet or so, or jump down and flee if they open the 
utility room door. 

Letôs not stay at Jerryôs. Why would I do that? People I like, 
somebody Iôll never get a chance with who I could flirt with pointlessly and 
mentally undress all day? Salôs the shit, I could have talked to him an 
hour alone right there Iôm sure. Yeah, REAL glad I got to make Makayla 
cum everywhere and almost lose control three times but now Iôm being 
hunted by someone who apparently has friends enough places to grab 
them and join him in the hunt? FUCK. 
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God her body was amazing though. Easily the best Iôve been with. 
Fuck, I hope this gamble ends up being worth it. I look down the ladder 
into the total darkness and wonder. Fuck, there are probably spiders up 
the ass all over this entire passage. FUCK. I try to recall the map and 
remember vividly a main passage down the length of the canal that is 
underground just off of where I am now. Shit, that has to be big enough to 
walk in until it reaches the main line the subway used to be in under 
downtown.  

This is kind of exciting now that I think about it.  
I hear a very faint sound of the bells. Jesus fuck I didnôt realize 

how thick this wall is Iôm behind. This must be between the comic place 
and the bar. Shit. I look down and debate just going down now. What if 
Ronald came back to the store to open it up in case they think Iôd come 
back for some reason? And John is down in the tunnels? What the fuck 
happened to my truck? Shit. So many questionsé What the fuck do I do? 

I stay very still and shift my weight and grip from one hand and 
foot to the other. If I alternate for a while I should be able to stay clung to 
this ladder for a good while. I feel a vibration on my thigh and think, 
thereôs no way Iôm checking what that text says. If dude is down in the 
tunnel below moving around quietly enough for me to not hear him the 
light will announce my position instantly.  

Wait, my fucking cell phone. I should text Michael and see what 
heôs doing. Maybe he can come grab some comics and text me positions 
so I can know what I need to do. He wasnôt at the party by the time I left. 
Maybe heôs there. 

James: Michael! You at Jerryôs? 
Michael: Dick! Youôre not! 
James: Yeah, got myself in a jam. 
Michael: A dick in a jam? No! 
James: Fuck you! 
Michael: Where are you? 
James: Under the comic place up by Christy Cream.  
Michael: Crying about Superman? 
James: FUCK YOU THAT WAS SHIT 
Michael: Whatôs the jam? 

 James: Can you come and act like youôre buying 
I hit send, shut vibration off and shove the phone back in my 

pocket as I hear the utility room door being unlocked.  
ñI donôt know why those boys canôt stay out of troubleò I hear an 

older female voice muttering to herself. ñI wish for one month they could 
just stay out of jail. Thatôs where theyôre going. Theyôre going to jail. 
Theyôre going to jail. They always go to jail.ò  
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I now feel terror rising again as I realize they BOTH could be down 
in the tunnels looking for me. Or they could both be realizing Iôm not in the 
area above ground and will soon be heading down to the tunnels. Maybe 
I can pop out and ask her if she can help me get away. I really want to 
explore the tunnels but I would much rather have a better chance to live 
without getting pummeled to death in darkness.  

As if I didnôt make a decision and my hand had its own agenda, I 
feel a hand rise up, unlocking the panel and opening it. 

ñWhat? Robert you shouldnôt come up here. You know Iôm 
watching your store for youò the woman says. HOLY FUCK, somebodyôs 
looking for me in the tunnels good fucking show, hand! 

ñMaôam?ò I say, slowly opening the access door. I can hear my 
voice crack as I say the single word. ñI need help.ò Fuck I feel like such a 
fucking pussy.  

ñOh! Dear boy!ò she says sounding like a sweet old woman. 
ñTheyôre looking for you?ò she asks, sounding surprised. 

ñYes, I did something I thought was good but turned out to be a 
mistakeò I respond. I get footing on the concrete floor and feel like Iôve 
been hanging on to that ladder for hours, though I know itôs only been 
minutes. 

ñI hear that!ò she says with a kind sounding laugh. ñI have an idea 
how to get you safe.ò Can I trust her? Shit. Do I have a choice? I have to 
ask, if for no other reason than curiosity. 

ñTell me what I need to doò I request. Shit, what if she stabs me or 
something and holds me for them? 

She reaches in her pocket and pulls out car keys. Really? Giving 
me a car? What? She pushes a button on the key fob and says ñGet in 
my trunk, no, seriously.ò Her eyes look both happy and pleading. ñYouôll 
be safe there. If one of them comes back, Iôll still have time where I can 
get you safely out of here.ò 

This sounds strangely reasonable. What are my options? At least 
one of them is in the tunnels. FUCK. She seems so nice. Fuck. ñAlright, 
which car is yours?ò I ask. She laughs, sounding ever more like a kind old 
woman. 

ñThe only one out front as far as I know,ò she says in a tone I have 
only heard from innocent old ladies. The type I always feel driven to mow 
the lawn for on request. ñThe trunk will be partially open, hurry! John 
should be up the street checking Christy Cream right now!ò 

Without thinking my legs move me out of the utility closet, down 
the narrow hallway and through the store. I feel my hands hit the bar of 
the door and it flies open stronger than I meant it to. The bells ringing 
louder than ever. I glance frantically in all directions and see nobody but 



72 
 

people at the gas station. I see a trunk indeed an inch or so open just in 
front of me.  

She backed in to the comic store spot? That seems a little strange 
but I really donôt see a choice. I lift up the trunk lid and jump in. Very 
clean, empty. I pull it shut and the moment it closes I think FUCK, FUCK, I 
COULD HAVE RUN TO WHERE PEOPLE ARE AT THE GAS STATION. 
Oh Jesus fuck. I pull my phone out quickly and turn the flashlight back on, 
looking for any trunk release I can find.  

ñWhat is going on?ò I faintly hear the small boy in the comic book 
store asking. I hear the bells again followed almost instantly by a real loud 
whistle.  

ñHeôs here!ò I hear a ragged sounding woman yell. What? FUCK! 
Jesus Iôm fucking stupid, Iôm so gullible. What the fuck, really? Yeah letôs 
get in the fucking trunk, what a great plan. ñHeôs here!ò I hear repeated in 
a slightly louder yell. I hear some haggard laughter and the female 
muttering from before saying ñHow stupid, how stupid, how stupid.ò I hear 
bells again and return to trying to focus on finding a release for the trunk. 

Then the trunk clicks and opens. What the fuck? Do I fucking 
move? Now would be a great time for a fatal heart attack. Iôd rather die 
naturally than be raped with an axe and left to bleed out somewhere, or 
whatever the fuck this - 

My thought is interrupted by the trunk opening and MICHAEL! I 
see a blur of my friend and feel pain on the side of my ribs as he grabs 
me with one arm. I feel a sharp pain on the side of my head and a flash of 
light as everything gets blurry. The pain in my ribs lessens a little and I 
hear what sounds to me like a cat getting skinned alive. Only with words 
that sound like hurry or holy or dearie.  

I feel pain in my shoulder as the blur gets darker and hear thumps 
with heavy reverb followed by tire squealing. This time itôs not several 
dozen feet away from me but right under me and the dizziness from the 
vibration underneath me makes me nauseous.  

ñThey put you in their trunk?ò I hear Michael ask in what sounds 
like three different voices. ñHow did they get you in their trunk?ò I hear him 
ask again. 

I try to make words in response but just mumble.  
ñShit your head is bleedingò he says as I feel pressure on the side 

of my head.  
I start to make out his hand with a t-shirt pressed against the side 

of my head. Shit, I feel wet on my face. How much am I bleeding? I close 
my eyes and try to focus on staying conscious. Jesus Michael. acts fast. .  
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Descent . Drink The Pain Away 
 

ñAlright weôre going to park here and make sure youôre not going 
to dieò Michael says. I hear the engine left on as he gets out of the car 
and walks around to the rear passenger door, opening it. I feel something 
peel off the side of my head, now more of a sting than numb. ñThatôs not a 
deep cut at all you pussyò he informs me as he wipes the side of my head 
with a cold wet cloth of some sort. It stings quite a lot so I pull away a little 
and try to sit up. 

ñThanks manò I say clearly with surprise. ñHow long were you 
there before you got me out of there?ò 

ñHold onò he demands while pushing me back down on my side 
and continuing to wipe the side of my head with a now warmer wet cloth. 

ñI love you manò I say, feeling like I am going to cry. DO. NOT. 
CRY. Already going to get made fun of enough for willingly climbing into 
the back of some fuckôs trunk. Jesus what the fuck was I thinking. 

ñYou should be fineò Michael says, pulling me up into a sitting 
position by my arm and laughing. 

ñThanks, I owe you hugeò I admit, while carefully touching the side 
of my head. I look around and realize weôre in the Wal-Mart parking lot by 
Toys R Us, on the opposite side of town from Makaylaôs house. ñDid you 
drive the whole way here with one hand on my head?ò I ask. 

ñHow did they get you in that trunk? You seemed awake already 
when I opened it,ò Michael states. 

ñHow did you open it?ò I inquire, somewhat at a loss. He giggles 
as he closes the car door and runs around to jump in the driver seat 
again. Once he gets in, he reaches to the floor of the passenger side and 
pulls up a little remote of some sort. He wiggles it around and giggles 
more. 

ñTold you, I picked this up last weekò he reminds me, as I 
recognize it. It is the frequency scanner. ñJust happened to be pulling in 
and had turned it on as she opened the trunk for you to get in.ò I feel a 
much smaller panic than Iôve grown accustomed to rush through me 
again. 

ñYou saw me climb in?ò I ask in a little more than a whisper. He 
responds with an annoyed sounding giggle. Fuck, Jesus Iôm never going 
to live this mother fucker down. Hello, my name is James and I willingly 
climb into trunks and shut myself in those bitches. FUCK. 

ñYes I didò he confirms as he shifts into drive and starts us out of 
the parking lot. ñWhat the fuck were you jumping in trunks for?ò he asks, 
now sounding more amused than annoyed. 

I sit up and get my seatbelt on. I love Michael, but he can get a 
little crazy with his driving. Which at this moment Iôm sure will have no 
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effect at all in my current mental state. Holy fuck, now Iôm starting to focus 
on what the fuck happened to my truck. I know at least some of the 
windows are broken out and I can only assume the hood is dented up, as 
he was standing on it. 

ñWhy did you, though? Climb in the trunkò he asks, as the 
question must have surely been digging in his mind from the moment he 
saw me climb in under my own power. 

ñI fucked Makaylaò I say, sounding a lot more remorseful than I 
would ever imagine I could. 

ñOkay?ò he asks, not making the link of how that leads to me in 
someoneôs trunk. 

ñI need to drink, manò I inform him, as I feel a headache coming 
on fast and strong. I lean my head forward and close my eyes, propping 
my head up with my hand over my forehead. 
 ñWeôre going back to where Jerryôs house was, firstò Michael 
states with a worried voice. 
 ñWhat? Was?ò I ask slowly raising my head up and opening my 
eyes. Fuck itôs bright outside. That sun needs to fuck off. 
 ñWell, now itôs a smoke pitò Michael says, accelerating a little 
faster. 
 ñWhat? Now itôs my turn to ask what happenedò I say with anxiety 
rising again. 
 ñNatalie was dancing on her coffee table and knocked over Salôs 
vodkaò he begins. ñAnd candles were already lit on the table, so it was a 
pretty quick start of a fire.ò 
 ñOh holy fuckò I blurt out realizing whatôs probably coming next. 
Being Ben dumping his everclear on it. 
 ñBen dumped his -ò Michael begins. 
 ñEverclear on it?ò I interrupt. 
 ñYes, and it spread to the carpet instantlyò he continues. ñThat 
carpet is really flammable and we were getting people out as fast as we 
could.ò 
 ñWere her kids home!?ò I yell while trying as hard as I can not to 
cry. I canôt believe this happened to Jerryôs house. 
 ñNo, she had them taken to her momôs house for the night so they 
werenôt there since the party was getting crazyò he concludes. His hands 
grip the steering wheel tight as he slows down a little and eyeballs his 
rear view mirror. 
 ñTell me there arenôt cops behind us,ò I ask quietly. 
 ñNo, just checkingò he replies, while scanning the road ahead. 

Fuck. Today took the biggest U-turn, in the biggest way Iôve ever 
experienced. Jesus, Jerryôs going to kill me. That party was my idea. Iôve 
got to text Jean and see if she can meet us there. 
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James: Can you meet us at Jerryôs? 
Jean: Already on the way. Did you start a fire? 
James: No, I was in the trunk. 
Jean: Huh? 
James: Donôt worry, Michael will tell you soon. 
Jean: Oh is that what his text meant? 
James: What text? 
Jean: He said you ARE the junk in the trunk. 
 
I start laughing hard and fast, then quickly stop and rest my right 

palm against the side of my head.  
ñHeadache?ò Michael muses with a smile. 
ñFuck you, I love youò I say while closing my eyes. 
I see smoke on the horizon. A column of white smoke thatôs much 

thinner at the bottom than towards the top. Itôs getting too dark to make 
out at which point up the column or downwind the smoke transitions to 
black, so I can get an idea of how long ago the fire started. 

Michael lets out a deep sigh and states ñSheôs not happy, but 
nobody left as far as I know.ò 

ñAlrightò I say, trying to adjust my hair to cover the cut on the side 
of my head. I pull down the vanity mirror and look. No blood in my hair? I 
look over at Michael and he nods. 

ñYouôre beautiful, donôt worry honeyò he says with a big shit eating 
grin. 

ñThanks babyò I say, brushing my hair with my fingers. A fingernail 
on my right hand brushes against the cut and I wince.   

ñQuit fingering your gashò Michael says as we both laugh. 
ñFuck, man. it hurtsò I say.  
We turn in to the street where Jerryôs house is and see the fire 

trucks. There is a group of people gathered across the street, watching 
helplessly. We park a bit down and  climb out of his jeep before closing 
his doors. We look at each other, then back at the group of our friends. I 
donôt see Sal or Fran with them. 

ñSal and Francine leave?ò I ask nobody in particular. 
ñThis was too much for them, they had to go homeò Justine 

answers.  
ñSal was still freaking out inside his head when it happenedò Ben 

injects. 
ñSucks manò I say, feeling shitty for having left without being sure 

Sal felt better. 
ñDonôt worry, you triedò Justine says stepping next to me and 

putting her arm around me, squeezing me in a little sideways hug. I canôt 
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help but be excited her fine ass is touching me.  Fucking focus, James. 
Focus.  

ñYou alright?ò I ask Jerry, seeing tears down her cheeks. She 
doesnôt respond and walks across the street towards a few firemen. 

ñShe doesnôt blame youò Emma tells me. ñHer and Sal were 
talking about the overall situation before Sal left. She said she doesnôt 
blame anybody at all, it was her idea to throw the party.ò 

I instantly feel worse. This was MY idea to try to make JERRY feel 
better and decompress. Fuck, I promised her it would be a small party. I 
see four people who werenôt here before I left, excluding Michael. Holy 
shit, my truck got the shit beat out of it and a house burned down today 
just so I could get some fucking pussy. How the fuck do I manage to get 
everything this fucked up? Itôs not bad enough I donôt put my foot down 
when parties start expanding beyond planned just to make sure shit like 
this doesnôt happen. But I ditch out early and go bang somebody when I 
know god damn good and well there isnôt a fucking big enough window for 
it to happen in? And the little fucking kid who had to see all kinds of crazy 
shit going on around him when all he wanted to do was comic shit? Are 
you fucking kidding me right now? 

I feel Michaelôs hand on my arm, leading me towards his jeep with 
Jean and Justine in tow. What the fuck? Where are we going? Are we 
going to fucking go burn somebody elseôs down and get Michaelôs Jeep 
busted up too? Maybe we can go up to fucking Zoeôs neighborhood and 
find a bunch of people to give some weed to in exchange for them raping 
Justine and destroying my heart further. Then Michael can tell me he just 
hangs out with me to meet other people since I am a dirty social whore 
who will chill with any group and babysit after fucking parties. Usually, 
when Iôm not fucking expanding them to literally burning down. The roof, 
the roof, the roof is on fire. Wait, no the roof was on fire now itôs ashes. 
Awesome. Looks like the mother fucker burned. 

Jesus weôre half way to Jeanôs house. Are her parents even gone? 
Jesus I canôt talk to Theil like this. Jeanôs momôs name is Theil. I can 
never remember her dadôs name. Though I know his profession and 
history. Holy shit.  

ñHereò Michael says, passing me a 20oz of Coca-Cola. I take it 
and open it and drink it, realizing Iôm quite thirsty. HOLY JESUS this is 
Rum and Coke! I chug the rest of it before setting it down between my 
feet. I feel a hand rest on my right knee and look to see Justineôs hand. 
Donôt get a boner, dumb ass. I look up front to see Jean and Michael are 
oblivious, talking quietly among themselves. 

Justineôs not fucking interested in me. Besides, I just fucked 
somebody for a half hour. Iôm pretty sure Iôm going straight to fucking hell. 
If I even kissed her, Iôm sure she would get some disease I wasnôt aware 
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of having. Sheôd probably blossom into an infected mess. That amazingly 
perfect face of hers would decay to puss and bursting pimples. Thereôs no 
way I could do that to her. Taylor doesnôt deserve that. Heôs a good dude 
and if he could be saved from knowing his woman had been urinated all 
over by a fuck like me, more power to him.  

ñHereò Michael says, handing me another 20oz. What the fuck? 
This one is open and the one by my feet is gone.  

ñDo you have Rum and Coke bottles up there?ò I ask in a total 
state of confusion. Both Michael and Jean start laughing as Justine leans 
her head over and joins in. I shake my head, take the bottle and chug it 
as we pull into Jeanôs neighborhood. 
 ñYou need to calm downò Justine says, rubbing from my knee to 
just above it and back. ñThis isnôt your fault.ò 
 I lean over and smell how crazy good her scent is. Perfume? Has 
to be. FOCUS you fucking ass hole. ñI pushed her into that partyò I admit 
while trying to hold back tears. She squeezes my leg a little and looks like 
her slight happiness washes over with a sadness to accompany mine. 
 Michael pulls up in front of Jeanôs house and the three others exit. 
I open my door and put my leg out hoping Iôm OK to at least appear sober 
and stable, approaching the house with them. When I stand up I realize 
the 40 ounces of whatever I drank hasnôt hit me yet. Jean is ahead of the 
other two and opening her garage. Nice, we must be going in the garage 
door to Galenôs room. 
 I keep step not far behind Justineôs sobbingly amazing ass, which 
is right behind Michael. We go into the basement and Jean closes the 
garage door. I am still keenly aware that the side of my head hurts as we 
all make our way down the short hallway under the stairs and into Galenôs 
room. I sit on the bean bag chair under the window and Justine joins Jean 
who is sitting on the bed. Michael closes the bedroom door and opens the 
closet door. 
 ñWhat happened to your head?ò Justine asks getting up and 
walking over to me. She reaches over and parts my hair on the side of my 
head to inspect the cut. 
 Michael picks a couple bottles of Vodka up off a shelf in the closet 
and starts laughing. Jean and Justine both look at him as he turns around 
and opens his mouth. 
 ñNot right now, not right fucking nowò I blurt out sounding a lot 
more pissed than I meant to. Michaelôs mouth closes as he gives me a 
disapproving look. 
 ñDickò he says, walking towards the mini fridge at the foot of 
Galenôs bed. He opens it and takes out an unopened gallon of Orange 
Juice. He walks to the card table on the wall between the fridge and 
closet, putting it all down.  
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 ñThanksò I say looking at Michael. I turn to the others and say ñIôll 
explain later but right now I need to get the fuck out of here, conscious 
wiseò I say looking back to Michael. 
 Justine stops pulling my hair apart and goes back to sitting on the 
bed, looking all together concerned. She pulls out her cell phone and 
starts messing with it as Jean follows suit. Michael walks over with 3 
glasses of screwdriver, handing one to each of us. He goes back to the 
table and sits down, taking a large swig out of the bottle.  
 ñThanks for the girl drinkò I say raising the glass, then emptying it 
into my mouth. Michael raises the bottle of vodka and takes another 
couple swigs as the girls raise their glasses. The ladies sip theirs much 
more slowly than I drank mine. 
 We sit there looking back and forth between each other for a 
minute as I try to get up to walk over to the fridge. I would rather make 
myself a few drinks in a row. Better than expecting others to spend time 
making some over and over for me. I sit right back down and realize the 
drinks from the jeep have reached my mind. I look up and see all three 
smirking, looking back and forth at one another. 
 ñI got itò Michael says, coming to retrieve my glass. ñDonôt worry 
about itò he says, looking as if he wants to scold me but wouldnôt dare to 
at this time. I fucking deserve it. He returns a bigger glass to me, filled 
with screwdriver. 
 ñThanks manò I say, drinking a fourth of it. I pull my phone out to 
join them in isolating inside the screen and notice my own screen is 
cracked from corner to corner. I drop my phone on the carpet and 
immediately start crying. I donôt notice the three of them quietly leaving 
the room, so I can cry in peace. 
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Descent . Fuck Frankie 
 

I wake up sitting in the bean bag chair where I last remember 

being. I am sitting in pretty much the same position I was at the time as 

well. Now I have a splitting headache and it is completely dark outside. I 

notice my back hurts a little and I realize Iôm leaning a little to the right at 

an awkward angle. I realize I also have a trail of half dried drool up my 

cheek and into my hair.  I quickly realize Justine is laying on her back in 

Galenôs bed reading a book. She has reading glasses on.  Dear god, she 

looks even sexier in those little wire frame glasses.  Iôve never seen her in 

those.   

ñGood morning handsomeò she says, not making eye contact, 

though a smirk spreads across her face. 

ñHurrerrzl.ò I say.  What?  What the fuck did I say?  That didnôt 

sound at all like hello. I should probably wait to say anything else untilé 

Fuck I need to sit up.  I struggle a little to get to an upright, straight back 

position.   

ñNeed some pain killers?ò she says, putting the book down and 

propping herself up on her elbows.   

Holy shit sheôs only wearing a bra and basketball shorts.  She 

doesnôt have abs or anything but her body shape is still outstanding. 

Fuck.  Oh, pain killers. ñYes please, and a five gallon jug of waterò I 

request, moving a hand to my forehead. 

She gets up and walks over to the fridge removing a 16oz bottle of 

water.  On her way across the room to the fridge, her shorts fall down and 

she walks right out of them. She doesnôt seem to take notice of the shorts 

coming down at all. When she turns around to walk the water to me, they 

are plainly in her line of sight. She walks right pass them, still not giving 

any response to them coming off.  Oh Jesus Christ, form fitting lace 

panties!  Oh my head, thereôs no way I can focus on that, must é must 

get back to sleep.   

ñHere honeyò she whispers, reaching out to hand me the pills.  I 

take the pills from her and toss them in my mouth. She passes me the 

bottle of water. I swallow them quickly without water as I unscrew the 

bottle cap and start sipping it.  I donôt want to chug it because Iôm 

unaware of my stomachôs conditions.  ñYou can lay down in bed if you 

want, none of us wanted to move youò   

She gestures to the bed and puts her wait on one foot, bending 
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the other leg as she rests her hands on her hip bones.  Jesus Christ, 

sheôs sexy.  She doesnôt have quite as good of a body as Makayla. 

Though, when taking into consideration how dizzyingly attractive her face 

is and the overall form of her, she is more attractive by a mile. Thatôs not 

even factoring in her adorable mannerisms and sense of humor. Plus, 

how artistic and creative she isé It boggles my mind. 

ñAlrightò I say, starting to get up but not making much progress.  

She leans forward and grips my arms by the triceps and lifts.  That 

assistance both lands her breasts in my face, which smell amazing might 

I add. Even though, just a little sweaty. With her help, I make it to my feet.  

Watching her beautiful breasts get further from my face is both a tragedy 

and a blessing. 

Itôs a blessing because Iôm not sure if my stomach is my friend or 

enemy and a tragedy because my lips want to play.  My dry, dry lips.  

Jesus I feel like shit I need to lay down.  She helps me walk to the bed.  I 

glance down and realize I have a full erection. Iôm wearing boxers I donôt 

recognize and no pants at all.  Where the fuck are my pants?  I donôt 

care. 

The last thing I see is Justineôs ass as sheôs walking back towards 

the closet, just before my head hits the pillow and I black out once more. 

 

--=--=--=--=--=--=--=--=--=--=--=--  

 

I feel something strange on my penis and wake up.  I see a sexy 

back with shoulders I recognize immediately wearing only a black lace 

bra.  Hair up over a pillow and a neck Oh shit thatôs Justine!  Then I notice 

my penis is sticking out of these boxers.  It is perfectly nestled between 

her ass cheeks, with the head against her lower back.  What the fuck?  

Fully erect, headache almost gone and sheôs reading.   Sheôs lying 

with her left leg bent upward and the right leg sheôs laying on straight. 

I stay very still and try to take stock of my situation.  Iôm on my side in 

Galenôs bed.  I have a flag full staff.  She has her ass against said 

flagpole and she has to be aware of this.  I am suddenly wide awake and 

feeling perfectly buzzed, but canôt detect much of a hangover.  My 

headache is at a stage where either I will never see it again or it could 

come back quickly.   

I look back down at that ass Iôve fantasized about countless times 

while with her, at home alone and scribbling horrible shit down in my 

journal.  God it looks even better at this angle.  Tight black lace panties, 
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or not.  What do I do?  Hmmmm.  Well. 

I shift my weight a little so my position moves my penis in a way it 

travels down the center of her cheeks.  She moves her ass around a little 

and makes a light moaning sound.  I stop moving and she pauses.  Then 

she gyrates her ass a little more making my penis go up and back down 

against it a few inches in either direction.  I feel myself get a little harder.  

She keeps reading as if this has happened multiple times already while I 

was sleeping. 

I decide to make it more obvious Iôm awake. I brush my right 

pointer finger from the top of her neck down her spine to where the bra 

clasps.  She slowly closes the book and leans her head forward.  I hear 

her say ñDo you feel alright?ò I shift my weight a little again to move my 

penis down in a way where it flops onto the straight legôs thigh.  She 

bends both of her legs forward causing the length of my penis to shift 

against her ass and pussy. 

ñPretty sure I amò I say quietly while running my finger from the 

bottom of her bra down her spine to the top of her panties.  She gyrates a 

little again, rubbing the top of my shaft and the head of my penis against 

her pussy and ass through her panties.  Then she jerks in a quick motion, 

moving herself around to face me and backing me closer towards the 

wall.   

ñDid that motion make you nauseous at all?ò she asks looking 

genuinely concerned and absolutely sexy. 

ñNot at all, surprisinglyò I say, taking stock in all the non-sexual 

feelings I can mentally observe. 

Without a word she shoves once strongly against the center of my 

chest, knocking me onto my back.  She stands up above me and wiggles 

her hips around a little with a large smile, messed up teeth and all.  She 

lifts a leg up, puts it down quickly.  Then the other just as fast and her 

panties are off.  She comes down to straddle me so fast. I think sheôs 

definitely going to rack me. 

She doesnôt, but instead her hair is all over my face and her lips 

are at my neck. While doing so, she slowly moves us both towards the 

center of the bed. Is this fucking happening?  No sooner do I think that 

than do I feel a mix of tension and a lot of moisture envelops my dick.  

Holy hell, really?  I feel the lips on my neck turn to teeth and the tension 

reaching the base of my dick.  Only the tension gets a whole lot tighter, 

the harder she bites.   

ñI feel a little pain thereò I say, sounding perfectly sarcastic and 
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entirely aroused.  She presses her hips hard against me, forcing every 

last millimeter into her, as her bite loosens to release a quiet moan.  I feel 

her hands shift from the bed to my shoulders as she pushes herself up to 

a 45 degree angle.  I reach up and massage her breasts through her bra.  

God theyôre fucking perfect.  They look big for her body size. Actually, 

they fit more perfectly for her body size than I really noticed while she was 

clothed. Even in the face of all the months Iôve spent fantasizing about 

her. 

Her hands slide off to each side of my head on the pillow as she 

comes back forward.  ñToo thickò she blurts out in a quick breath.  She 

grinds a little more. 

ñNo, perfectò I whisper.  ñFucking perfect, perky, shaped amazing, 

sexy little nipplesò 

She gyrates a little more and groans. ñYour cock, not my titsò she 

says in a groan before gyrating a little more.  ñYour cock is too thick for 

this, let me tryéò  She trails off as she lifts off me.  Her pussy makes a 

little Tupperware pop when she makes it all the way off me and she takes 

a deep breath. 

I feel like I donôt know how to react as she turns to face away from 

me.  I was worried it was over as fast as it happened, before I see that 

totally bald pussy lower back down around my dick.  It looks like itôs 

stretching more than most Iôve ever seen, but she keeps descending ótill 

sheôs around the base.  I see her shoulder blades sticking out and can tell 

sheôs struggling a little.  She tilts her ass a little to raise herself off a bit. 

She then tilts back to force it back in. 

She takes a deep breath again and starts gyrating in that position.  

I feel the tightness pulsating and notice liquid coming down my dick.  

Jesus Fuck Almighty, really?  Is she cumming already?  The gyration 

goes faster as it actually starts obviously beginning to feel pain.  Her 

muscles are crazy strong, and the liquid is building fast.  Holy shit.   

Suddenly she shifts and sits up straight, forcing me a little further 

in than the previous position.  Her hands move from in front of her on the 

bed, to on the back of her head as she raises up. She almost pulls herself 

totally off of me. Then she slams down, hitting my balls with her clit and 

pounding her ass  into my pelvis.  God it fucking hurt, but that ass, I could 

give a fuck if she kills me with it. 

She rises up again with her thighs flexing on the outside of my 

hips, then comes down hard again.  The sharp pain as her ass hits my 

pelvis is contrasted by how awesome it feels as her clit slams into my 
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balls.  She does it again but no harder than before.  Her head starts to tilt 

to one side as she goes faster. 

I lean my head back and close my eyes, bracing for pain.  Her 

speed rising up and slamming down increases, and with it, a slight 

increase in how hard she slams down.  With that increased velocity 

comes a little more pain.  But based on the amount of liquid my longest 

running fantasy is generating, my pain is completely worth it for both of 

usé  Like I said, she could kill me like this and I would die with no 

regrets. 

She leans forward a little to grip just above my knees as she 

bounces up and down with her hips, just a few inches at a time, 

essentially keeping most of my cock slamming around variously inside of 

her.  She leans her head forward then throws it back, sending her 

luscious hair back and bouncing around on her shoulders, like a hair 

commercial. All that hair with her sexy little shoulders visible on either 

side, amazing ass bouncing and moving all aroundé This must be what 

the Christian heaven is like. 

I feel myself building up so I start fucking upward from 

underneath.  She grips my ankles hard and drops herself down totally, 

holding me in place.  She slowly starts grinding faster, pussy drying up a 

little and breathing slower.  Does she hate when I do that?   

Then she twists around, black lace covered breast coming into 

view. I look up from her breast and see her empty eye sockets and long 

forked tongue sticking out, just as I feel her pussy flex.  Huge pain travels 

through my body, originating from my penis, as I feel her fingernails dig 

deep into the skin above my knees. 

I struggle to try and move free of her, but her pussy starts feeling 

like it has sprung metal teeth, as blood mixes with all of her liquids.  She 

opens her mouth further, revealing that her previously clean, but badly 

formed teeth are now long and sharp.  I try to raise my arms to do 

something, but they lay helplessly on the bed on either side of me. 

She squeezes her ass cheeks together, sending a sharp throbbing 

pain down my legs.  She closes her eyes and when her eyes reopen, 

blood pours down her cheeks. I hear her begin growling from deep within 

her chest. I feel nothing from my waist down as her hair slowly changes to 

jet black. It starts getting longer, running down her back towards her ass.  

As the hair approaches her ass it begins looking more and more like little 

snakes which writhe around. 

ñFuck Frankieò I hear in a guttural voice that reminds me of death 
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metal I find horrible.  ñSay itò she repeats. Blood now starts dripping out of 

her mouth. 

ñFucké Fuck..ò I try to say, but cannot get the next word out. 

ñSay it, Fuck Frankie, Fuck Frankieò she repeats more 

understandable, but much louder. ñSay fuck Frankieò 

ñFuckéò I try to get it all out.  I canôt.  Pain starts in my abdomen. I 

feel small shots of pain firing through my body like lightning. It originates 

from my groin and rockets up my neck into my head. It shoots down one 

arm, then down a leg.  

ñFuck Frankieò she demands in a loud, primal scream. 

Everything in the room starts to turn red. I try to understand whatôs 

going on as everything becomes dark red. Her hair now looks like five 

foot long garden snakes, though jet black and defying gravity. Their 

mouths all begin breathing fire in a hundred different directions. The entire 

room starts to shake, and a deafening demonic laugh bellows out from 

her.  I hear bottles rattling and falling off the shelves in the closet. 

Screams of all ages and genders emanate from outside the room. After it 

starts blending to a white noise, I feel my whole body begin vibrating. 
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Descent . Breakfast in Dead 
 
 I jerk quickly and my eyes open. I am under three blankets and 
the sun is low in the sky. It is in the east so I must have slept through the 
night. I quickly reach down and realize my penis is not only inside my 
boxers, but attached. And needs washed, bad. Feels like crusted cum 
and sweat. Just é no. 
 I squint and look around the room, seeing nobody. I do see 2 tall 
glasses with OJ residue in them and a few assorted shot glasses. I donôt 
remember seeing them when I first entered the room. The closet door is 
open and I can hear the cover of ñI Put A Spell On Youò by Marilyn 
Manson playing. Ahhh fuck. That explains the fucking Fuck Frankie shit.  
 I look around and find my pants, just off the head of the bed. I 
reach in the pocket and pull out my phone. Dead. Oh é. FUCK.. and 
cracked. Fuck. Oh well, at least it isnôt a fucking iPhone. Would have 
cracked many times a long time ago. Two years old, time for a new one 
anyway.  
 I pull the blankets down and pull my pants on. I swivel around to 
sit on the edge of the bed and realize I still have quite the buzz. Jesus. 
Jerryôs house. I donôt even know if she had any sort of insurance. What 
insurance would cover a fire at a party? Fuck. I dropped a couple 
paychecks on Makaila Reynoldsô Ford Escort to repair the body I crashed 
into the pole on accident after Metallicaé But Jerryôs house and 
everything in it would be é years. Shit. 
 I will have plenty of time to think about this later. I really need a 
shower. Iôll use the one in the bathroom across the basement. Galenôs a 
little taller than me so Iôll borrow some of his clothes to change into. I raid 
his dresser and happen to find a black t-shirt. I also happen to find some 
black knee length shorts. Fuck, this dude and I are too similar. Love this 
guy. 
 I slowly stroll, still partially tipsy, across the open area in the 
basement between Galenôs room and the bathroom. I notice a small red 
gym bag with black straps in the corner. I pay little notice to it and 
continue to the bathroom door on the opposite side of the room.  
 Opening the door I notice the air flowing out of the bathroom  is 
moist and warm. That wasnôt fast enough for my mind to recognize a 
shower had very recently ended. A wet and naked Justine, leaning 
forward with a foot up on the toilet lid rubbing lotion all over her leg, 
stands before me. I freeze for a second wondering if this is some other 
dream, or something worse. 
 She stands up straight, wearing only panties and breasts not 
nearly as perky without a bra on as I imagined they would be in the 
dream. Stomach more poochy than I imagined, but still a fucking stunner.  
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 ñAre you the masseuse I ordered?ò she says with a comfortable 
smile, reaching for a towel and wrapping it around her. 
 ñShower, wait, okò I stammer, turning around as she carefully 
closes the door behind me. I go on autopilot as I save every angle I just 
saw to my spank bank and realize I am now sitting on the edge of the 
bed. I probably have the facial expression of a stroke victim right now. No 
knock? Shower, wait ok? Really? I straighten out and lay down, falling 
back asleep, still holding Galenôs clothes I planned to wear after the 
shower. 
 
--=--=--=--=--=--=--=--=--=--=--=-- 
 
 I push to get the last bit of shit I can feel bellowing around in my 
bowels. I feel it come out and feel a little water splash on my ass. 
 ñFuck, so annoyingò I mutter while grabbing a bunch of toilet paper 
and wipe all the water off my cheeks before repeating the wipe process 
for the dirtier center area. I get done and pull my pants up, looking in the 
mirror. Proper amount of eye shadow, hair looks thick and in place. I run 
my fingers through it a little just to make sure it still feels soft. I head bang 
a little bit and throw my head back up for a proper check and my hair falls 
back into place properly. 
 A loud banging on the door makes me jump a little. ñThirty 
secondsò I hear a voice from the other side yell. ñHurry the fuck upò it 
continues. 
 ñYeah fuck offò I yell back. ñFucking your mom in here.ò  
 ñTwenty five seconds, hurry the fuck upò it yells louder. 
 ñFuckò I mumble. I open the door and see them running down the 
hallway and around the corner. I run after them and meet up with them by 
the side of a door thatôs opened into blackness.  
 ñTen secondsò the woman whispers. She pats me on the back and 
I see her shape fade through the door and off to the left somewhere. I 
walk out into the darkness and take my spot on a little glowing green dot 
on the floor, which is almost invisible.  
 Suddenly the intro to Return to Feeling by Symphony of Noise 
begins and the lights slowly fade on. Cheering erupts from the crowd. I 
donôt recognize the small arena Iôm in, though the people look like the 
general people I saw when visiting Chicago. Am I back in Chicago? Why 
the fuck did I get stuck in a smaller arena? 
 The drums start in and I step forward to the synth before me. As I 
play the riffs, the crowd gets louder. I make eye contact with different 
parts of the crowd with every successive riff, causing those sections to be 
louder than the rest. 
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--=--=--=--=--=--=--=--=--=--=--=-- 
 

As if in fast forward, the whole concert goes through and Iôm 
drenched in sweat. The lights fall and the crowd erupts again as I jog off 
stage. A few girls which my head of security plucked from the crowd are 
sitting comfortably on a couch, just off stage. They stand up as I walk by 
and I pull a marker out of my pocket. This is my signal to security that I 
really donôt want to deal with anybody tonight.  

A security guard steps over with 5 boxes which have the 
Symphony of Noise logo on them. I sign them and ask the girlsô names. 
ñAlright, Stephany, Meegan and Amberò I say aloud as I sign a box for 
each of them. I sign the other two boxes and give them to Amber and 
Stephany, because Iôm judgmental and theyôre by far more attractive than 
Meegan. Plus Meegan isnôt a real name like Meghan.  

I hear the two I gave two boxes to sounding extremely happy in 
whatever words they are saying while the third is sounding angry. A few 
seconds later Iôm walking about as fast as I can down the hallway. A few 
more seconds it feels like and Iôm climbing into a huge tour bus with some 
of the light and sound directors.  

I smile and nod at them, walking to the back where a little Asian 
girl is sitting naked on a chair next to my bed, smiling ear to ear. I close 
the door to the back and sit on my bed next to her. She smiles knowingly. 
I lean over and put my arms around her. She puts an arm around me and 
we hold each other in complete silence. Neither of us move for a long 
time. We feel the bus get loaded, fire up and drive away. We hold each 
other through multiple red lights and turns. We keep holding each other 
as the bus gets on an interstate and holds a fairly high speed for a while. 

I pick her up and lay her down in bed with me. She puts an arm 
around me and presses her lips against my cheek. I turn my head and 
kiss her cheek in return. We lay there staring up at the bus ceiling with no 
words. I slowly drift to sleep. 
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Descent . Back to the Living 
 
 ñPicking out my clothes?ò I hear, waking up to Galenôs voice and 
the beautiful sound of Grateful Dead which is now coming from the stereo 
speakers in his walls.  
 ñI was going to wear theseò I respond. Fuck, NOW I can talk. 
ñSorry man, I would have askedò - 
 He interrupts with ñNo worries man, I was just fucking with you.ò 
His large dopey but adorable smile spreads across his face as he leans 
forward. He pulls a box of cigarettes out of his back pocket, retrieving a 
cigarette and putting it in his mouth.  ñSo you burned down Jerryôs 
house?ò he says with a chuckle as he lights his cigarette. 
 I cover my eyes with my arms and involuntarily tear up. He puts 
his hand on my shoulder in a gesture of comfort. I let some tears out and 
catch my breath.  

ñI left for pussyò I admit. ñI fucked Makayla Faulkò I say, as if itôs 
the worst thing in the world.  

ñHer dad didnôt nuke you from orbit?ò Galen asks, with a serious 
look on his face. 

I uncover my eyes and make eye contact with him. ñDid everyone 
know her dad was psychotic besides me?ò I ask. 

ñOhò he begins but stops for a moment of laughter. ñHeôs gone to 
jail for nearly killing two different exes of hers. But it was at the same time, 
so it was tried as one incident of drunk and disorderly, somehow.ò My face 
goes blank and nobody says anything for several seconds. 

ñTime machineò I mutter, before silence returns for several more 
seconds. I look over and Galen is nodding slowly and knowingly. 

 ñSo, what happened? I just know you ended up willingly climbing 
in a trunkò he confides while looking like he is prepared for me to get 
angry. As I prop myself up into a sitting position with my back to the wall, 
he gets up and walks over to a white plastic bag that is resting on his 
fridge. He pulls out three plastic containers. One contains plastic forks, 
and the other two contain a lot of eggs, hash browns and steak mixed 
together. He hands me the one containing food and a fork. 

 ñFuck, thanks manò I say as I position it on my lap. ñI picked her 
up from work. She had me take her home, invited me in. She wore short 
jean shorts and a tight low cut tank top. I was helpless.ò Galen laughs a 
little and nodded. 

ñSo I went in when she invited me. She was behind the door and 
the wall. She closed it behind me, once I was in. We fucked like crazy, all 
over her foyerò I continued. As I tell the story to Galen my voice gets 
quieter and quieter, as if her dad would dive in through the window to stab 
me in the chest. ñShe came all over the door, various places on the floor, 
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left shoulder prints in the wall behind the door and all over half of the 
expensive looking animal skin rug.ò 

ñSo you celebrated by jumping in a trunk?ò Galen muses with a 
huge grin. 

ñYour anus will grow shutò I snap at him with a smirk. ñShe finished 
me off on the rug, just in time for her dad to get home. We scrambled for 
our clothes and by the time I got mine on, I guess he was halfway to the 
door. I shot out the back door and ran to the park I didnôt know was up the 
street. I tried to be sneaky and walk down the sidewalk, as if I wasnôt 
involved at all. Got about to the curve in her street and saw him standing 
on my hood with a baseball batò - 

ñHoly shit!ò he shrieks with a laugh and some food in his mouth. 
ñSorry, go onò he insists. I let out a sigh. 

ñI turned and ran back up the street to the park. I went back into 
the path through the trees and down the stream. He sped up and down 
the street several times but I crossed north Broadway and ran up to the 
businesses by that bar and gas station. I went into the comic store and 
the dude, Ronald I guess, let me go chill in one of the reading rooms. But 
John came in. I guess Ronald and Makaylaôs dad knew each-other. So I 
hid behind the couch.ò 

ñWait you actually werenôt found behind a couch?ò Galen barely 
gets out before laughing. 

ñAmazingly not. I must have sucked myself into a few cubic 
inches, well out of sight. Anyway, I ended up breaking into the utility closet 
there and found a tunnel entrance to the underground passages beneath 
Council Bluffs. I waited on that ladder so I could choose which way to go, 
if I had to. Some lady came into the utility room unaware I was there. So I 
announced myself once I thought she was sick of the guys who were 
chasing me. She was mumbling about them always getting themselves in 
trouble. She suggested I climb in her trunk, so she could sneak me out 
later.ò 

Instantly upon hearing this Galen starts howling with laughter. I 
lower my head, feeling my face turning dark red. He forces himself to stop 
and repeats how sorry he is, several times before making a hand gesture 
for me to continue. 

I sigh then continue. ñNext thing I know the trunk is opening, 
Michael is grabbing me and I find out about Jerryôs house. We go there, 
leave, I drink a lot, and here I am.ò I eat another bite of this actually quite 
bland steak and eggs breakfast. Iôll be damned if I look a gift horse in the 
mouth. Itôs still tasty, really. And Iôm seriously fucking hungry. I think Iôm 
eating a little too fast. Fuck, Iôm hungry. 

ñWas the sex good at least?ò he asks, looking fully interested.  
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ñOh my god, she came at least eight or ten times in the twenty 
minutes we went at it. I know for sure that she had three huge orgasms. 
One while she had her back against the wall, one was all over the door 
and the other was all over the rugò I explain. ñCould have been more for 
all I know.ò 

ñHow did it get on the different spots on the floor and down the 
wall?ò he asks while clearly trying to figure it out in his head. 

ñWell in all the position changes she was cumming quite a lot and 
liquid was pretty steadily running out of herò I add. ñIôm pretty surprised 
she could move as well as she did, when her dad pulled in. Not to suck 
my own dick or anything. ñ 

ñMan, if only we couldò he imagines aloud while drifting off into 
thought. I nod in agreement and also drift to wondering what I would 
actually do. Also, how often, if I figured out how to do it. 

ñWhat time is it, man?ò I ask realizing I have totally lost track of 
what time or day it is. 

ñA little after fourò Galen informs me. ñJust Jean and I here right 
now. Everybody else is gone.ò  

ñYeah? Anybody know Iôm here?ò I ask hoping for an answer like, 
nobody.  

ñOh everyone knows youôre hereò he answers. ñThis is the start of 
the two weeks we have the house to ourselves.ò 

I feel my spirits rise. That means after tomorrow my two week 
break starts. It was also the last time I work with Sheryl for a couple 
weeks. I totally forgot about that. That explains why Sheryl was messing 
with me before Jerryôs party. Holy shit, this means that starting tomorrow I 
can drink for at least a week and hopefully keep myself calm enough to 
absorb all of this shit.  

ñMind if I take a shower?ò I ask, hoping I donôt hear anything about 
the vast expansion of spank bank material provided by actually getting to 
see Justine mostly naked. 

ñYeah man itôs all yours,ò he says. ñYou can use my clothes too!ò 
he says with a game show style gesture. I love him! 

ñThanks manò I tell him with full gratitude. I pause for a moment 
with him to listen to a jam break on this Grateful Dead track.  

He continues listening as I pick up the pile of his clothes that fell to 
the floor as I blacked out. Jerryôs ashes, my truckôs current state and 
wondering if Justine told anyone I saw her naked. What the fuck was Ben 
doing? He should have been close enough to think fast enough to stop 
that fire instantly. I know there were blankets on the back of two of those 
couches. Fuck. 



91 
 

Donôt worry about that. I wasnôt there. I é Thatôs right. I wasnôt 
there. No, I canôt stop everything. I canôt be everywhere. Shut the fuck up 
and clean yourself, youôll feel better. 

I close the bathroom door and turn on the shower. I stand facing 
the same direction in the same place Justine was earlier. On one hand, I 
wish she would have smiled and walked to me and essentially raped me 
right there. On the other hand I would have had to have been sober 
enough to perform. And not mentally destroyed like I know I was at that 
moment.  

I turn the shower on and sit on the toilet while I wait for the hot 
water to get through the pipes. All the thoughts in my head coalesce in an 
overwhelming wave to the point my face falls into my hands and I start 
crying. Wave after wave of tears held back enough to be quiet but huffing 
out enough to be unstoppable flow through me.  

I havenôt cried in years. I usually donôt. I usually find other ways to 
get it out. Creativity is usually the outlet. Sometimes itôs other forms of 
therapeutic release. But this time I couldnôt keep it contained. What 
happened to Makayla? I need to see if we can all go down in Jeanôs car 
as a group and see if my truck is even still there. I better get this damn 
shower done. I disrobe and get in the now hot shower. 

Getting dressed and drying off I hear the laughter of two female 
voices. I immediately recognize one as Melissa Sherman. The plump but 
cute friend of Jeanôs who hangs out with her a lot more often than me. 
Jean stays over at Melissaôs house quite a lot, and vice versa. I hear 
talking and recognize the other voice as Lisa Farnam. God sheôs a hot 
little redhead but sheôs Galenôs as far as Iôm concerned. Heôs been in love 
with her since long before I even met everybody. 
 Pulling on Galenôs shirt and pants I realize weôre much closer to 
the same size of clothes than I thought. Heôs taller and skinnier than me 
but the height difference seems to make his clothes fit just as baggy on 
me as I like to wear my own clothes. I stand and stare in the mirror at 
myself and think, for all thatôs gone on the last two days, not too bad. Hair 
doesnôt really even need brushed, looks good having just dried it off and 
combed through it with my fingers. Eyes arenôt too baggy. Wish my nose 
wasnôt so big though, fuck. Eyes are blue-gray today, which I have never 
figured out anything consistent with what it correlates with. 
 I jump as rapid knocks on the door followed by Galen yelling 
ñGotta piss, girl! Hurry up!ò 
 ñOn my way outò I say, grabbing my shit.  
 ñThis isnôt a closet!ò Jean yells. I love these fuckers. Even going 
crazy in my mind they can make me smile.  
 I step out of the bathroom with clothes in arm and see nobody. I 
walk across the room to Galenôs room and nobody is there either. I find an 
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empty plastic grocery bag next to the refrigerator and stuff my clothes into 
it. I hear a loud and short laugh from upstairs and slip my shoes back on 
and head up. 
 As I reach the top of the steps I hear they are on the deck just 
outside of the dining room. I hear a splash from the pool. I stop by the 
fridge and check, finding a full shelf of various beers. I grab the water, I 
mean Bud Light and head towards the deck. I hear laughter again just 
before I open the sliding door. 
 Opening the door and stepping onto the porch everyoneôs face 
goes silent as they force straight faces and turn towards me. 

ñOh guys what the fuck,ò I start while smiling. ñDonôt be like thatò I 
conclude with a laugh. 
ñSo youôre not tore up about your truck burning down to the 
frame?ò Galen asks, stepping onto the deck just behind me. 
ñBurned to the frame? It was set on fire, too?ò I ask. Adrenaline 

starts flowing like I was standing at up the street looking down at the 
broken out windows all over again. Galen pulls out his cell phone and 
tinkers a little as I watch him. What the fuck? Just going to say that and 
play with your phone? Oh. He makes eye contact with me and begins 
turning the phone towards me. 
 ñHereò he says in a comforting voice as I realize he pulled a news 
video up. I couldnôt hear the audio but the headline on the bottom was 
ñAngry father arrested for destructive rampage.ò The footage showed an 
aerial shot of my burning truck. The next shot is of the strip mall which 
houses the comic book store, completely on fire. The shot after that is the 
bar shortly up the street on fire ending with a shot of the police dragging 
her father towards an opened swat van.  
 I look at Galen and Jean with huge wide eyes. I have no clue what 
to say or do. The police have to be looking for me for questioning. 
 ñMakayla wouldnôt tell him who you were and by the time he 
realized your name and address would be on your registration the truck 
was already burningò Galen says. ñShe took his car and drove away. He 
was grabbing his hand gun when she realized he was snapping. She 
called the police as soon as she turned the corner. They took almost an 
hour to arrive and only because the strip mall started burning.ò 
 ñHoly fuckò I mutter, totally stunned. 
 ñThe bar only started in flames after the swat team went inò Galen 
informs me. ñThere is a little bit of a fuss about whether or not the swat 
team or John started the fire. But yeah, Makayla told the police your 
name as to who the truck belonged to so youôll probably have a call from 
them on your cell.ò 
 My eyes feel like theyôre wider than theyôve ever been. I look 
around and see Lisa sitting on the edge of the pool listening intently. 
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Melissa and Alison Gale are sitting at the deck table with a guy I donôt 
recognize. I look back at Galen. I still have no words. Oh wait, my phone! 
 ñDid I manage to plug my phone in somewhere before I blacked 
out again?ò I ask, totally oblivious as to when I even actually fell back 
asleep.  Jean steps out onto the deck next to Galen. 
 ñNo but I saw it and plugged it in on the kitchen counterò Melissa 
adds in. I look over at her and smile. I walk over to her and lean forward 
to hug her. ñWeôll make you forget any of this happened by the end of the 
weekò Melissa says as she returns the hug.  
 Once the embrace is over I look towards Jean and Galen and 
raise a finger gesturing for them to wait a moment. I walk into the house 
and over into the kitchen, grabbing my phone off the table. Three voice 
mails and three times as many texts? Jesus Christ, how long was I 
asleep? 
 I go back out on the porch and Galen says ñDonôt mind us, Iôm 
sure you have messages and shit.ò 
 ñThanks guysò I say nodding and scanning across everyone 
visually. ñOddly enough Iôm in a great mood.ò 
 ñYouôre always in a great moodò Lisa says with a big smile. I smile 
back at her and flip her off. Itôs all in good fun, they know I get raged out 
sometimes. But, anxiety aside and all the worries, I do feel pretty good. 
Must just be the huge amount of sleep. 
 I walk back into the house and through the dining room. I walk 
down the long hallway to the opposite end of the house where the living 
room is. This room also has a sliding door to the deck but also has a few 
couches and a large television. I get comfortable on a couch and turn on 
my phone. 
 I check the texts first.  

Jerry: Fuck! Natalie started a fire! Come back! 
Jerry: Nevermind, fire actually spread and we couldnôt put it out.  
Jerry: You ever coming up for air? Let the girl have a break! 

 Michael: Your truck is on fire! And on the news!  
Jerry: Oh shit I saw the news. Text me when you get this.  
Angel: Was that your car on the news on fire? 
Mom: Tell me that wasnôt your truck on fire. Hope you are ok. Yard 
is getting tall. 
Michael: You alive? 
Michael: DO I HAVE TO COME HOLD YOU AT GALENôS? 
Michael: Because I will. 
Michael: Iôm standing over you. You are curled up like a girl. I 
should pee on you. See you tomorrow. 
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Jean: Iôll be back home soon with some people. Parents leave at 
4pm. Dad is concerned about you but they said they would let you 
sleep and talk to you when they get back. 
Jean: Donôt worry, dad just wants to give you legal advice in case 
anything comes of the bonfire and chase. 
Michael: I wonôt be there until day after tomorrow, I forgot I have 
to pull a double shift. Donôt cry. Wake up. 
Melissa: Weôre picking up liquor. Do you want anything? 
Jean: Wake up! Galen says you smell like sex and sweat! 

 
 Well fuck. Thatôs what I get for crashing for about a day. Itôs about 
5pm now so that means Jerry is probably somewhere with her kids.. Iôll 
respond to her first. 
 Me (to Jerry): Sorry I didnôt respond sooner. Iôm so sorry I wasnôt 
there to babysit Natalie and everybody. Let me know whatôs going on with 
your living situation. 
 Me (to Michael): They said I smelled like sex. Did you fuck me 
while I was asleep? 
 Me (to Angel): Unfortunately so. I have a few thousand in savings I 
can throw as a down payment on something. Iôll still be able to drive you 
to temple every Saturday! 
 Me (to Mom): Yes unfortunately it was. Iôll mow in the next couple 
days I promise.  
 Well fuck. I guess now itôs time for voice mail. This should be a 
riot.  
 First Voice mail from last night @ 16:24 ñFucking Natalie!ò Ahh, 
this is Jerryôs voice. ñShe knocked over a candle that fell on the floor! It 
started the couch on fucking fire, James! Cody tried to put it out with his 
LIQUOR!ò She almost screams liquor. ñSo we all got out of there 
instinctively and I called 911. Didnôt take long for the whole house to be on 
fire. Guess that carpet wasnôt fireproof.ò 
 Ohhhh, she spent a lot of time finding affordable fireproof carpet. 
That must make her crazy. But, maybe thatôll be enough to offset the fact 
a fire started during a party. Fuck I feel terrible for not being there for that. 
 Second Voice mail from last night @ 20:19 ñHello this is the 
Council Bluffs Police Department. We regret to inform you of having 
impounded your vehicle. Please call this number for further information.ò 
 I guess that makes sense. Canôt just leave a burnt husk of a 
vehicle on the street. I wonder why they didnôt mention it had been set on 
fire. And it doesnôt sound like they want me to come in for questioning or 
anything. Just that I need to do something with that car I guess. 
Whatever. Thatôs generally unnerving though, that it wasnôt mentioned. 
Shit. 
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 Third Voice mail, this one today@ 11:29 ñErikò Fuck, itôs mom. 
Great. ñI know youôre probably mad at me but please call me. I am 
worried to death that your car was on fire and you died somehow. That 
they couldnôt identify your body in the car. Please call your mother.ò 
 Sigh. I guess I didnôt think to call people before I blacked out once 
I got here. I guess I was too fucked up over everything that was going on. 
I hope mom doesnôt think I was blowing her off that whole time then just 
sent a pacifying text. Shit. What do I do?  
 I choose to dial the police department. After two rings there is an 
answer.  
 ñPottawatomie County Courthouse how may I direct your call?ò the 
older female voice says. 
 ñI got a call from this number about an impounded car?ò I say 
confused that the caller didnôt leave a direct number. 
 ñOne moment,ò she says as I hear a series of clicks and another 
series of rings. 
 ñImpound,ò the male voice says.  
 ñHello I had a burned out truck towed yes-ò I start before being 
interrupted. 
 ñYes is this James?ò the man asks. 
 ñYes,ò I respond. 
 ñAlright here is the story. You will not have any fees involved with 
the impound and everything is being taken care of regarding disposalò he 
informs me. ñAlso the legal paperwork has been completed by folks at 
your lawyerôs office.ò 
 ñSteve?ò I ask, curious if there was some mystery lawyer involved 
or if the family lawyer got involved. 
 ñYesò he responds sounding a little annoyed. ñContact them if you 
have more questions as we have already gone over everything with 
them.ò 
 ñThank you,ò I say just before I hear the line disconnect. Strange. 
But, Iôm glad there doesnôt seem to be any problems for me legally in this 
so far. I should call mom and see if she knows anything more since the 
message she left. After a few seconds her phone is ringing. 
 ñHello?ò she asks sounding as if she had been crying. 
 ñWhatôs wrong Mom?ò I ask sounding concerned. 
 ñJames!ò she exclaims. ñDid Steve talk to you?ò  
 ñNo, whatôs going on?ò I ask probably sounding more excited 
about the situation than worried. 
 ñNothing, now. They were trying to find you at firstò she explains. 
ñThey were going to bring you in for questioning but é Makayla was it? 
Her dad? He took full responsibility and Steve immediately played on that 
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to have all fines and charges relating to the truckôs fire and disposal 
applied to him. Steve had no problem making that happen.ò 
 ñI love Steveò I say with a laugh. 
 ñYou shouldò mom says with a firm voice. ñThere were a lot of 
fines you were looking at if he hadnôt done that. Pumpkin can you mow 
my lawn soon?ò 
 ñYeah, Iôll be out that way after work tomorrowò I tell her.   
 ñThank youò she says with a sound of relief in her voice. ñThe 
grass has been getting tall. And Patricia was here looking for you 
yesterday.ò 
 ñOh?ò I ask, curious about what the fuck she was doing there. 
 ñYes. She was worriedò she informs me. ñShe left a stack of letters 
for you.ò 
 Jesus Christ, thereôs always something up her sleeve. ñWhat kind 
of letters?ò I ask feeling anxiety creeping up again. 
 ñI donôt know, they are in a box that is taped upò she answers. 
 ñAlrightò I say. ñIôll take those off your hands after I mow tomorrow.ò 
 ñThanks pumpkin, I love youò she says. 
 ñLove you tooò I return before ending the call. 
 Fuck itôs been so long, I canôt believe Patricia hasnôt let it go yet. I 
need to ask Galen or Jean if one of them can take me to work tomorrow, 
too. Maybe one of them will still be up and wonôt have to wake up at the 
asscrack of dawn. I shut off my phone and place it in my pocket as I go on 
to the porch through the sliding glass door. 
 Once I close the door behind me the porch is silent again as well 
as the now four people in the pool. ñOh fuck offò I say as I smile and raise 
a middle finger up. I start waving it around from person to person while I 
laugh. 
 ñEverything cool?ò Galen asks right before sipping his drink. 
 ñCool as Lisaôs nipplesò I muse while gesturing towards her. 
Everybody looks and the pink redhead skin on her face blushes. She 
uncomfortably laughs as Jean walks towards me to hand me a bottle of 
Bud Light. ñThanksò I tell her. 
 ñGood to know youôre okayò she says quietly as I take the bottle 
from her. 
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Descent . Tear the Roof Off 
 
 ñSo you think youôll talk to Makayla again?ò Galen asks while 
sipping on his screwdriver. 

ñYeah I probably willò I respond.  ñHer dad is going to be in jail for 

several years so Iôll have plenty of time without that nuisance.ò  

Galen laughs and takes another sip of his drink.  ñYeah, that does 

seem bothersome.ò 

Weôre standing on the edge of the porch off of the dining room.  

Weôre both leaning backwards against the railing while some of Lisaôs 

friends dance near the center of the porch.  Jean and Melissa are in the 

pool with Ally and her boyfriend in the shallow end.  A few girls are in the 

deep end playing shark with little Jean.  We call her Little Jean because 

sheôs a little person.  As in sheôs a midget. She doesnôt care what people 

call her.  But we call her little Jean because itôs obvious.  Since sheôs 

around we tend to call the other big Jean.  They look nothing at all alike, 

though. 

ñWe need louder musicò Galen says before finishing the last 

several drinks of his screwdriver.  He sets the drink down on the ledge 

and walks into the dining room through the now left open doorway.  

Moments later the sounds of the Notorious B.I.G. become much louder.  

Not loud enough to feel the bass vibration but a much more clear volume 

and loud enough that we canôt hear the footsteps of the people dancing 

on the porch. 

ñJames?ò I hear from my side, unaware of anyone approaching as 

I was starting to zone out to the music. 

ñYes?ò I respond turning to look.  I observe a fairly attractive 

blonde girl a little shorter than me and wearing a one piece bathing suit.   

ñHelloò she says with a very meek looking but large smile just 

before turning and walking up the side of the pool.  Strange.  People are 

strange.  Even when youôre a stranger.  Especially when youôre a 

stranger.   

ñHelloò I say quietly as I see her now sitting on the edge of the 

pool and dangling her legs into it. 

ñHello?ò Galen says returning to grab his glass.   

ñHelloò I say again with a smart ass smile. 

ñHello, sir!ò he says loudly before bowing and walking back into 

the kitchen. 

Sir.  Like a fucking sir.  Good old internet.  
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ñHelooooo!ò Jean yells from the opposite side of the pool before 

jumping in.  I look back at the girl who said hello to me and sheôs smiling 

and blushing, looking down into the water of the pool.  I hope all that hello 

repeating after she said it to me didnôt dishearten her from talking to me 

again.  Shit.  I better walk over there and say hi. 

I kick my shoes off and slip off my socks, putting them in my 

shoes.  I see she is still staring at the water as I walk over and sit next to 

her, putting my feet in the pool.  ñFriend of Jeanôs?ò I ask looking over at 

her and smiling.  My hair gets in my face as a breeze comes through and 

I sweep it back behind my ear. 

ñFriend of Lisaôsò she says gesturing over towards Lisa Farnam. 

ñAhhhò I say smiling and nodding.   

ñNot a friend of hers?ò she asks with a smirk.  She has a huge 

mouth  which reminds me of Liv Tyler.  Not sure Iôve seen anyone with a 

mouth that big before outside of the girl who Michael and I met on the 

BBS years back.  Long story. 

ñWell,ò I say trying to bring myself back from a second of 

daydreaming while staring at her lips.  ñSheôs cool but I keep my distance 

so we donôt talk much.ò  As the words come out I am now the one looking 

down into the water.  Shit, I should talk to Lisa more. 

ñWhy keep a distance?ò she asks shaking her head a little, making 

her beautiful hair wave a little down her back.  Didnôt realize how long her 

hair was, nice.  I have always had a softer spot for long hair than short 

hair.  Probably just because I grew up around everybody having long hair. 

ñNot sureò I begin.  ñProbably because I find her ungodly attractive 

and Galen has had his heart thumping for her since before I even met 

her.ò  As I finish that sentence she begins a quiet laugh.   I wonder why for 

just a moment. 

ñGuy code in action!ò she exclaims.  ñVery admirable.  I just fuck 

my friends boyfriends and push through friends too fast.ò   

My eyebrows go up and I nod slowly.  ñNot the worst reason to go 

through friends, I guess,ò I say now taking notice that she has a pretty 

decent body, too.  Great body, really.  Not really in that place in my head 

to be thinking about any of that though so I guess I didnôt automatically 

notice. 

ñRight?ò she asks with another light laugh.  ñIf only all the drama 

was worth all the quickies and disappointments.ò 

I nod slowly and smirk.  Fuck you brain, thatôs not a challenge.  

You stop it.  ñQuickies are bad?ò I ask without the question being cleared 
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in my brainôs filter. 

ñNot when they talk about being all weekend masters of the 

bedroom!ò she says quietly but in a way that sounds loud just before 

breaking out in louder laughter. 

I smile and nod some more and look back into the water.  

ñMasters of the bedroomò I say quietly as her laughter returns. 

ñIôve heard it allò she says in a more dire sounding voice.  It 

sounds like it was forced to sound that way and not as serious.  ñTwelve 

inches but only six hard.  Hurts like a fisting but can barely feel it and I 

can get off with just one finger.  Loves eating clam but licks twice and 

wants to go to sex.  All very sad,ò she concludes. 

ñYou sure are open for having just met me,ò I say playfully while 

shaking my head and smiling as warmly as I can.   

ñLisa said you were one of the biggest perverts on the planet,ò she 

said with a playful laugh and shooting a glance over at Lisa.  I turn and 

look and Lisa is staring at us with a huge dimple filled shit eating grin.  

God dammit Lisa.   

ñI donôt think my pastor would appreciate that,ò I say before 

reaching an arm around her lower back and slipping her off into the pool.  

Just as I do that and as her scream of surprise disappears under the 

water I hear Nine Inch Nails starting to blare from inside the house. As I 

get up to wander off to get more alcohol I notice her dry ass print on the 

generally moist ground looks amazing.  Iôll try to remember to take a look 

at that later.  Fuck, I never got her name. 

ñNot fair!ò I hear her say out of the water as I pass through the 

dining room into the kitchen.  I can hear other people laughing as I open 

the freezer to grab some Jack Daniels.  I see the two thirds full bottle I left 

in Galenôs room not too long ago tucked in a back corner and grab it.  I 

take several large drinks and close the freezer.  I take a couple more 

drinks and think about having to stay sober enough to get to that last day 

of work in the morning. Just then I feel ice water pour down my back. I 

turn around to see the unknown girl smiling with an empty glass.  

ñStranger girl makes the move with the ice water!ò I say with a 

smile before taking another drink of Jack. 

ñStranger girl!ò she laughs.  ñI like that!ò  She turns around and 

walks quickly through the living room and back out onto the deck. 

Fuck, I should have asked what her name is.  Ass looks good, too.  

I drink a little more Jack and realize itôs getting to me more than I thought 

it would.   
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ñDad just texted me, we gotta go.ò Galen says walking around the 

corner and tapping my shoulder.   

ñGo where?ò I ask.   

ñTo pick up your car!ò he says with his huge goofy but confident 

grin. 

ñUhhh,ò I begin as he grabs my arm and pulls me towards the 

door.  I break free and stop causing him to turn and look confused.  ñI 

canôt drive, man.  Can we drag Jean along to drive mine?ò 

ñJean!ò he shouts just before the expression on his face changes 

to apparently realizing nobody outside can hear him since he turned the 

radio up.   

ñYes?ò I hear from behind me.  We turn and look and see Jean 

happened to just be entering the dining room with an empty glass. 

ñHow much have you drank?ò I ask briskly. 

ñJust started, dad,ò she responds with a playful defiant look on her 

face. 

ñCan you drive?ò I ask with a bit of worry that she might actually 

be too drunk. 

ñOh, yeahò she responds with a comfort that I know she wouldnôt 

have if she questioned how much she had drank. 

ñSweetò Galen says.  ñDad just texted us that his friend is giving 

James the spookmobile.ò 

ñSpookmobile?ò I ask. 

ñFuck yeah!ò Jean shouts.  ñYou lucky son of a bitch!ò she 

continues before punching me in the shoulder.   

ñSpookmobile?ò I repeat.   

ñYouôll see,ò Galen says in a playful but slightly wavering voice as 

he turns and runs down the stairs.  Jean smiles and follows him.   

I look down at the floor and try to remember if Iôve ever been told 

about this car.  I canôt think of one time I heard it even come up in a 

conversation.  I turn and look outside through the kitchen window and see 

stranger girl quickly turning her head from this direction to the pool.  I look 

back down at the floor then turn and head down the stairs.  Spookmobile?  

What? 
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Descent . Spookmobile 
 
 Pulling up to a garage in the South End of Council Bluffs I start to 
wonder if Iôm not just being taken to pick up a 1980s rust bucket that is 
terrifying to drive. I analyze Jeanôs face and she looks excited and a little 
anxious. Galen has most of the same shit eating grin heôs had on his face 
since he got the text from his father. 
 ñWill I need to wear a fire suit while I drive this?ò I ask, showing my 
nerves are fraying me a little. 
 ñYou will need to wear a helmet,ò Galen says in a serious voice. 
Fuck, a helmet? Does it have a tricky ejection seat or something? What 
the fuck. 
 ñWhat?ò I ask in a much higher voice than intended. Jean and 
Galen both start laughing. ñShut up!ò I demand while feeling a little more 
worried. 
 ñShut up and wait to see,ò Jean says while reaching forward from 
the back seat to pat me on the shoulder. ñDonôt worry about it.ò 
 ñIt doesnôt have racist stuff all over it on the body does it?ò I ask. 
ñIs that the type of spookmobile it is?ò I ask. They just laugh and say 
nothing. I really shouldnôt complain, I guess. Even not seeing it I know itôs 
a gift from their father and at worst I can just paint it if needed.  
 As that thought crosses my head we turn a corner. As the view out 
my window changes a fairly old hearse that almost looks like the 
batmobile had a baby with the ghostbusters vehicle steals my vision. Oh 
dear fuck please tell me this is the spookmobile. 

ñFeel better?ò Galen says while pointing at the black car with fairly 
black tinted windows. 

The excitement in me builds quickly as I look at Galen. ñAre you 
serious?ò I ask while turning to look back at the spookmobile. I fully 
accept this name for a vehicle. Itôs not that it looks spooky to me but the 
fact itôs a hearse Iôm sure will seem spooky to most people who see me 
driving it around. 

ñYeah, you lucky son of a bitch,ò Galen states while actually 
sounding a little irritated. 

ñI take it you wanted it?ò I ask feeling a little bad. 
ñNo, I just spent a lot of time helping to restore and upgrade itò he 

says with a full smile coming to his face. 
ñFair point, sir,ò I respond.  
ñYouôre going to let me drive this,ò she insists. No problem there. I 

think she forgot sheôs here to drive it back to her place! I definitely feel too 
inebriated to drive.  

ñI might let you drive me to work at the end of this weekò I tell her 
with a grin.  
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ñFuck you!ò she shouts, punching my shoulder. Itôs probably good 
Iôve been drinking because I actually probably would have a lot of pain in 
my shoulder after two punches. She doesnôt punch softly. 

ñI thought you came to drive him back home in it?ò Galen asks 
sounding confused. I shoot a look at him quick and he realizes I was 
messing with her. Boom, another punch on the shoulder. It is actually 
starting to hurt a little now that I think about it. 

ñAsshole!ò Jean says before laughing a little.  
ñAlways a pleasure,ò I say looking back at her and smiling. 
I brush my hair behind my ears as we get out of the car. Galen 

walks to the driver door and pulls it open. He looks inside then looks at 
me smiling. ñKeys are in itò he says with a nod to Jean. He pushes a 
button on the inside of the door and I hear all the doors click. 

ñPower locks?ò I ask, actually surprised a car that looks like this 
has that. 

ñAnd windows,ò he says with a nod. ñIt also has power steering of 
course, disc brakes and lojack.ò  

ñLojack, really?ò I ask. ñWait, is that a manual transmission?ò Jean 
and Galen both nod.  

ñIôll teach you,ò Jean assures me. ñbut not today. I only just started 
drinking with no intentions of taking a break.ò 

ñShit, we took a break?ò I said while walking quickly to the other 
side of the car. 

ñFuck!ò Galen shouts. ñThatôs true!ò He turns and runs at a fast 
sprint back to his car and jumps in. Moments later Jean and I are in the 
spookmobile. Galen fires down the street in his car as Jean starts the car 
weôre in. 

Holy shit, the engine sounds beastly. Jean shifts into what I have 
to assume is reverse and presses on the gas. The motor revs and we fire 
backwards. The stop and gear shift takes but a brief moment as she fires 
back down the street in the same direction Galen just went. I pull my 
phone out and text Michael. 
 

James: Dude you wonôt believe what Iôm going to be driving. 
Michael: I took tonight off. Iôll be at Jeanôs soon.  
James: Fuck yeah. You and Jean will be teaching me stick soon. 
Michael: I donôt want you to touch my stick. 
James: Then quit painting it neon colors to draw my attention. 

 
I decide to shoot Natalie a text as well. 

 
James: You know Jean, right? 
Natalie: Yes. 
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James: Want to come chill with us at her house party this week? 
Natalie: No. 
James: You alright? 
Natalie: I burned Jerryôs house down, Iôm never partying again. 

 
ñWhat would you say if I told you Natalie said sheôs never partying 

again?ò I ask Jean. 
ñI would say that is walking all the way to the ocean to put out a 

cigarette level crazy,ò she responds. We live in the middle of the country 
so she uses that example as her top level of insanity. Even though while 
high I asked her once why she uses that since a cigarette would never 
stay lit that long anyway. She just uses flash as a reference point for 
human land speed. 

ñShe just told me sheôs never partying again,ò I inform her. 
ñBullshit, letôs go pick her up.ò Jean says. 
ñHmmò I say looking in the back. The interior is dark gray and a 

false leather. Itôs of the type that I donôt think legs would stick to very well. 
The front two seats are bucket seats. There is a bench seat behind them 
with two doors on each side. Behind the bench seat is a large surface 
plenty big enough to house a gurney or other device to transport a corpse 
or human of any height. The vehicle is probably longer than even a 
station wagon. But from the inside it looks a lot bigger in length than I 
thought it did from the outside.  

ñWe could kidnap her and throw her in the back, hogtiedò I think 
out loud. Jean looks at me with wide eyes. 

ñYou could have an orgy back there!ò she says while looking into 
the rear view. ñDid Galen seriously neglect to ever mention this car to 
you?ò 

ñNot once,ò I answer while still visually scanning the carôs interior. 
ñIôm just happy it has an aux input for my phone.ò I point at the input and 
she starts smiling. 

ñThis is the best thing about this car,ò she states while grabbing 
her phone out of her pocket. She fiddles with the screen a little before the 
stereo interface on the console blinks twice. Then the song ñPoppinô Offò 
by Watch the Duck starts blaring through the speakers crystal clear. 

ñHoly fuck,ò I say while trying to look over the back seat to attempt 
spotting any speakers. I take my seatbelt off and climb over the side of 
my seat trying not to kick Jean as I get into the back seat. As I settle into 
leaning over the back seat I realize there are three 12 inch speakers on 
each side of the back cargo area. Realizing what fabric they covered 
them with I notice a few four inch speakers along the perimeter of the 
roof. Fucking amazing. 
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I climb back up into the front seat and put my seatbelt back on. 
ñWho am I going to have to start blowing on a regular basis to pay off this 
car?ò I ask while still fully dumbfounded.  

ñRemember when Galen overdosed on acid and was in a coma for 
a week?ò Jean asks without taking her eyes off the road ahead. 

ñYes,ò I respond. ñI also remember Wendy getting into that big fight 
with her boyfriend in two different lobbies.ò 

ñOh!ò she exclaims. ñI forgot about that! But yeah. Dad was going 
to give this car to him before that happened. His punishment was being 
told this car was going to go to somebody as a good deed instead of to 
him for his 18th birthday.ò 

ñYeah? So heôs just excited to see this thing getting used instead 
of sitting in some garage somewhere?ò I ponder aloud. 

ñYep,ò she answers.  
ñSo where did he even get the car?ò I ask unable to remember 

ever hearing about this, still. 
ñDad pulled some strings to buy it for a few thousand off a repo 

auction,ò she responds. 
ñWell fuck,ò I mumble while falling into silence. This just doesnôt 

feel right to me. I know Iôve been around to help keep Jean and Galen 
sane. I also know theyôve been around for me a lot when I needed 
somebody. I can also think of times when I havenôt been there to help 
when I really wish I had been. Fuck, I just ducked out of a party that 
ended in Jerryôs house burning down. My karma is fucked. Something is 
fucking going on. 

ñIf it makes you feel any better,ò Jean begins before taking a deep 
breath. ñHe was worried he would end up selling it. Youôre like a brother to 
us.ò She pauses and takes a deep breath. ñAnd a second son to both 
mom and dad.ò  

I reach my arm over and rest my hand on her shoulder. ñI 
appreciate that a lot,ò I say while feeling the well inside me wanting to 
overflow. Iôm not one to cry. She sniffs and sits up straight, obviously 
trying to force the tears back again. I pull my phone out quick, having an 
idea. I start to text Michael. 
 

James: You should grab Natalie and see if Jerry wants to come 
too. Make sure those two are cool. 

Michael: already have Jerry. Her kids are at her momôs. Her mom 
actually said get out of here for the night to calm down. Plus Jerry just 
said she loves Natalie and to pick her up. Will surprise Natalie. 
 

I look over at Jean and say ñTexted Michael and he has Jerry.ò 
Jean turns and interrupts me saying ñWhere are they staying?ò 
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ñWith her mom,ò I inform her. ñHer momôs going to babysit the kids 
and sheôs going to come out and blow off some steam. Michael is going to 
see if they can surprise pick up Natalie and bring her along.ò 

ñGood! We have a whole lot of Vodka downstairs in the pantry,ò 
Jean seems to be thinking out loud. ñWeôll get her mind off of what 
happened.ò 

I doubt that. I hope we can just keep Jerry happy. Iôd love to get 
her to smile at least five or ten times. If I can do that sheôll feel endlessly 
better. And in turn that would make me feel better too.  
 

James: Yeah, Jean is all about you getting both of them here. 
Michael: Iôll be bringing a few bottles of liquor, too. 
James: Happen to have more Jack? 
Michael: Come on. 
James: Ok, thatôs a fair point. 

 
Suddenly Jean swings around into a large strip mall parking lot. I 

turn and look at her, figuring I know what sheôs going to do. 
 ñYour nerves are dull right now and Iôm here to punch you if you do 
something stupid,ò she says, jumping out of the driverôs side. She scurries 
around the front of the car and pulls my passenger door open. ñGet out,ò 
she demands in her best attempt at sounding terrifying. 
 I step out of the car and walk around the front. I hear her door shut 
and realize it sounds pretty solid. Iôve heard some car doors close which 
sound like a tin can dropping on a concrete floor. Just terrible. 
 ñAlright,ò I say as I close my door. ñI watched you do this so letôs 
seeéò I move the gear shift from park to neutral and press down the 
clutch. I look over and Jean is nodding slowly. I let go of the clutch and try 
to shift into first gear. A god awful grinding noise happens so I move it 
back to neutral and press the clutch back down. I look over at Jean and 
her lips are puffed out and eyes squinted, turning her head slowly side to 
side. 
 ñBad, Jamesò she says while shaking her finger at me. 
 ñYour anus is going to leak, be nice!ò I say while trying to focus. I 
keep the clutch held in as I shift into first. I slowly start driving around the 
parking lot, playing with going into and out of second gear as Iôm in the 
shorter straightaways.  
 ñVery good,ò Jean says. ñNow drive us back to my house.ò 
 ñI still donôt feel sober enough,ò I say trying to convince her to drive 
again. She just raises an eyebrow and looks at me. 
 ñYour nerves didnôt kick back in once you got in the driverôs seat, 
sobering you up? Right?ò she asks with a mother knows best look on her 
face. 
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 ñHuh,ò I respond while analyzing myself further. ñYouôre right, 
fuck.ò 
 ñFucking accurate, as usual,ò she states proudly. 
 I carefully pull up to the parking lot exit and grind again dropping 
down into first. Jean just laughs as I realize what I did wrong. Once a 
break in traffic comes I pull out and get up into third gear pretty fast 
without any issues. The rest of the drive back to her house goes quite 
smoothly with less and less gear grinds per couple miles. 
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Descent . Regroup 
 
 ñNot bad at all,ò Jean says kindly.  ñI wasnôt able to park without 
fucking it up my first time.  You even remembered the emergency brake!ò 

ñI have to give credit where it is due,ò I begin, with a sly smirk 

breaking onto my face without any approval at all.  ñI got most of that from 

San Francisco Rush.ò 

ñOh Jesus!ò she exclaims.  ñThat game you dropped most of your 

paychecks in when you skipped school back at A.L.?ò  

ñYeah, that had a stick you could toggle,ò I remind her.  ñI did it a 

few times and figured out the manual way how to drive, mostly.  Only it 

didnôt have an emergency brake.  I just happened to have noticed 

everybody driving a stick do it before we got out.ò 

ñSmart man,ò she says in the most official sounding voice she 

could.  ñLetôs go get sloshed.ò 

I look up the street towards the living room windows and see 

people dancing in the living room.  ñLooks like more people have arrived,ò 

I observe. 

ñNo shit?ò Jean says playfully while making a sweeping hand 

gesture.  ñAll these cars werenôt evidence enough?ò 

ñOh, fuck,ò I say taking mental note of the increase of cars up and 

down the street.  ñAre we going to have to start kicking people out before 

the sun even goes down?ò 

ñNo,ò Jean says.  ñGalen already is.ò  She gestures towards the 

front door as we get out of the car.  I see Galen behind three people 

walking down the front sidewalk.  Heôs yelling at them and pointing up the 

street.  I canôt make out what heôs saying though. 

ñOh shit,ò I say as one guy turns around looking like heôs going to 

swing.  Jean and I run up and as he raises his arm he sees us.  He says 

some inaudible things and turns with his friends, running through the 

grass towards some cars just up the street. 

ñNice timing,ò Galen says while adjusting his shirt.  ñI saw you 

drove that,ò he notes with a smile and approving nod. 

ñJean made me,ò I say in an impression of a child in trouble.  I 

wave my right pointer finger at Jean a little.  She laughs and shakes her 

head. 

ñMichael just got here with Natalie and Jerry,ò Galen informs me.  

ñThose guys were asking Jerry if her kids died in the fire and both her and 

Natalie started freaking out.ò   
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Hearing that I turn and instantly walk inside and see both Natalie 

and Jerry sitting in the family room off of the entry way.  I walk in and sit 

down quickly next to Natalie.  Jerry is sitting in an adjacent chair.  Galen 

sits on the other side of me on the couch and Jean comes in and sits in a 

chair across the room. 

ñYou two ok?ò I say as their hushed conversation stops and they 

notice weôre here. 

ñI am,ò they both say looking at me, then each other.  They smile 

and Jerry puts her hand out to rest on Natalieôs knee. 

ñNeed me to chase any ass down to beat?ò I ask, looking back 

and forth between them as I say it. 

ñJust one of the firefighters,ò Jerry states with a rising look of 

irritation on her face. 

ñWhy?ò I ask, not remembering any commentary so far about any 

unruly firemen. 

ñI was crying and he ended up getting me to cry on his shoulder,ò 

Jerry begins.  ñThen I felt one of his hands cupping my ass.ò   

I instinctively nod as I think óof course, thatôs a sweet tiny little ass.ô 

ñNo, not good!ò she says with a smile hitting her face.  ñI was so 

pissed off, I punched him in his chest but the thick jacket actually hurt my 

hand.  Some of the other guys came over and pulled me away and the 

rest is kind of a blur until the kids and I got to momôs.ò 

ñHow did you get there, anyway?ò I ask.  ñBen?ò 

ñNo, I told them to leave so it was just me and the firemen for a 

moment,ò she almost whispers as her voice and facial expression sinks.  

ñThe commander on scene took me.  He had me explain what happened 

on the way.  From what he said it sounds like they have had problems 

with that guy for a while now.ò 

ñWhat was your momôs reaction?ò I ask with full sincerity and 

curiosity. 

ñShe pulled me back into her bedroom,ò Jerry begins. ñHer first 

several questions were about whether my friends or myself got hurt.  She 

asked a lot of questions regarding various insurance options.  But other 

than that she didnôt seem upset.ò 

ñSounds like what I would have guessed,ò I say.   

ñWhatôs with you?ò Michael says while looking at me. 

ñWhat?ò I ask, not realizing anything was immediately with me. 

ñYou seem stressed and focused on something,ò he states.  ñAt 

first I thought it was because of the fucks we kicked out.  But itôs still 
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present on you.ò 

ñDonôt worry,ò I respond.  ñYou cool?ò I say while shifting my 

attention to Natalie. 

ñYes,ò she says in a meek voice. ñJerry and I have had a little time 

to talk.  Iôm glad she doesnôt hate me and nobody is angry with me.ò  Her 

head raises a little higher.  She smiles and looks at those of us sitting in 

the room.  ñThank you guys for not being furious with me for being so 

clumsy.ò 

All of us say variations of ñno problemò and ñitôs alright,ò among 

others. Natalie smiles and looks to be tearing up a little.  Jean moves 

closer to her and puts her hand on Natalieôs shoulder.  Jerry approaches 

and puts her arm around her other shoulder giving her a hug.  Everyone 

in the room sits quietly and it feels to me that a little tension lifts away. 

ñItôll just be a story we end up telling people later,ò I say with a 

smirk.  Natalie opens her eyes and makes eye contact with me and looks 

like she might laugh.  She smiles and nods and hugs Jerry back. 

I look over and Jean is staring at me with a huge smile on her face. 

ñWhat?ò I ask, feeling like I missed something.  I look down and 

check to verify my zipper is up.   

ñTell Michael what you drove here in,ò she says while looking back 

over at him. 

ñOh,ò I say while trying to decide how to tell him and if I should 

fuck with him.  I look at him and he is now staring at me with an inquisitive 

look on his face.  

ñDick!ò he says as he flips me off. 

ñUhh,ò I say, still unsure how to go about telling him.  Much less 

how I am going to explain to him that weôre not going to get to build a car 

together.  We planned to do that as a replacement for my truck because it 

was getting old.  And now that he knows itôs destroyed I hope he isnôt set 

on doing it. I mean shit, we still can. 

ñDick!ò he repeats louder than before.   

ñOh, Galen and Jeanôs dad gave me a car he and Galen had been 

working on while it sat with no plans in storage,ò I say fairly fast.  I blurted 

it out in hopes I could get it all out before he said anything in response. 

ñIs it here?ò he asks looking more excited than angry. 

ñYeah,ò I respond right as I hear yelling in rage fire up from 

somewhere in the back yard.  Galen and Jean jump up and run through 

the dining room and out across the porch.  I stand up as a guy I recall 

meeting some time ago runs up the hallway then out through the dining 
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room exit.  Michael and I stand up and make our way out the dining room 

door just in time to see Galen tackle someone and Jean push two girls 

back a few feet. 

ñJesus,ò I mumble as Michael looks between the altercation and 

myself.   

ñI think they have this under control,ò Michael says.   

ñYeah, it looks like it.  Want to go look at the car?ò I ask while 

feeling uninterested in getting involved in any more drama right now. 

ñLets,ò he says as he walks around the north side of the house.  I 

follow him and we get out to the front yard as we hear some noise behind 

us.  I turn to look and see Galen dragging a guy through the grass in our 

direction.   

Michael and I stop and stand towards the north edge of the front 

yard as Galen drags the guy towards us.  He passes us and gets to the 

front sidewalk dragging the guy by one ankle using two hands. 

ñDo you need help into whichever car you came here in?ò Galen 

asks while dropping the guyôs leg on the ground.  He puts his hands 

behind his back and waits for a response. 

ñFuck off,ò the guy says while starting to get up.   

Michael and I start to approach and only get a couple steps before 

Galen lifts a hand towards us, palm out, gesturing for us to hang back. 

ñWant a vehicle to come pick you up from right here?  Cab?  

Ambulance?ò Galen says while seeming to remain quite calm.   

ñIôm going back to talk to my friends,ò the guy says.  Now on his 

feet he starts to walk off the sidewalk and back the direction he was drug 

from.  No sooner does his foot move over the grass does Galen shift his 

weight and raise a hand up.  Galenôs hand lands in the middle of the guyôs 

chest and with one motion the guy falls backwards onto the sidewalk.   

The moment the guy hits the ground he lets out a girlish sounding 

yelp. I see Galen's other hand coming from behind the guyôs head.    

ñAwww, he saved the guyôs head from hitting the concrete,ò I 

whisper to Michael. 

ñI would have let it hit,ò Michael replies. 

ñCar you came in, cab or ambulance?ò Galen asks in an 

intimidating voice.   

ñCar,ò the guy says, looking almost shell shocked by how fast he 

went down to the ground.  He looks like he may actually have had the 

wind knocked out of him when he landed. 

ñAlright,ò Galen says while standing up and dusting off his pant 
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legs.  He steps back a couple steps as the guy gets on his feet and jogs 

up the street and out of sight.  Galen then slowly turns towards us, hands 

clasped behind his lower back again.  He looks at the house then looks at 

us with his tilted grin and approaches us.    

ñShall we drink?ò Galen asks while leaning forward a little on the 

word drink.   

ñYeah, Iôll be practicing tonight for how much Iôll drink tomorrow 

night,ò I say, still trying to stay up to my word that Iôll go cut momôs grass. 

ñWhy?ò Galen asks as Michael gives me another inquisitive look. 

ñWell I have to get up early tomorrow and go take care of momôs 

yard,ò I answer. 

ñI have an elaborate plan to keep you jolly well drunk until you 

have to go to work in a few days,ò Galen admits.  He looks over at 

Michael who is now nodding, then back to me.  His face looks serious.  

Doesnôt look like heôs joking. 

ñI could run over there and do it right now?ò I muse aloud.   

ñIôll go with you,ò Michael says, looking over at Galen as if he 

expects a similar statement from him. 

ñOh Iôm in,ò Galen agrees. 

ñWhat about the peace here?ò I ask, gesturing towards the house. 

ñOh that guy was the last guy I had any concern about.  I was 

hoping he would give me a reason to kick him out.ò Galen says with a 

large knowing smile spreading across his face. 

ñWhat happened out there, anyway?ò I ask as the three of us start 

making our way towards Michaelôs jeep. 

ñOne of the girls was making fun of his dick size to her friend and 

he came out to yell at her,ò he explains.  ñYou know, little dick problems.ò  

He leans towards Michael and nudges him. 

ñSatisfied your mom and sister at the same time with it,ò Michael 

fires back with a menacing smile. 

ñImpossible,ò Galen says.  ñMomôs never satisfied.ò 

All three of us laugh as we climb into Michaelôs big black Jeep 

Cherokee.   
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Descent . Green Desolation 
 
 Michael pulls his jeep into the driveway at my motherôs house. 
Galen and I look at each other before both of us look at Michael. All three 
of us nod simultaneously. We get out of the jeep and stand in the front 
yard for a moment, looking back and forth between us and out around the 
yard. 
 ñYou mow,ò Michael says pointing at me. ñIôll run around and use 
the weed eater around the edges and Galen will get the hedges with the 
clippers in the shed.ò  
 Galen and I nod as the three of us scatter in different directions. I 
head straight towards the shed and grab the mower. The grass has 
reached about eight inches and is seeding so Iôm glad weôre doing this in 
the evening rather than the morning. Itôs much nicer to run the mower 
through dry grass than wet. Scooping out wet grass with my hands is not 
my favorite thing to do with the mower. 
 ñHey, baby,ò I hear Galen saying behind me. I turn around to see 
him walking with hedge clippers I hadnôt seen before. They were held 
between his legs by his thighs and sticking out from the center of his 
crotch. Pretty professionally done, if you ask me.  
 ñPenetration time?ò I ask as I unscrew the gas cap of the mower.  
 ñEvery time is humping time,ò he responds while making humping 
motions. The motions get faster and his facial expressions grow more 
serious looking as momôs neighbor Sheryl follows her two dogs out her 
back door. 
 ñHey!ò I say to her loud enough for her to hear, waving a hand. 
 ñHi, boys!ò she exclaims.   
 Sheryl trains dogs and is pretty cool. Mom and I sat on the deck 
attached to her garage and bullshitted with her as the sun went down on 
multiple occasions. One time she even came over to chill in the pool while 
Mom had one. Eye candy and interesting? Rare. 
 ñHello, maôam!ò Galen says in a very respectable voice, waving 
kindly yet still humping and gyrating with the clippers in a phallic way 
before him.  
 ñWhoôs your friend?ò Sheryl asks with an ear to ear smile, slightly 
chuckling. 
 ñSheryl, this is Galen,ò I say, gesturing from Sheryl to Galen. 
ñGalen, Sheryl.ò 
 ñPleasure to meet you!ò Galen states while waving and humping 
as he walks back towards the front of the house. 
 ñI see that!ò Sheryl calls out as she continues laughing. She 
shakes her head a little and waves at me as she walks towards her back 
yard to start exercising her dogs.  
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I lean down and screw the cap back on. I look over at Sheryl and 
see sheôs still smiling a lot more than she was when she came out her 
back door. Then I look down at the lawn mower and pull the cord to start 
it. To my amazement, it starts the first try.  
 
--=--=--=--=--=--=--=--=--=--=--=-- 
 

Closing the shed I look around and realize we made such fast 
work of the yard I am not sure the sun even moved many degrees 
through the sky. I turn the locking mechanism on the door to the shed and 
turn to hurry back to the front yard and almost crash head first into my 
mother. Without hesitation she leans forward and throws her arms around 
me in a hug.  

ñThank you!ò she says as she continues the hug. 
ñNo worries,ò I respond. ñI have to smell horrible, though.ò  
ñItôs ok pumpkin,ò she assures. ñI was worried you would get 

distracted and forget for a week. The grass was seeding as it is.ò  
ñI noticed,ò I say. ñThe bushes also looked like they were growing 

in the wild.ò 
ñGalen made them look nice!ò she informs me.  
ñThank you!ò Galen says from behind her as he approaches.  
ñYouôre welcome!ò mom says. ñYou also did very well with the 

edging!ò she adds while smiling and nodding to Michael. 
ñThanks!ò Michael says while starting to grin. 
ñWhat?ò mom says while looking from Michael to me. 
ñWeôre going to get your son sloppy drunk,ò Michael says with an 

even bigger grin. 
ñAlright, but make sure he doesnôt drive,ò she insists. ñDid your 

dad go through with it?ò she asks Galen. 
ñYes,ò he says nodding and looking at me. 
ñGo through with what?ò I ask looking back and forth between 

them. 
ñShe knew about the car,ò Galen says while he starts to smile. 
ñOh, you knew about that?ò I inquire while looking directly at mom. 
ñYes,ò she said. ñhis dad called me to make sure I didnôt have any 

plans in motion before he made it happen. I told him I was really at a loss 
as to what to do and he told me it was taken care of. When he described 
the car to me I knew you would like it so I was happy.ò 

ñI helped with some of the engine work before I knew they were 
giving it to you,ò Michael informs me with a slow nod.   

ñI wanted to put an automatic transmission in it but he refused to 
change it from what classically is in that model,ò Galen informs me with a 
sly grin fired off at Michael.  
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At that moment Galen Michael and myself notice mom hunch over 
a few inches forward.  

ñAre you alright?ò I ask, making notice verbally. 
ñYes, my fibro is just acting up is all. Damn weather changes,ò she 

says while starting to shift her posture back to where it was.  
ñNeed anything from the store?ò I ask, hoping we can help a little 

further before disappearing for a few days. 
ñNo I just went the other day and should be stocked for a few 

weeks,ò she tells us as she looks around the yard. ñYou guys really did a 
good job! Especially how dark itôs getting already!ò 

ñThanks,ò we all repeat in unison.  
ñTheyôre better at the jobs they did than I am at them,ò I admit.  
ñWell Iôm going to go back in and lay down,ò mom says to us.  
ñBe well!ò Galen says as the three of us start walking down the 

driveway towards the front of the house. 
ñBye Galen!ò we hear come from a window in Sherylôs house. We 

slow down and look over and see her approach the window, now wearing 
a sun dress and that smile she had as he was goofing off. 

ñBye!ò he says waving and smiling. We get around the front of the 
house and out of earshot and Galen says ñShe didnôt look that good 
earlier!ò 

ñOh dude,ò I respond. ñYou should see her in a bathing suit. Sheôs 
a stunner, you wouldnôt normally notice.ò 

We climb into Michaelôs jeep and he begins driving.  
ñYeah?ò Galen asks. ñThat good?ò 
ñThat smile and perfect hair, chest as you saw and her body down 

below is not chubby at all,ò I inform him. ñNot that Iôve spent much time 
checking her out.ò 

ñBut more time than checking out your sister?ò Michael asks. He 
starts laughing before I can even respond. Galen also starts laughing. 

ñI should never have fucking told you that,ò I say while amused but 
still annoyed a little. 

ñI can still picture her abs from your description,ò Galen adds while 
still laughing. 

ñFuck both of you cock swallowers,ò I toss out verbally. ñYou 
should have sat up front Galen.ò Galen reaches forward and rubs my hair, 
messing it up.  

ñDonôt be so sour,ò he says, still laughing a bit.  
ñSour is what I do,ò I say. ñI feel like I owe your dad something for 

that car,ò I confide while feeling a little shy about bringing it up. 
ñDonôt, man,ò Galen insists. ñI have a car now anyway. I ended up 

getting one when I thought he was going to sell it after I pissed him off. 
Iôm just glad I get to see it a lot.ò 
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ñAnd Iôm glad I got to drive it before James gets it destroyed by an 
angry father,ò Michael interjects.  

ñFuck you!ò I blurt out before looking back at Galen. ñItôs hard not 
to feel like I owe him, though.ò 

ñJust donôt let our house burn down over the next few days and 
Iôm sure heôll feel youôve done a large enough service to deserve the car,ò 
Galen assures me. 

ñBut we left Natalie there with everyone!ò I say jokingly. Galen and 
Michael both stay silent after I finish the statement. I notice Michael is 
slowly accelerating. Galen turns his attention from me to the speedometer 
as he notices as well. All three of us start laughing.  

What feels like moments pass and weôre driving up the street 
towards Galenôs house. I look back at him and heôs steadily watching out 
the window. He looks focused and curious. Maybe my joke wasnôt in good 
taste after all. As we approach we see the number of cars has gone down 
a bit. There is no smoke rising from the house.  

ñOh, good,ò Galen says in a relieved sigh. ñNothing is on fire and 
the party isnôt six times bigger than it was when we left.ò Michael and I 
look at each other and nod. He pulls up into a spot on the side of the 
street right behind my apparently new ride.  

ñWhy not park closer?ò I ask, gesturing towards several now open 
places further ahead closer to his house.  

ñVery sneaky sneaky, sir,ò he says with a mischievous voice while 
rubbing his palms together and grinning wickedly. 

Michael and myself follow Galen up the sidewalk, driveway and 
eventually into the garage. Galen opens the door to the house quietly. Not 
that he needed to, considering the radio is still generously loud. 

I anticipated him turning up the stairs but he instead went towards 
and into his room. We followed him and he closed the door carefully. 
Michael and I are now standing watching him, as he rubs his palms 
together and grins evilly again. 

ñThoughts?ò I ask, curious what his plans are. He turns and opens 
a compartment behind a couple of liquor bottles on a shelf and pulls out a 
little bag of marijuana with a small pipe in it. I turn and look at Michael as 
both he and my own faces light up. 

Michael and I sit down on Galenôs bed. Galen sits down in the 
chair off the bead and loads the pipe.  

ñNo words needed,ò I say with a smile. Galen smiles and lights his 
lighter. He holds the flame over the weed and inhales. He moves the 
flame around to get a good even burn across the surface. He lets the 
lighter shut off and holds his breath in for several seconds while passing 
the pipe to me. 
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I always know Galen has sources that donôt mix anything into the 
weed. I also know his taste of what weeds he appreciates matches mine. 
He likes a sweet and potent variety, as do I. Michael shares our likes on 
this matter as well. 

I take the pipe and light it. I inhale and hold it in also as I pass to 
Michael. Galen lets his blow out. Michael begins as I exhale mine. Before 
I even exhale I can feel it in my chest and arms. My head gets a little light. 

I was thinking about asking if he was holding. Alcohol is nice to 
calm my nerves but weed has always been something that makes me 
calm and happy for a much longer period of time. Iôve also never had a 
hang-over or anything really negative from it. So I tend not to hesitate if it 
comes up at a time when I have a long enough period to be fully 
functional before work. 

Galen finishes another hit and passes it to me. I take in more this 
time than I did last time knowing this will be my second and last hit. I can 
feel it down in my feet and to the top of my head before I am passed this, 
so I know itôll be enough for me. I finish and hand it to Michael. 

I stand up and realize I am pleasantly light headed. Galen looks 
up and smiles at me as I carefully open his door. I close his door and as I 
turn around I almost run into Jean. 

ñWhat the fuck!ò she exclaims with wide eyes. ñWhen did you guys 
get back?ò  

ñJust a minute ago,ò I answer. ñNeed a piss.ò I stand there and 
wait quietly hoping she walks off. She stands there and stares at me with 
a slowly changing expression. 

ñWhy am I not smoking with you guys?ò she asks as she walks by 
me and into Galenôs room.  

I know Galen doesnôt care if Jean smokes with him, as they 
smoke with each other all the time. However, I know he doesnôt have 
enough to smoke out the whole party and probably wants to try to keep it 
secret. Though Jean will want to smoke with some other people upstairs 
once she gets high. 

I stop daydreaming and get back into motion. I walk across the 
open downstairs room into the bathroom and begin taking a piss. Half 
way through I realize I didnôt close the door and push myself to finish. 
Once done I put myself away and wash my hands. After I wash my hands 
I realize nobody has been downstairs in a minute or so and head back to 
Galenôs room. 

I open the door and stand inside, closing the door behind me. I 
lean against the wall just to the side of the doorway and smile. I observe 
Michael taking another hit just before passing it to Galen. Michael 
gestures heôs done as he flops back onto the bed and takes a deep 
breath. Jean laughs as she watches Michael lay back.  
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ñYou done, too?ò Jean asks as she turns to face me. 
ñYeah,ò I answer with the smile on my face expanding a little. 
ñGood,ò she says while taking the pipe passed from Galen. ñWe 

still have a lot left and Galen and I are almost done, too.ò 
I walk over to Galenôs little bar and pick up a bottle of Jack 

Daniels. I unscrew the top as I hear Jean start to cough a little.  
ñPussy,ò Galen says while pushing her shoulder a little. Jean falls 

onto her back on the bed next to Michael and starts laughing.  
 I lift the bottle up, tilting it back as I drink a few swallows of Jack. I 
screw the cap back on. As I go to put it back I hear Galen stand up from 
behind me.  
 ñNo!ò he says quietly, but in a way that sounds loud somehow. 
 ñWhat?ò I say as the bottle rests back on the shelf from where I 
got it. 
 ñFinish that tonight!ò he insists, gesturing to the bottle. I look back 
at it and return my look to Galen. 
 ñBut thereôs one that size in the freezer thatôs half full still?ò I say. 
 ñTrue,ò Galen says while thinking a moment. ñSo put that one in 
the freezer, and start in on the one in the freezer!ò he says while raising 
his hands up as if heôs had the best idea of the day. 
 ñDone,ò I say while picking the bottle back up. His arms still up in 
the air, almost like the great cornholio, he turns and walks back over to sit 
in his chair.  
 I walk with the bottle towards the door as he pulls his cell phone 
out of his pocket and peers into it. As I close the door behind me I hear 
Michael say something to Jean before all 3 of them start laughing. The 
door closes behind me and I walk up the stairs with my now second fifth 
of jack. 
 I reach the fridge in the kitchen and look out the back window. The 
same people who were here before we went to get the car now remain 
with a few additional folks. Thankfully as itôs getting dark, a lot of the 
people who had been here in the afternoon are now gone. I see the girl I 
tossed in the pool standing with Lisa Farnam. They appear deep in 
conversation. 
 I turn back to the fridge and open the freezer. There it sits, the 
bottle of jack I was working on earlier in the day. I take it out and observe 
itôs down to about a quarter full. No worries, this is a party. I can always 
go buy more if needed, also. 
 I put the warm bottle in its place and close the freezer. I look back 
out the window and Lisa is still deep in conversation with her friend. I hear 
Sublime playing from the living room. I choose to walk down the hallway 
to the living room and pull out my phone. No messages, good. Everybody 
I tend to text is here anyway.  
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Descent . Confessions 
 

I step into the living room and see Natalie sitting on the couch 

reading.  She is too into her book to notice me.  I walk around her and sit 

on the couch next to her.  I look out the window and see Jerry sitting with 

Ben.  Cool, didnôt know Ben was coming here. 

ñI hate life,ò Natalie says, interrupting my train of thought.  She 

puts her book down and looks me in the eyes.  She has beautiful blue 

eyes, itôs awesome. 

ñWant to move into the living room so itôs much quieter?ò I ask, 

trying to avoid a conversation in front of a large and loud stereo. 

ñSure,ò she answers. 

I put my hand out and she takes it, helping her up onto her feet.  I 

take care to not let the Jack bottle bump her. Not that she needed the 

help, as sheôs freakishly strong for being a tall skinny person.  I walk back 

down the hall as she follows and we plop down on the large couch in the 

family room off from the dining room.  The music is still generally loud 

though quiet enough from this side of the house that we can speak 

normally. 

ñSo, why do you hate life?ò I ask, sincerely curious.  I have to 

assume it has something to do with the fire.   

ñEvery time I have fun, something terrible happens.ò she confides 

in me.  ñDid you know I was the last kiss for someone who killed 

themselves a couple months ago?ò she asks. 

ñNo!ò I answer a little louder than I meant to.  I have never heard 

anything about this.   

ñWell,ò she says, looking out the window to and over her shoulder 

towards the hallway in an apparent attempt to check if weôre alone.  ñWas 

a guy I played StarCraft with,ò she continues.  ñHe came over with his 

computer and we were practicing different approaches on a new map.  I 

helped him carry his stuff to his car.  We talked and joked next to his car 

and I kissed him for a few minutes before he left.  I invited him back up to 

my room because I didnôt want him to leave.ò 

She looks like sheôs about to cry so I place a hand on her 

shoulder.  She closes her eyes and shifts her weight around where sheôs 

sitting.  Once she finishes trying to get comfortable she takes a deep 

breath.  I squeeze her shoulder and lean forward a little so she doesnôt 

have to talk as loud. 

ñThanks for listening,ò she says, looking up at me and wiping a 
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tear from her cheek.   

ñShit, you know me,ò I say trying to remain calm and collected.  

ñGo on,ò I say, trying to sound comforting. 

ñHe was supposed to get on Skype when he got home so we 

could do some matches before he went to bed,ò she continues. ñI didnôt 

know he had a gun but apparently there was one in his car.  He stopped 

in a Wal-Mart parking lot and set a timed email for the next day.  He hated 

what his life had become and decided he would go see what comes next 

is what his email said essentially.  He sent it to everybody he knew in one 

shot.  There was no mention of me beyond not even taking pleasure in 

video games anymore.ò 

She leans forward and starts weeping quietly as I squeeze her 

shoulder again.  She twists a little so her back is almost facing me.  She 

leans her head back so itôs on my shoulder.  I put my hands on my lap 

and remember how often I end up being in the emotional support role.  I 

donôt mind, it just seems strange to me because most of the time I feel 

like an ass hole. 

ñHe closed with a comment on how he finds suicide to be a weak 

way out and what more fitting a place to bitch out than a terrible Wal-Mart 

property?ò  She laughs a little and then wipes another tear away. 

ñMaybe your kiss was the best thing for him,ò I begin.  ñMaybe it was one 

last great thing before he made the decision to leave.ò   

ñMaybe,ò she says.  ñThen before that my mom invited me over for 

dinner.  Being a poor college kid I never turn down free food.  But she 

didnôt tell me it was going to be a full table of her church friends and that 

they were going to spend the entire evening interrupting everything i said 

with derogatory commentary about my being atheist.ò 

ñThat shit, again?ò I ask a little surprised that her mom is revisiting 

this reconversion movement she used to punch after quite a lot. 

ñYes,ò Natalie says. 

She turns her head so she can look up at me and the way her 

shirt twists allows me to see cleavage.  Not intentional though, and I feel 

like a dirt bag for taking a peek for a moment.  She wasnôt making eye 

contact at the moment I noticed, at least. 

ñSo they eventually made me run out of the house in tears,ò she 

continues.  ñThey kept spinning what they were focusing on.  It was my 

drinking to video games to refusing to go to a Christian church and 

premarital sex.  Everything was presented in a way that reminded me 

how much mom would cry over all of it.ò 
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ñWhat happened to not judging?  Isnôt guilt tripping a sin?ò I ask, 

knowing the answer but mainly getting a little frustration out verbally.   

ñIt should be a ten commandment,ò Natalie states.  ñIt would be 

nice if they had a ódonôt be a fucking assholeô commandment in there.  Or 

a ódonôt push things on other peopleô commandment.  I might respect 

organized religion more.ò 

ñReally?ò I ask with a lot of surprise on my voice. 

ñNo,ò she replies as we both start laughing a little.  ñbut I did bitch 

at God for when my car burned itself to death.ò 

ñWhen was that?ò I ask, unable to remember yet another thing.  

People blame Marijuana, and I do have quite a buzz going, but Iôve had a 

bad memory for quite a long while before I started.  I blame it on long 

running lack of sleep. 

ñCouple weeks ago,ò she answers.  She sits up and starts getting 

animated as she continues the story.  ñFucking thing started stalling at red 

lights.  So I tried to take routes with fewer red lights.  Then it died on the 

interstate.  As I slowed on the shoulder, I noticed the engine was 

overheating and I could see hints of steam coming from the edges of the 

hood.ò 

ñNo shit?  Is that why people have been mentioning you being 

picked up in stories besides driving?ò I ask, not realizing that she hasnôt 

been driving herself. 

ñNo shit,ò she responds.  ñSo I get out of my car and realize itôs not 

steam, itôs smoke.  I reached in and popped the hood and a lot of smoke 

started coming out of the hood, then out from under the car.  I ran down 

the street a little and called 911 as flames spread under the firewall and lit 

up the rest of the car.ò 

ñNo fuckin shit?ò I say, at a total loss for words. 

ñIndeed,ò she confirms.  ñI tried to ask my mechanic if he would 

look at it and figure out what the problem was but by then the insurance 

company had already scrapped it.  Nobody seems to have any idea what 

would start an engine fire that was strong enough to spread through the 

whole car.ò 

ñMake sure to ask Michael,ò I tell her.  ñHeôs great with cars and he 

might be able to figure it out.ò   

ñAlright,ò she agrees.  ñThat wonôt bring my car back, though.ò 

ñItôs true,ò I agree, nodding slowly. 

ñSee what I mean by terrible luck?ò she asked, inching back 

towards her inward sulking. 
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ñYes,ò I answer her.  ñYou know youôre surrounded by people who 

care about you and are here to distract you from all that,ò I say with a 

smile and full sincerity. 

ñThankfully,ò she says.  ñIt is a huge help, you have no idea.  I 

really donôt mean to require anybodyôs help with calming down my crazy 

brain.ò 

ñAlways a pleasure,ò I say, smiling and nodding.   

ñThank you,ò she says.  ñI just donôt want to be a burden any more 

than I already have been.  I mean, Jerry lost some things sheôs never 

going to get back.ò 

ñYou stop,ò I demand as kindly as I can.  ñWe know it was an 

accident.  Most importantly she knows.  She is so sure it was an accident 

she had a fairly easy time convincing me of it and you know me.  Iôm not 

easily convinced of anything.ò 

ñI know,ò Natalie says.  ñYou want to be my StarCraft practice 

buddy?ò she asks with a glimmer of playfulness and a hint of sadness in 

her eyes.   

We both laugh, though hers sounds uncomfortable.  I lean over 

and spread my arms offering a hug and she melts into them hugging me.  

I embrace her a minute and shake my head a little. 

ñWhat?ò she asks. 

ñI fucking suck at StarCraft,ò I admit.  ñI really do.ò  We both laugh 

as we break the embrace and she starts crying a little heavier. 

ñYou do,ò she agrees.  ñI could teach you,ò she adds. 

ñI know, you probably could,ò I say.  ñI just donôt have enough free 

time to get as good as you need.ò   

ñI know, it was a sad bluffò she states before sniffling. 

ñNever know unless you ask!ò I say.  ñYou going to be okay?ò I ask 

with hope she feels a lot better than she did before I found her in the 

living room. 

ñYeah, I should be.ò she says.  ñYou smell like weed.ò 

ñI know!ò I say, standing up in excitement.  Still feel quite the buzz 

from that.  I can feel it very separately from the alcohol.  And the alcohol 

buzz is pretty strong in its own right.  I sit back down. 

ñI have a bikini on under here,ò she states.  ñI should swim now 

that itôs darker and I wonôt be so self-conscious.ò 

ñSelf-conscious, why?ò I ask.  Midway through the question I 

remember she doesnôt find herself as attractive as almost everyone else 

does.  But, the fact almost all women are this way should be sunk in my 
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head by now. 

ñI have half a normal personôs body,ò she tells me.   My face 

freezes as I realize sheôs right.  She really does have about half the 

physical size as practically anyone else.  Though, when she dances itôs 

so sexy I doubt anyone thinks about how small she is.  Mainly when itôs 

windy or sheôs moving something around thatôs massive.  Her strength is 

always impressive.  And people worry she will literally blow away when itôs 

gusty. 

ñYou really do,ò I say.  ñYou really, really do.ò  We both laugh and 

she reaches to put her hand on my shoulder this time. 

ñSeriously,ò she says, now smiling.  ñThanks.ò 

ñNot a fucking problem,ò I say, unscrewing the top of my Jack 

bottle, still very cold.  ñWant some?ò 

She nods, reaching out and taking it from me.  She leans it back and 

takes multiple gulps draining the fifth from a fourth full to under an eighth 

full.  Pretty impressive!  She hands it back to me and stands up perfectly. 

ñVery nice,ò I say.  I finish the bottle off as she starts walking 

through the dining room towards the back door.  I stand up and realize the 

last bit of alcohol is reminding the rest of the alcohol thereôs a party inside 

me.  I walk into the dining room and toss the now empty bottle into the 

trash.  I jump back to the freezer and grab the warm bottle of Jack.  Then 

I follow her tracks out the back door where everyone is now congregating. 
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Descent . Oblivion 
 
 ñYou guys done fucking?ò I hear from the pool. I look at Natalie 
and sheôs flipping the bird in the poolôs direction. I look over at the pool 
and see Taylor Jazzlinko and Justine Newman in the pool. God damn, 
she needs to always be wet and above water from the stomach up. 
 ñJust took a break so Iôd be ready for Justine,ò I say with my 
middle finger going up to join the one Natalie is still flying. I look and 
Justine has the corner of her mouth curled upward in a smirk. Her big 
beautiful amber eyes fixed on me, Hair wetted down to the sides of her 
face. I really am going to have to focus on not staring at her all night.  
 ñJust as long as I get to be behind you the whole time,ò Taylor 
says while pointing at me and smiling. Justine and I still fixed in eye 
contact. I break and walk towards Jean and Galen who are now standing 
with Jerry and Ben in the middle of the grass between the pool and the 
back wall of earth going up to the neighborôs house some thirty feet 
higher in elevation. Natalie is following not far behind me. 
 I survey the people in and around the back yard. Other than Taylor 
and Justine in the pool along with Alison Gale and her boyfriend Iôve 
never learned the name of, only Lisa and her friend I tossed in the pool 
are swimming. Wendy is sitting at the table across the pool by the living 
room door with Michael and little Jean. Surprised theyôre sitting there 
talking considering how loud the radio is. 
 Now standing in a circle of Jean, Galen, Jerry, Ben, Natalie and 
myself, I pull my phone out after feeling it vibrate. Jean and Jerry are 
talking about the alcohol they need from the store. Ben is drinking a bud 
light and Galen is smoking a cigarette. I look at my phone and see a text 
from Makayla. 
 
Makayla: You ok? 
James: Yeah. You? What did your mom say? 
Makayla: She asked why I didnôt keep you in my room besides making a 
mess in the entry way. 
James: Thatôs it? 
Makayla: Well, and she thinks thatôs the first time I had sex. 
James: Is it? 
Makayla: No, third. Just never outside of a bed.  
James: Did you like it? 
Makayla: Enough! Are you sure youôre ok? 
James: Yes. My truck isnôt. 
Makayla: Iôm so sorry about that. Iôm so, so sorry.  
James: Okay Tennant. 
Makayla: Ha! Seriously. Iôm sorry.  
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James: Itôs ok. It was worth it. 
Makayla: Was it? So you would meet me again? 
James: As long as your dad is in jail. or on a different continent. Yes. 
Makayla: Letôs move to Switzerland!  
James: Youôre crazy.  
 
 ñToo cool to talk to us?ò Jean says, startling me. I had entirely quit 
listening to what anyone around me was saying.  
 ñNo. Makayla texted me,ò I say. Whatever Natalie and Ben were 
talking about stopped and everyone right near me turned to stare at me in 
silence. 
 ñWell?ò Natalie says while looking fully engaged. 
 ñNothing, really,ò I say without a clue what to tell them. ñJust told 
her Iôd be willing to meet ag-ò 
 I am interrupted by a slap across the back of the head by Galen. 
Very surprised he was able to reach across and around to pull that off. He 
looks pretty high. And Iôm surprised I was able to keep my balance and 
stay standing. 
 ñWhat!?ò I say while rubbing the back of my head which now 
stings. 
 ñYouôre not taking the spookmobile,ò Jean says before Galen can 
speak.  
 ñTruth,ò Galen says while lifting his cigarette from his lips up into 
the air above his head and nodding. 
 ñGuys, she was one of the best fucks Iôve had so far,ò I confess, 
nervous that Iôll have another smack incoming. 
 ñIôm sure you can find someone else that good at fucking,ò Natalie 
informs me. ñOne that doesnôt have psychotic family that will chase you 
around a neighborhood and burn your car to the frame.ò 
 ñYeah,ò I say, hoping my sinking mood doesnôt show on my face. I 
take a few swigs from the Jack Daniels bottle Iôve been carrying. 
 ñJust be glad youôve had good sex recently,ò Natalie adds as an 
afterthought.  
 Galen and Ben nod slowly in apparent deep thought and 
agreement.  
 ñI guess youôre right,ò I say. I can feel the alcohol creeping back up 
on me now that Iôve been out of any serious situations long enough for my 
brain to relax. 
 ñBesides, I think Lisaôs friend is here to test drive you anyway,ò 
Jean interjects.  
 I turn and look back at the pool and can only see peopleôs heads. 
But as I do, I see Lisaôs friend turn her head from our direction back 
towards Lisaôs. 



125 
 

 ñMaybe youôre right,ò I respond to Jean.   
 ñNot maybe,ò she says. ñShe asked about when you would be 
back several times while you guys were at your momôs house.ò 
 ñYeah?ò I say in unison with Galen. 
 ñYes,ò Jean asserts. 
 ñLucky ass hole,ò Ben says.  
 ñWhy?ò I ask, still being entirely oblivious to what that girlôs name 
even is. 
 ñRemember Daniel?ò Jean asks. 
 ñWallace?ò I ask. Daniel Wallace is my childhood friend of many 
years. 
 ñNo, Daniel Ewing,ò Jean answers. 
 ñNot that I remember,ò I say. 
 ñDude would talk about how she could blow him and make him fire 
off five or six times in just an hour,ò Ben says. My eyes go wide and Galen 
nods as if heôs heard these stories before. 
 ñYeah?ò I ask, wondering if thereôs more. 
 ñSheôd blow him for an hour after school all the time,ò Galen 
added. 
 ñHmm,ò I say. I look at Jean and sheôs shaking her head at Galen.  
 ñWhat?ò Galen asks, looking at Jean as she continues shaking her 
head. 
 ñDo you know everyoneôs sex lives out of our friends?ò she asks 
with a highly amused voice and a smile. 
 ñYou tell me most of it!ò Galen says while waving his cigarette 
around. Ben and I turn to Jerry and nod knowingly as she looks like sheôs 
wondering if weôre all crazy. 
 ñI need to have sex more,ò Natalie says. ñYou guys sound like 
youôve had enough action in a year to match what Iôve done my whole 
life.ò 
 ñMichael is having a few friends from his work come drink tonight,ò 
I inform her. ñWhy not drag one into a room and bang him silly?ò 
 ñI just might,ò she says, taking her shirt off to reveal a bikini top. 
ñBut right now Iôm going swimming,ò she states firmly as she starts 
walking up the stairs back towards the pool. 
 ñJesus sheôs toned,ò Jerry says watching Natalie walk away, wide 
eyed. 
 ñSheôs tiny, I donôt know that she has any other option than to be 
toned,ò I say while looking also. 
 ñLook!ò Jerry says while taking her shirt off revealing sheôs wearing 
a one piece. She drops her jeans too and I realize sheôs tiny but not very 
toned. ñIôve been trying to get toned like her for years!ò She gestures 
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again towards Natalie and I look just before she jumps in the pool. She is 
night and day different than Jerry tone wise. Both look great, though.  
 ñI hate all if you,ò Jean says, gripping her stomach in both hands 
while shaking it around. She makes a grumpy face. Then her face lights 
up and she moves her hands up to her boobs and starts shaking those 
around in her palms. ñBut I have these!ò She then starts doing a little 
dance.  
 ñTheyôre epic!ò Jerry says while jumping over in front of Jean and 
they dance together.  

Galen laughs and shakes his head while I take another drink from 
my now mostly empty and still warm Jack bottle. Ben smiles as he looks 
Jerryôs body up and down as she dances. Galen and Ben look at each 
other and smile. I turn and catch Lisaôs friend looking away from me 
quickly again. I feel another vibration from my phone and look down at it. 
 

Makayla: So are you! 
James: How so? 
Makayla: You would see the girl again whose father burned your 

car and chased you around the neighborhood. 
James: That is a damn good point. When do you want to meet up 

again? 
Makayla: I say Saturday night. Mom will be on a work trip and Iôll 

have the house to myself well into Sunday. No need to worry about 
anybody interrupting anything. 

James: I wasnôt planning on being sober enough to drive 
Saturday, but I bet I can make that happen. 
 

I look up and Ben and Galen are now sitting against an 
outcropping on the wall at the back of the yard. Jerry and Jean are up on 
the deck next to the pool dancing and Natalie sounds to be swimming 
laps back and forth between the shallow and deep end. 
 I walk up and sit in a chair at the small table on our side of the 
pool near where Jean and Jerry are dancing. The flood lights provide 
enough light to be able to read in any part of the yard as long as youôre in 
line of sight of them. After the response they had regarding me talking to 
Makayla again Iôve had a hugely deep sinking feeling in my chest.  
 Fucking hate when all of my friends are in opposite sync of 
something I think is a good idea. They have yet to turn out wrong when 
that is the case. Fuck I wish Makayla wasnôt so amazing of a fuck. And I 
wish I wasnôt so addicted to sex that I wasnôt fully willing to be at her 
house in a few days when Saturday night came. 
 What could go wrong? Her mom being out of town and her dad 
being in jail for at least a few months. Does she have psychotic exes? Is 
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she psychotic? Does her dad have friends who would come check on me 
and turn out as nuts as he did? Fuck. What if she gets pregnant? Her dad 
might hire a hit squad of some sort to come destroy my anus. 
 ñDeep in thought?ò I hear, startling me and causing me to jump. 
ñSorry,ò the beautiful voice says again. I look to my left and see the girl I 
pushed into the pool sitting down in a chair next to me. 
 ñYes,ò I say, feeling entirely uncomfortable. Weighing the pros and 
cons of fucking one girl while one whoôs been staring at me all night walks 
up in plain sight and sits next to me. I feel like a dick. I feel like a dick so 
often I should be used to it by now. 
 ñWhat about?ò she asks, sounding genuinely concerned. 
 ñTrying to remember what your name is,ò I say, hoping the bluff 
pays off. 
 ñTiffany,ò she says reaching her hand out towards me. I turn, reach 
out and shake her hand.  
 ñJames,ò I say. ñBut I think you already know me. And you have 
very soft skin,ò I say realizing half way through that sheôs been in the pool 
a lot so sheôs probably going to have really soft skin right now. 
 ñThanks, four hours in chlorine will do that for a person,ò she says 
with a warm smile. 
 ñAhhh, thatôs true,ò I say. Iôm fucking stupid. I laugh a little, though 
not at or with her but at myself. 
 ñAre you alright?ò she asks while still looking concerned. 
 ñThat question has been going around a lot the last day or two,ò I 
say while trying to avoid the conversation. 
 ñItôs cool if you donôt want to talk about it,ò she says trying to 
comfort me. ñI just noticed you seemed like you were spacing off and 
unhappy.ò 
 ñSpacing off is one of my talents,ò I say, forcing a smile. 
 ñI hear your nick name is captain distracto,ò she says with a cute 
little laugh. 
 ñDid Galen tell you that,ò I ask while looking over at him. He is 
standing with Ben and staring at me with the biggest shit eating grin on 
his face I think Iôve ever seen. 
 ñYes, so did Jean and Lisa,ò she says while looking proud. 
 ñIôm a little afraid of what else theyôve said,ò I say while finishing off 
the Jack Daniels. I screw the top on and set it on the porch to my left, 
between Tiffany and I. 
 ñWell, Galen and Jean havenôt said much more,ò she says as her 
face turns red. 
 ñOk now you have to continue,ò I say sounding like more of a dick 
than I intended. I got anxious when I saw her face turn red and blurted it 
out without weighing my voice tone first. 
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 ñJust that youôve had more lips around your dick than a 
breathalyzer machine,ò she says sounding entirely sheepish and unsure. 
 ñThatôs actually an awesome way to put it,ò I say trying to sound 
confident and unmoved. 
 ñThey said you are like the community challenge,ò she adds. 
 ñWell, not sure how much of a challenge it is,ò I say trying to be 
modest. ñMaybe the bicycle some people ride to make sure theyôre still 
capable.ò 
 ñOh youôre the neighborhood bicycle?ò she quips before bursting 
into laughter. 
 ñFuck,ò I say under my breath. ñI should have seen that coming. 
 ñYeah,ò she says. ñYeah you should have. You sure youôre alright?ò  
 ñIs anyone ever alright?ò I ask while the sound of wanting to cry 
slips into my voice. What the fuck is that? Am I really going to open up to 
someone who seems to hold me in high regard and attraction? I really 
donôt want to. 
 ñNo,ò she answers. ñBut I do a better job of pretending I am.ò 
 I slowly nod. I look her in the eye and she looks completely 
confident in her statement. She does look like she feels great. Could she 
be as depressed as I usually am? I donôt know. I see her reach down and 
pick up my bottle. 
 ñEmpty, sorry,ò I say. ñWant me to -ò 
 ñDonôt worry, Iôm just going to throw this away and see what else is 
in there,ò she interrupts while standing up and walking towards the house. 
Sheôs clearly chubby but her shape is fucking awesome. Her body is like 
Alisonôs but she has better curves. Great ass. 
 ñThank you,ò I say loud enough for her to hear before the noise of 
the screen door sliding open begins. What the fuck. Maybe I should open 
up to her. Iôll have to take her in the family room though. I really donôt want 
to end up spilling my guts and saying anything I donôt want someone else 
in earshot to hear. Hopefully she doesnôt keep on that conversation 
though. I feel my phone vibrate again. 
  

Makayla: Good! How long can you maintain as you did in my 
entry way? 
 James: Hours 

Makayla: Saturday night you might just fuck me into oblivion. 
 James: Just try not to die 

Makayla: I never thought that sentence would turn me on. 
 
 ñGirlfriend?ò I hear as I look over and see a large black cup in 
Tiffanyôs hand, presented to me. I take it and she sits back down next to 
me. 
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 ñNo,ò I say. I look in the cup and it looks like ice and water. 
 ñBoyfriend?ò she says with a big smile. ñJust kidding, these are 
screwdrivers by the way.ò She reaches her cup over and bumps it against 
mine saying ñCheers!ò 
 ñCheers,ò I say while lifting the cup up to my lips. I smell the vodka 
in it and canôt detect any orange juice at all. I take a few drinks. 
 ñWell,ò she says before a little cough. ñWell itôs Vodka colored with 
OJ.ò 
 ñI noticed,ò I say before taking another few gulps.  
 ñJames!ò I hear from my left. I look over and see Galen gesturing 
for me to come over there. 
 ñExcuse me for a moment please,ò I say to Tiffany as I set my cup 
down to the left of the chair. ñIôll be right back Tiffany.ò 
 ñAlright,ò she says with a smile before drinking some from her cup. 
 I walk a few steps towards the stairs and realize I need to take my 
time drinking that screwdriver. I make it down the stairs just fine and cross 
the yard to where Galen and Ben are standing. I look back at the pool and 
see nobodyôs really paying attention, just in case I have to puke or 
something out of nowhere. It happens to all of us from time to time at 
parties. It still makes me feel embarrassed though. So I always try to plan 
to expel stomach contents out of sight of any other people.  
 ñWe need to make a beer run,ò Ben says. ñJean has some guys 
coming over but theyôre only bringing a couple cases and we donôt want 
to run out or leave again through tomorrow and Friday.ò 
 Galen nods once and smiles. ñAlright,ò I say. ñIôll come so we can 
have 3 guys to make one trip from the curb to the kitchen.ò 
 ñBad ass,ò Galen says loudly. Michaelôs head perks up and looks 
in our direction. 
 ñMaybe we can take Michael, too,ò I muse. 
 ñI like that idea,ò Ben says. ñMore muscle, more liquor.ò 
 I walk around the edge of the pool to the table Michael is sitting at. 
I lean forward and steady myself on his shoulder. ñFour man alcohol run? 
Stock up for a few day binge?ò I ask knowing what his answer will be. 
 With no words he stands up and makes the ñround óem upò circle 
with a finger in the air. Ben and Galen, apparently far more sober than 
myself, jog over to meet us as we enter the house through the living 
room. The stereo seems far louder, I assume, than I realized. The sound 
makes my head start to spin very slowly. Nothing I canôt handle, though. 
Basic shit. 
 

 

 



130 
 

Descent . Into the Night 
 

 I can do this. Itôs only about 100 pounds. Alright, have the case of 

bud light bottles on top of the case of mixed Mikeôs hard variety pack. 

Doubled plastic bags of various bottles of liquor hanging from each wrist. 

Alright. Standing up, all is good. Walking. Damn tipsy. Walking just fine. 

I look back over my shoulder to see if Michaelôs doing OK with the 

3 cases heôs carrying. Heôs already walking behind me and looking at me 

as if I need to speed up considerably. Fuck, the act of looking back 

caused me to get a little mix of normal dizzy from that motion and alcohol 

dizzy. Ok, focusing on the front porch. If I can make it there without 

tripping over anything in the dark, Iôll be good.  

Feet ascending the steps and crossing the porch, I feel victorious. 

I hear Michael directly behind me so I keep moving into the kitchen. I 

almost run over Lisa who is drinking water by the sink. I manage to get 

the small tower to land on the counter beside Lisa without her spilling 

water or me dropping anything.  

ñWelcome back, guys,ò Lisa says with a big awkward smile. She 

looks at us with a mixture of unease, happiness and fatigue. 

  ñThanks, everything alright?ò I ask while watching Michael 

masterfully place the cases of beer across the table in a way that doesnôt 

throw the table off balance. ñAre you alright, Lisa?ò 

  ñWell,ò she says trailing off. She looks back and forth at us then 

turns to look out the window. I notice Michaelôs eyes go to Lisaôs ass the 

moment mine do. Then we look up almost instantly after to see her 

pointing out to the pool. We all move closer and look. I notice Lisa smells 

like alcohol, cigarettes and a little sweaty. Somehow sexier than usual 

even though I really donôt like cigarette smoke. 

  ñWhaté the fuck?ò I ask as I realize Alison is being fucked in the 

shallow end of the pool by her boyfriend. About the time I finish the word 

fuck, Lisa turns and smiles, nodding slowly. 

  ñWell, thatôs one way to keep the pool warm at night,ò Michael 

says with the very height of amusement in his voice. Ben and Galen walk 

in carrying several plastic bags full of liquor. setting them down in an 

oblong pile in front of the freezer.  

  ñAre they,ò Galen begins before turning around amused, pointing 

out the window himself. ñTheyôre fucking!ò 

  ñNope,ò Lisa responds. ñMichael pointed out theyôre helping keep 

the pool warm.ò 
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  ñI donôt know how warm he can keep it with that dick,ò I say 

gesturing to get everyone to look out the window one more time. All five of 

us look out again just in time to see him stand up in the shallow end high 

enough to put his dick out of the water. She leans forward to take it in his 

mouth. Itôs about four inches long, max. His balls are nowhere to be seen 

and his shaft is about half as thick as his head.  

  ñSaw that earlier,ò Lisa says while turning around and walking out 

of the kitchen.  

  ñMust be why you looked so disturbed and sad,ò Ben says while 

starting to move bottles of liquor into the freezer. 

  ñThrow out that shit,ò Galen says now focused on the freezer and 

turned towards Ben. 

  ñWhat? the bags?ò Ben asks. 

 Michael and I move to the border of the kitchen and dining room to watch 

Galen move over to the freezer. He takes handful after handful of frozen 

peas and pizza rolls, throwing them into the trash can. I look over at 

Michael and he is trying as hard as he can to keep from laughing.  

  ñThat shit canôt get us drunk,ò I say while barely keeping a straight 

face. ñBest to get rid of it all.ò 

  ñFucking right!ò Galen almost shouts, throwing a box of lasagna 

into the trash. 

 I start laughing quite hard at that moment. So hard in fact that I donôt 

realize for several seconds that it was a lot harder than other people 

around me. After a few more seconds of laughter I quiet down and see 

everyone staring at me smiling. 

  ñYouôre finally loosened up!ò I hear from behind me. I turn around 

quickly and see Jean standing with a cup in each hand. She drinks from 

one and reaches the other out towards me. ñKeep drinking!ò she insists. 

I take the cup from her and start drinking it. I hear Galen say 

something and Michael respond but canôt make it out much. Apparently 

the act of simply drinking the extra alcohol activated a lot of what was 

already inside me. I hear laughter and see Jean smiling at me. I turn and 

sit on the chair next to the kitchen table.  

ñYouôll be fine,ò Jean says sounding like sheôs accomplished her 

mission. 

ñThanks,ò I slur. Didnôt know I could slur one word sentences.  

ñHow much has he had to drink?ò Lisa asks, handing me a glass 

of water. 

ñThanks,ò I slur a little less. I start sipping on the water and try to 
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find focus points around the room. ñWater is good.ò 

ñHeôs had about five times normal at this point,ò Michael answers 

from behind. ñWhat did he start with, beers or liquor?ò 

ñA whole bottle of Jack,ò Galen and Jean say at the same time. 

Galen continues ñIf you add up the contents he drank out of three fully 

different bottles.ò 

Three? Were there three? Shit, I only remember the one that 

originated in Galenôs freezer and the one that originated in the kitchen 

freezer. But with the amount of empty liquor bottles that have been 

collecting in the various trash cans in and outside of the house, I canôt 

pretend like Iôve kept good enough track of all of them. 

ñYouôve been on beer mostly the last half of the night,ò Jean tells 

me. 

  I look up at her and smile, then go back to focusing on a point I 

found just to the side of the sliding glass door which people havenôt been 

walking by. Everything looks like itôs getting more stable and I feel 

incredibly better after the water. 

  The sliding door opens and Alison enters the dining room followed 

by her blushing boyfriend. Heôs back in his shorts and sheôs back in her 

bathing suit. She smiles in a way that looks like sheôs actually thankful 

they had an audience. 

  ñIôm going to drop him off and come right back,ò she tells Jean. 

  ñThatôs cool,ò Jean says looking more annoyed than anything. Not 

sure why, I know sheôs fucked in the pool a hundred times and she invited 

Alison herself. 

  ñHeôs not far, so twenty minutes or so,ò she says looking at Galen. 

  ñThatôs cool,ò Galen says, looking at Jean then smiling at Alison. 

  ñBe back,ò Alison says just as they start going down the stairs 

towards the front door.  

  ñDid anyone else see his dick?ò Ben asks, walking out of the 

darkness of the hallway and into the kitchen. 

  ñYes,ò everyone said in unison, including a couple people out of 

sight in the darkness elsewhere in the house.  

  I start laughing, which I see startles a couple people. How long 

have I been silent? Were there big moments of silence where people 

were drinking multiple drinks instead of my perceived sipping on the same 

one from the time I started drinking water? I wonder how long itôs been 

since Alison left. And just as I thought that she walked in from the other 

side of the kitchen. 
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  ñBack!ò she says as a couple people welcome her back with 

slightly slurred hellos. 

  Iôm not going to say anything. I first wanted to ask if she forgot her 

keys, but realized I did hear her pick up her purse down the stairs just 

before leaving. She must have left for sure. Sheôs standing next to Lisa 

whispering. What the hell? Now the two are heading down the hallway of 

darkness towards the now quiet living room. 

  Galen sits at the table in the dining room and gestures for Michael 

to sit next to him. I watch as Galen makes several gestures in front of him 

as if he were about to perform a magic trick. Once he stops dramatically 

Grateful Dead starts playing. Galenôs eyes light up and Michael laughs 

and claps like an excited eight year old. I smile and get up to walk to the 

sink. 

  I fill my glass with more water and realize the room is now 

spinning at a very slow rate. Much better than the almost fast pace it was 

dancing at when I drank the rest of whatever was in Jeanôs cup. I see 

Galen doing the magician thing again as I sip water. I donôt know what 

they use for their well filter but itôs fucking good. Theyôre just far enough 

outside of town that they use well water. Iôve never actually seen in their 

well. 

  Galenôs magician thing concludes again but this time a pipe 

appears in his hand. Michaelôs eyes light up this time. Galen pulls a small 

bag out of his pocket and Michael scoots closer. I drink more water and 

observe as Galen and Michael pass the pipe back and forth. I feel the 

contact high creep up after a couple of their rounds. All this alcohol in my 

system and I can still get a cheap contact high off of second hand smoke. 

I love my system sometimes. 

  ñThose moves are amazing!ò I hear Lisa say a little loudly from the 

living room. 

  ñThanks,ò I barely make out from Alison. 

 I look at Michael and Galen and see they arenôt paying any attention. 

Where did Ben and Jerry go? Holy shit, Ben and Jerry. And they are at 

parties together a lot. Truly never noticed that before. I should probably 

pay closer attention. 

  I stand up with no issues and decide I need to grab a beer out of 

the fridge. As I walk down the hallway I see the shadow of someone 

dancing. I carefully position the glass of water in one hand so I can take 

the cap off my beer and toss it in my pocket. As I enter the living room I 

see Lisa waving a couple bills at Alison.  
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  Alison is dancing a lot more sensually than Iôve ever seen her 

dance. I take a seat on the arm of the couch near the end of the hallway 

and observe. I look out the sliding door and see Ben, Natalie and Jerry 

sitting at the table outside drinking and smoking. Guess they didnôt leave 

after all! Looks like everybody is still here who was here before we went 

to pick up more alcohol. 

  Now Lisa joins Alison in dancing. Lisa is awkward at dancing but 

being as beautiful as she is, itôs still good to watch. Alison really stuns me 

with how sexy her dancing is. Seeing her fucking in the pool looked 

clunky and strange. Must be because of the tiny device she had to use. 

Strange.  

  ñYou look lost in your own head,ò I hear from my side. I look over 

and see Galen nursing a glass of some sort of mixed drink. 

  ñI am,ò I say quietly as to not interrupt the dancing going on. 

  ñGood or bad mind storm?ò he asks looking concerned. 

  ñOh, all good man,ò I answer.  

  ñGood!ò he says, slowly walking to sit on the couch next to me. 

ñYou know youôre supposed to two fist alcohol, right? Not water and 

alcohol.ò 

  ñMaintenance, my good sir,ò I say, taking a sip of water then a 

drink of beer. 

 I see Natalie look inside and her face lights up.  

  ñHave a fire extinguisher ready?ò I say quiet enough for only 

Galen to hear me. 

  ñEvil,ò he says with a huge smile and shaking his head from side 

to side slowly. 

  The sliding door opens and Natalie dances up to Lisa and Alison. I 

did not see this coming. Natalieôs overly sexy dancing mixed with what I 

now realize is Alisonôs ability to dance sexily. I think itôs time to go find 

Jean.  

  ñWhere did Jean go?ò I ask Galen. 

  ñShe went to take Melissa home, she was feeling sick and she 

didnôt drink much at all,ò he says looking concerned. 

  ñDid they eat anything unusual?ò I ask. 

  ñI said it was probably the Runza. She always feels that way when 

she has Runza,ò Galen says while nodding slowly. 

  ñAhhh, thatôs why I always get mushroom burgers when Iôm there,ò 

I say, suddenly hungry for something from a place thatôs not even open 

right now. 
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  ñWeôre probably going to jump ship, tooò I hear Ben say as he 

enters with Natalie and Jerry coming in behind him. 

  ñIôm staying, though,ò I hear Natalie say.  

  ñLove you, girlò Jerry says to Natalie as she grabs her for a quick 

hug. Natalie says some things I canôt hear through the music. They smile 

and talk for a few sentences before Jerry and Ben pick up the couple 

things of theirs sitting to the side in the living room.  

  ñLater, man. Better show up day after tomorrow,ò he says reaching 

his hand out to shake mine. We shake hands and do a quick one arm hug 

without me falling over. It is glorious. 

  ñIôll be there,ò I assure him. ñCanôt leave those new guys to fuck 

shit up.ò 

  ñNot without tasering them for it,ò he says with a huge smile. 

  ñFucking right,ò I say as Jerry and Ben wave and head down the 

hall toward the front door. 

  ñWhere did Tiffany go?ò I ask, realizing I hadnôt seen her since 

before we made the beer run. 

  ñSheôs outside talking with someone on her phone,ò Galen says. 

  ñNatalie, do you want me to get you anything?ò I ask as she sets 

her purse and phone down in the corner that apparently has been 

designated for such things. There are already three purses and an 

assortment of shoes and other belongings piled up to the side of the 

sliding door in the corner next to one of the stereo speakers. 

  ñAlready on it,ò she says before walking quickly by and down the 

hall toward the kitchen. 

  ñCool,ò I say to myself as I finish off the glass of water. I look over 

and watch Alison dance onward. Nobodyôs dancing with her anymore and 

Lisa is looking at her phone. None of that seems to matter. The Dead are 

still playing on the stereo. She clearly enjoys it. 
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Descent . The Greatest Urges 
 

Angel: You still want to take me to temple Sunday? 

James: Fuck itôs almost 1am 

Angel: Hey, James, itôs almost 1am. 

James: Thanks. Fuck haha, Yes, Iôm going to try. 

Angel: Why just try? 

  James: Will be drinking heavily from Wednesday afternoon into 

the middle of next week. 

Angel: Oh. I ask because Dad wanted to take me. 

  James: God works in mysterious ways. 

Angel: I thought so, but you donôt have to Mr. Atheist. 

  James: You know me so well. <3 

  ñGirlfriend, again?ò Tiffany says, startling me. 

  ñA girl, who is a friend,ò I respond. ñSorry, tried to sneak out here to 

get some fresh air,ò I say, completely lying. ñHow can you swim in that 

pool knowing two people fucked in it just a short time ago?ò 

  ñAll the chemicals in this,ò she begins with a straight face. ñAll the 

shit that blows in from the air and that we breathe in both inside and 

outside, all the crap we eat. A little bodily fluid diluted by this much water 

which is being filtered constantly. Iôm not worried.ò She smiles and dips 

under the water. I see the motion of small waves indicating sheôs 

swimming further away from me into the pool. 

  ñSmart girl,ò I say out loud before looking down into the pool. 

  Angel: Iôm glad you kept coming to temple with me after you 

ended up completing the shift into being Atheist. 

  James: Anything for a friend. Plus, I find Mormons more 

interesting than any other religion. 

  Angel: You just go to flirt with the girls. 

  James: Well, thatôs a perk. 

Angel: Itôs after 1am now. 

  James: Thanks, sweetie. 

Angel: No problem, darling! 

  ñSo why be out here and not in there?ò Tiffany asks, startling me 

as I didnôt hear her come back above the surface of the water. 

  ñThe Burks do love getting me trashed,ò I say in a voice that 

almost sounds like an unintentional thought slipped out through my lips.  

  ñThe Burks?ò she asks. 

  ñJean and Galenôs last name is Burk,ò I say. ñIôm just now getting 
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down to tipsy from the border of too drunk and sick.ò 

  ñOh, so you have fallen below drunk enough to be easily taken 

advantage of?ò she asks, bursting into a smile while biting her lip.  

  ñThat would be a challenge right now, I thinkò I say while back in 

the low voice that sounds like thoughts leaking. 

  ñWhy?ò she asks, climbing out of the pool. My brain shuts off as I 

see her body wet this time, instead of just in a close fitting one piece. I 

donôt know what it is, but someone whoôs wet is so much more visually 

attractive than someone of equal beauty. Her breasts look larger than I 

remember seeing them, her body more perfect and curvy. Then I start 

catching myself staring at not only her body but more directly at her clear 

pussy. Every little curve and tuck of it is perfectly visible as whatever 

materiel her suit is made of is clinging to it at what almost appears to be a 

painted on level. ñI donôt think it would be much of a challenge honey,ò she 

says, sitting down next to me and picking up a towel off the ground on the 

opposite side of her from where I am. 

  ñBecause Iôve had incredible fallout after sexual experiences 

lately,ò I say in a less quiet voice. 

  ñYour truck being set on fire?ò she asks, sounding like sheôs 

already heard every detail of that situation. 

  ñYes, for starters,ò I state. 

  ñWait,ò she says, freezing in place but looking at me out of the 

corner of her eye. ñYou donôt have an STD do you?ò 

  At the moment the letters STD come out of her mouth I start 

laughing. She looks at me both confused and worried. ñNo, thankfully 

not,ò I say. She smiles and tilts her head as if Iôm being silly. ñDo you?ò 

  ñNot that I know of,ò Tiffany says before putting the towel down 

and standing up. ñI need a drink, do you want anything while Iôm in the 

kitchen?ò 

  ñCan you see if thereôs any whiskey?ò I hear myself ask without 

intending to. Fucking mouth, silence yourself! 

  ñAnything you want,ò she says as she enters the dining room. 

  Fuck. There isnôt anything I like more than either being seduced or 

seducing someone I find attractive. The problem is I really donôt think I 

could do anyone proper service in the attention and pleasure department. 

What if Iôm going down on them and doing my motions Iôve done so many 

times I go into autopilot? I donôt want to be fingering and nibbling at the 

same time then start crying because Iôve been drifting off to mental 

current events.  
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  Or worse, what if Iôm in control and my mind starts drifting away to 

somewhere that makes me furiously angry and I start getting far too 

rough? The last thing I want is to hurt someone when I intend to be 

cascading pleasure across their entire being. Iôve had dreams where I 

would freak out and punch or strangle people after drifting to negative 

daydreams. Thereôs no way I want anything like that to permeate into 

reality. 

ñLook who I found,ò Michael says as he exits the dining room 

carrying a colt 40oz beer bottle that looks to be filled with some sort of 

mixed drink.  

ñHayyyy,ò Tiffany says stepping out from behind Michael and 

making a ta-da style pose. She is still mostly wet, though not dripping 

anymore. There is a bottle of a Michaelôs hard product I donôt recognize in 

one hand and a glass with ice and liquid I canôt identify in the other.  

Michael walks over to the pool and drops directly into it landing 

squarely on both feet. It doesnôt look like his drink spills a drop as he 

holds it high above the water. I see his face become a little more focused 

as he looked admirably in Tiffany's direction. 

I look over at Tiffany and she had set her drinks on the deck railing 

near her. Her bathing suit was falling to the deck floor as she reached to 

pick up her drinks again. I feel a furnace turning on in my lap and begin 

starting to mentally talk it off the ledge. She walks over and leans over to 

hand Michael her drinks. He sets his concoction down and takes them 

from her with an ear to ear smile. I clearly see she is completely shaved 

before she straightens up and dives into the pool. Michael looks at me 

and nods his head slowly as I start to grin.  

ñDid the front look as good as the back when she straightened up 

like a statue before she dove in?ò I ask, still seeing it clearly in my mind. 

ñYes,ò he says in a whisper. ñYes yes yes,ò he repeats. 

ñBeer me!ò she says while breaking through the surface of the 

water and standing up, now on the opposite side of Michael. 

ñYes maôam,ò he says before passing her the Michaelôs bottle and 

sets the glass poolside. 

ñThank you darling,ò she says leaning her head forward, looking 

up at him through dripping water before throwing her head back to drink 

most of the bottle. She points at the glass, then points at me and says 

ñThatôs for him.ò She carefully sets it down next to Michael and jumps 

further into the pool. Her body curves forward beneath the surface and 

the last thing seen is her ass peeking above the water before 
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disappearing. 

ñI have a full flagpole right now,ò Michael admits while nodding. 

ñIôm at war with keeping my flag down,ò I say while staring down at 

my crotch. 

ñMy balls are tingling,ò Michael states calmly as he looks down at 

the water on each side of him. ñIôm not even near a jet. Awesome.ò 

ñI would come get that glass but Iôm scared if the fabric brushes it 

at all,ò I begin. 

ñI understand,ò he interrupts with a quick nod. ñBesides, we might 

influence her to carry it to you, drenched and naked.ò 

ñThatôs a good point. Did you say anything? Or did she say 

anything before you guys came out?ò I ask, now in figure-it-out mode 

relating to how she ended up going from a kitchen run to naked in the 

pool. 

ñAll I know is I was mixing my drink on the counter and she 

walked, grabbed the mikeôs hard lemonade and mixed..ò he begins before 

trailing off. ñI wasnôt paying attention. Some mixed drink.ò 

ñYeah?ò I ask, hoping there is more. 

ñYeah?ò Tiffany says popping out of the water a couple feet away 

from Michael, now on the original side she entered the pool from. She 

takes a few deep breaths, breasts rising and falling as she replenishes 

the air in her lungs. 

ñOh, yeah,ò I say in the deepest voice I can muster, smiling and 

nodding my head slowly while looking directly at her breasts. 

ñOh, yeahò she returns, shaking her breasts back and forth before 

turning and repeating the dive which puts her ass above the waterôs 

surface for a moment. 

ñStill full flagpole?ò I ask. 

ñMore of a countdown to blastoff at this point,ò he states as calmly 

and quietly as he can. Though, he did not see Tiffany slowly rising behind 

him before he started talking. 

ñWhich planet are we going to?ò she asks, smirking and slowly 

moving towards Michael. 

ñUranus,ò he states without missing a beat. I let out a quick laugh 

thatôs far louder than I intended and she pauses her advance to laugh a 

little. 

ñI will need a rocket to ride,ò she informs us with a playful smile as 

she starts getting closer to Michael. He doesnôt turn around at all as he is 

now looking at me like heôs a little worried. I smile back with the best 
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comforting, everything is alright smile I can muster. 

ñThe biggest rocket Iôm aware of in a twenty mile radius is 

Michaelôs tongue,ò I say while starting into the smile.  

ñOh?ò she asks while quickly closing the room between herself 

and Michael. She throws her arms around him and laughs softly. 

ñHeôs right,ò he says with full confidence.  

ñI have to see,ò she says in almost a quiet shriek.  

ñFirst, you have to take James his drink since I am now incapable 

of getting out of the pool,ò he says in a voice that gets quieter as the 

sentence progresses. 

ñAhhh, only just now?ò she says while moving away from him and 

lifting herself up over the edge of the pool. She walks between us to the 

side where the drinks are resting. She turns to face Michael and slowly 

leans forward so her breasts are almost in his face and picks up the 

glass. She then picks up the bottle and stands up straight before finishing 

it. Turning towards me she winks and hands me the glass. Then she turns 

around and slowly jogs back to the pool, jumping in carefully to land just 

behind Michael to his side. After she lands she swivels around and 

presses against him from behind, wrapping her arms around him. 

ñI think sheôs cold,ò Michael says, sounding partially sarcastic and 

partially serious. 

ñNope!ò she says, bouncing up and down a little with a slight 

giggle. 

ñThank you, maôamò I say, taking a few drinks from the glass. 

Fuck, this is considerably stronger than any drink Iôve had in a long time. I 

had better take this slow. 

ñIôm dry!ò she says in a forced sounding distressed voice. 

ñI can assure you, she isnôt,ò Michael says, with a satisfied smile 

on his face. I laugh and she moves a little so she can look at him with a 

forced disapproving frown from his side. 

ñJames doesnôt want to get me more to drink,ò she says while still 

forcing a frown and looking at Michael from the side. 

ñYes maôam,ò I say while standing up and realizing Iôm keeping 

myself from even getting a partial erection. 

ñThaaaaank you,ò she says while moving away from Michael and 

swimming back under the water. 

ñI wish there was a vagina in the wall of this pool,ò Michael says as 

I enter the dining room.  

Holy shit, I hope she doesnôt just tease Michael with that level of 
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physical contact. Would be cool if he gets to introduce her inner abdomen 

to his tongue. Alright, 2 Mikeôs and 2 waters, err, Bud Light chasers for me 

so I can live through that drink. I set the drinks down on the counter and 

step out into the hallway to look towards the living room. I see the side of 

Natalie and hear a few different conversations going on. I notice the 

music has been turned down to an easier to converse level. 
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Descent . Some Mistakes 
 

I notice the master bedroom door on the left of the hallway is now 

open, as is the door to Jeanôs bedroom.  Both of them were closed 

earlier.  I quietly walk down the hall and look into the main bedroom and 

see Ally lying on her back with her legs spread. I pause for a moment to 

let my eyes adjust to the darkness and realize sheôs a couple fingers deep 

inside herself.  As I try to keep any reactions going on to a minimum 

within myself I realize sheôs smiling and looking directly at me.  She raises 

a hand and motions with a finger for me to come in. 

I walk into the room quietly and sit on the far side of the bed from 

her.  She doesnôt stop her fingers for even a moment.  She keeps eye 

contact with me and smiles more broadly. 

ñYou have balls rubbing one out while the door is open,ò I whisper, 

feeling like itôs a lot louder than it actually sounds. 

ñThey have thought I was asleep for a half hour now,ò she says in 

almost a pant.  Her smile starts to break into more of an open mouthed 

heavier breathing. 

ñYouôre good at dancing,ò I think aloud while I watch her fingers go 

into herself faster and faster. 

ñThanks,ò she whispers while her head pushes back into the 

pillow.  She starts thrusting her hips against her hand and I can hear 

squishing sounds with each hand motion. 

ñI need to get the drinks I promised back outside,ò I tell her.   

ñAre you seriously going to make me finish up alone?ò she asks, 

sounding a little hurt. 

ñI have whiskey dick,ò I whisper, starting to get up.  I feel bad for 

coming in here just to sit nearer to her and then walk away when she 

starts discussing joining her.   

ñLet me try,ò she begs, sounding like she might cry.  I notice I can 

smell the distinct odor of alcohol breath and canôt tell if itôs from me or 

from her.  My hesitation as I breathe through my nose, attempting 

identification seems to have been interpreted as affirmation of her desire 

to be joined.  I am apparently buzzed enough that I didnôt feel her starting 

to move. 

She knocks me on my back and I hear myself say ñI have two 

minutes,ò as if I would fail a test if I didnôt get back out there with alcohol 

soon.   

ñIôll finish in one,ò she says, breathing heavily and already having 



143 
 

my pants and boxers down around my ankles. 

ñAmbitious,ò I say, feeling her mouth closing around my now 

partially chubby dick.  When Iôm almost completely soft I easily fit in 

anyoneôs mouth, at any skill level.   

ñHmm,ò she hums, going between licking and putting me entirely 

in her mouth for a few seconds. 

ñHmm?ò I return with a questioning tone. 

ñI heard stories about you,ò she says between licking and covering 

me with her mouth. 

ñDonôt count them out before Iôm hard,ò I whisper, feeling the 

effects of the couple swallows of that mixed drink compounding the 

alcohol already coursing through my veins. 

ñMmm,ò she hums in full approval.  She starts fingering herself 

again while she works me with her entire mouth.  The suction is amazing 

considering the amount of motion sheôs doing up and down my quickly 

hardening dick.  Her teeth are barely grazing the skin between strokes 

with her lips.  Her tongue is moving side to side quickly, which is the 

largest factor driving my stiffening. 

ñAt about thirty seconds,ò I say, now fully hard.  Iôm impressed 

sheôs still able to get me almost entirely in her mouth without choking at 

all.  Itôs something I donôt see very often. 

ñKeep counting,ò she whispers with full confidence as she stands 

up, faces away from me and appears to fall forward.  I start to jump, 

intending to try to stop her from flying off the bed.  Her hands land firmly 

on my shins and force me to return flat on the bed.  She descends 

backwards quickly while gripping the base of my dick with the hand that 

was on my left shin.  Within moments I feel the head of my dick push 

through what feels like a pussy thatôs trying to be held closed. 

After she gets down to the base, her legs start trembling hard and 

both hands return to my shins.  She leans forward and starts raising her 

ass a couple inches and slamming it back down repeatedly.  My dick 

stays at the exact same angle as she makes this motion a few dozen 

times, legs shaking harder and harder.  She slams down one more time 

and holds in place while it sounds like sheôs biting a small pile of blankets 

in front of her.   

ñNot even two minutes,ò she whispers in words broken by heavy 

breathing. 

ñDamn,ò I whisper, as her cum runs down the crack of my ass in a 

small stream. 
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ñTh-ò she tries to say, before gyrating her hips a little, driving me 

around inside of her.  ñThank you,ò she concludes.  I debate on what 

words to use as she slowly slides off me and falls to the left, landing short 

of the pillow she was using.  I am now wondering if I should make any 

comments about the fact Iôm nowhere near getting off.   

Before I finish that string of thoughts I hear a light snoring and 

slowly move off the bed, pants still around my ankles.  I carefully pull 

them up and tuck my still fully hard boner under the waistband.  My heart 

is still racing, not expecting this at all when simply trying to be nosy about 

whatôs going on in this part of the house.  

I carefully close the door and look around the corner into the living 

room, seeing Lisa on one of the couches sitting next to Galen.  Galen 

smiling ear to ear and Lisa oblivious to my presence.  Natalie smiles at 

me as I look back towards her before disappearing from their site down 

the hallway. 

I grab the four bottles off the counter, two in each hand, and head 

back to the sliding door in the dining room.  I manage to open it easily 

with the tip of my foot and step onto the deck.  To my surprise, Tiffany is 

on her back on the edge of the pool with her legs slung over either side of 

Michaelôs shoulders.  One arm is holding her empty Mikeôs bottle off to the 

side and her other is trying to grip the bottom of a chair, apparently 

without moving it.   

ñGood looking menu,ò I say as quietly as I can, setting the two 

Mikeôs down next to her.   

ñThanks,ò she says looking me in the eye and smiling before going 

back to watching Michael.  Heôs now sucking on her clit while banging her 

with the middle finger on his right hand.  His left hand is out of sight below 

the water.  Go Michael! 

ñMind if I watch?ò  I ask, expecting to be told no by one of the 

two.  I sit down in the chair closer to the side of the pool her drinks were 

sitting on previously.  

ñI was hoping you would join in,ò Tiffany says in a pant.  Michael 

looks up and over at me and winks with his eyes looking entirely happy. 

ñYeah?ò I ask, halfway to her and halfway to him.  Iôm still mostly 

hard and figure, regardless of anything Iôve thought over the last several 

hours, I would love to get off.  Michael breaks his lip lock on her clit long 

enough to look over at me. 

ñDo it,ò he says, sounding like Gustavo Fring.   

ñYeah?ò I repeat again, this time looking directly at Tiffany.  She 
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picks up one of the bottles I brought her and tips it back.  She drinks the 

whole thing without more than a couple breaths.  Michael looks on in 

astonishment, only appearing hornier having witnessed it. 

ñYouôre delicious, and can drink!ò he exclaims before resuming his 

clitoral lip lock.  Only this time, he goes from his middle finger to both his 

middle and ring finger. 

ñYou heard Michael,ò she says, sounding more buzzed before 

setting the now empty beer bottle down as far towards me as she could 

reach. 

ñLet me do a quick lap,ò I say, standing up and getting my pants 

and boxers off, followed by my shirt. I quickly move around the pool side a 

few feet down the far side from them and slip in.  I get under water and 

swim towards the opposite corner of the deep end, rubbing my dick as 

fast and as carefully as i can so I can hopefully have no feeling of 

anything relating to Ally anywhere around it.  I come up to the surface out 

of fear of hitting the wall head first and realize Iôm only half way across.  I 

take this time to sink underwater and wipe out my crack.  This has to be 

the least awesome thing Iôve ever done in the deep end of this pool. 

Now fully hard, though I donôt know how, I continue swimming my 

best one armed underwater swimming style back towards the edge of the 

pool.  I feel like my cockônôballs is properly rubbed clean as I rise to the 

surface.  I see Tiffanyôs head turned and facing me, licking her lips.  That 

vision alone caps off my erection to full.  I get out of the pool and start 

walking back around the side to where they are just as Galen comes 

through the dining room door. 

I stop at the corner of the pool and turn to face him.  His eyebrow 

goes up and smile breaks to full grin status as he looks directly at my 

erection. 

ñItôs that kind of party?ò he says, sounding like he is barely keeping 

from laughing. 

ñThis is not the back yard youôre looking for,ò I say, before waving 

my hand with the palm out, in front of him doing my best Jedi impression. 

I then turn and walk the last few feet to where Tiffany is.  I set one beer 

down on the ground near the table closest to the dining room. Galenôs 

eyebrow which is raised goes from one to the other a couple times before 

he laughs quietly and turns around, going back inside. 

Approaching Tiffany the look of desire in her eyes seems to 

increase. Her hips now rolling from side to side with Michaelôs cranial 

movements.  I notice both bottles are now as far away from her as she 
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could get them.  I pick them up with my free hand and move them over to 

the table closest to the dining room.   

ñGet over here,ò she demands in a half moan, half whisper.  I look 

over and nod in compliance.  I walk to her and kneel next to her. She 

cups my balls in one hand and guides me, walking on my knees now, 

beside her head.  Her lips move to wrap around my dick and I realize they 

are a lot bigger than Allyôs lips.   

ñWait,ò Michael says.  My heart sinks, desperately not wanting to 

cut in on his fun time. 

ñWhat?ò Tiffany and I ask at the same time.  He slips his fingers 

out of her and stands up.   

ñBend over and kiss me, and let him fuck you from behind,ò he 

says in a calm, ordering way.  Before he can even finish she swivels 

around on her towel and is on all fours, wiggling her ass back and forth in 

front of me. She lets out a throaty moan before locking lips with 

Michael.  I start rubbing the head of my dick up and down the length of 

her engorged and drenched pussy.  Michael did an amazing job, it feels 

like. 

She breaks the kiss for a moment and I feel uncomfortable, 

hoping she doesnôt freak out or any number of comments neither Michael 

or I want to hear. 

ñJust make sure to switch to my ass when you feel like youôre 

about to cum,ò she says in a half whisper, half moan.  Then her lips return 

to Michaelôs as she quickly jerks backwards, artfully forcing the front third 

of my dick into her.  She breaks the kiss again to squeal briefly.  Her lips 

meet Michaelôs again as his hands find her breasts. 

I move the hand that was guiding my dick up and down the 

outside of her pussy onto her waist.  She is now in full control of the 

speed at which she is traveling forward and back around my dick.  I finish 

my beer and debate on what to do with it as to not fuck up the flow of 

things. 

ñSo you like anal?ò I ask without permitting my lips to speak the 

words.  Without a word she shifts her weight from one hand to the arm 

she throws around Michael.  The hand she took the weight off of now 

moves around behind her, rubbing her anus in small circles.  ñI guess 

thatôs a yes,ò I say sounding a lot happier than I can recall hearing myself 

in a long time. 

ñLove,ò she says while breaking the kiss with Michael briefly.  She 

slips her index finger into her ass and I can feel it against my dick as she 
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pushes backwards harder and harder each time.  Her arm around 

Michael helps keep their kiss intact as he leans forward and back a little 

with each of her motions. 

I move my hand from her waist to her ass near where her finger is 

working her ass hole.  She takes her finger out and grips her other cheek, 

and I replace it with my middle finger.  She breaks the kiss with Michael 

again to let out a small moan.  The moment the moan is over she starts 

kissing him again.  I fuck her ass with my finger as she moves slightly 

faster around me. 

I realize the glass of alcohol is within reach of me on the ground 

next to the chair I was sitting in and I set my bottle down for a moment.  I 

grab the glass and drink a third of it before putting it back down and 

picking up the bottle.  I realize the backing into me has slowed a bit and 

see the kissing is growing more passionate.  Never noticed Michael was 

that good of a kisser.  Awesome! 

I slip another finger in her rectum as she starts thrusting back 

faster.  I slip my fingers out of her and grip her other ass cheek as she 

moves the hand on her own ass to help balance her as she thrusts 

backwards faster.  I move my hand from her ass to her waist and hold her 

in place.  She makes a confused whimper sound, but keeps kissing 

Michael.   

Feeling the alcohol kicking up a notch, I decide the best decision 

is to rub the tip of the now empty beer bottle against her currently 

untouched ass hole.  She wiggles a little, moving my dick back and forth 

inside of her. I rub it in circles around the outside rim of her anus and she 

starts shifting weight around as if she wants it centered. 

I try centering it and holding her still.  She not only quickly complies but 

positions herself so sheôs only around the tip of my dick vaginally.  I lean 

back so I can hold the bottle square with her ass and she slips back, 

forcing the neck of the bottle into her ass and my dick further into her 

pussy.  She breaks her kiss to let out a surprisingly loud moan.   

I expected the pressure of the bottle inside her to cause a problem 

for me and my trying not to cum.  Thankfully I have such a focused buzz 

going on I donôt feel it very much.  All I feel is moisture and a numb 

humming in my legs and arms.  My legs and lower back start feeling a 

little warm which I assume are my muscles getting angry at this 

position.  I slowly pull my dick out and start fucking her in the ass a lot 

harder and faster with the bottle.   

Her and Michael kiss harder and more passionately as she 
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whimpers the faster I fuck her ass with the beer bottle.  I see her break 

the kiss with Michael and push her face into his chest, muffling load 

moans.  Her legs begin shaking and I see cum start running down her 

legs.  After it subsides and she catches her breath she resumes kissing 

Michael.  I carefully slide the bottle out and set it as far away from me as I 

can before lining my dick back up with her pussy. 

She feels me bump her on accident and thrusts backwards hard, 

forcing me all the way in to the base.  Her legs tremble again as she 

moves both hands onto Michaelôs shoulders and rocks backwards into me 

hard and fast.  I feel cum running down my legs as she starts shaking a 

lot harder.  Luckily the tremors start subsiding as I feel Iôm about to cum.  I 

put my hand on the middle of her back between her shoulder blades and 

she repositions to be face to face with Michael again. 

I slide out of her pussy and grip her ass with one cheek in each 

hand.  I slip my penis into her ass and she starts kissing Michael 

passionately again.  I tighten my grip and start fucking her ass hard and 

fast.  I feel my balls slapping her pussy over and over before I grit my 

teeth.  I clench my jaw as hard as I can while I start getting taken over by 

an orgasm.  I close my eyes hard and push all the way in, holding it there 

as I feel her clenching her ass to the rhythm of my orgasm.   

I open my eyes as I finish and see Michael stepped a little away 

from her and has a huge smile on his face.  Her asshole tightens up 

stronger than as I was cumming and she moves forward, releasing my 

dick.  I see none of my cum at all come out of her as she rolls onto her 

back on the towel.  I position myself away from her as I see her push the 

cum out and let it run the short distance down her crack onto the towel. 

ñCharming,ò I say, sounding completely out of breath.  She smiles 

a little then bites her lip.  Michael, still smiling ear to ear, moves further 

into the pool before bouncing off his feet and swimming into the deep 

end.   

ñThat side is now full of fish!ò he says between strokes, almost to 

the far end of the pool.  Tiffany and I laugh, as I look around for a second 

towel.   

ñHere, this side is clean but for pool water,ò she says, lifting up the 

side that was to my left earlier. She moves off it and tries to stand up but 

ends up repositioning her weight into a nearby chair.   I nod and use the 

towel to wipe my now half hard penis off.  I set the towel back down and 

pick up the glass, smiling at Tiffany. 

ñNot how I expected that to go,ò I say quietly enough for only 
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Tiffany to hear. 

ñWent better than I ever dreamed,ò she says as she grips one arm 

of the chair as if sheôs trying not to fly off the planet.  Her other hand finds 

its way to her lap and lays palm down over her pussy. 

ñYou feel good?ò I ask, finishing off the glass of whatever she put 

in it. 

ñI donôt know how Iôm going to get dressed,ò she says as if thinking 

aloud.  We look over hearing a sound and see Michael climbing out of the 

deep end of the pool, climbing into clothes I donôt think either of us knew 

were over there.  I stand up and walk over to mine, getting into them 

quickly. I hear the a little giggle, then the living room sliding door open and 

close and see Michael is gone from sight.  

ñDonôt worry about it,ò I say, seeing sheôs looking at her clothes 

and probably trying to mentally figure out how to get into them while 

shaking in the throes of post-orgasmic bliss.   
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Descent . Fade to Black 
 

I walk back to her, now fully dressed, and pick her clothes up off 

the ground. She looks confused as I carefully put her feet into her suit and 

slide it up her legs. I put an arm under her and lift her up so I can slip it 

over her ass. She smiles as I take my arm out from under her. She leans 

forward as I slide the suit up her torso and over her breasts. She takes 

over and puts her arms through and adjusts her breasts according to her 

comfort. 

ñIôve never had someone help me get dressed after sex before,ò 

she whispers. ñYouôre nicer than the rumors.ò 

ñWhat?ò I ask, instantly feeling dread and anger sweep over me. 

Fuck, James, calm the fuck down.  

ñI just heard you were a misogynist who was nominated by the 

girls to be the blow-job challenge because of how thick you are,ò she says 

quietly, with an air of trying to comfort. 

ñMisogynist? Where did they get that?ò I asked sounding exactly 

as irritated, even angry, as I actually am.  

ñIôm sorry,ò she says sounding like she is now getting sad. ñIôm 

trying to tell you I donôt think you are at all.ò 

ñThat doesnôt make me feel better,ò I stress, trying to stop the 

multiple streams of rage flowing in my head.  

ñYouôre as good as Iôve heard, if not more adventurous,ò she says 

while leaning towards me a little. Michael comes out of the dining room 

end of the house carrying a bottle of gin in one hand. two bud lights and a 

mikeôs in the other. ñand we have Michael here who I only knew was a 

gentle giant. Didnôt know his tongue was that of the gods.ò 

ñGentle giant?ò he asks, looking amused. He hands me the two 

beers before giving Tiffany the mikeôs. He opens the gin and takes a 

drink. 

ñHe has a nine inch tongue and breathes through his ears, I 

always sayò I state confidently. 

ñThanks, Michaelò she says as she takes the cap off of her bottle. 

ñThank both of you, I really needed that.ò 

ñYouôre welcome,ò I say while nodding slowly. I open a bud light 

and chug the whole thing. Really needed the ówaterô to offset the chemical 

mixture that was in the glass I am strongly feeling.  

ñYou were a good appetizer,ò Michael says with a playful smile. 

ñThanks! And I experienced two firsts,ò she begins before taking a 
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drink from her bottle. ñNever had a three-way before and I never had my 

ass warmed up with a beer bottle before.ò 

ñSorry about that,ò I say, still a little worried about having done 

that. Mostly amused, but a little worried it would be a negative in 

hindsight. 

ñOh, donôt, it felt really good,ò she assures me. ñIôm glad you took 

your dick out and focused on the bottle, though. Both together stung a 

lot.ò 

ñI thought it was the coolest thing Iôve seen in my entire life,ò 

Michael says while holding up his bottle in a gesture of cheers. He then 

takes a couple more drinks out of it. 

ñTell James heôs not a misogynist,ò she demands, sounding a little 

sad again as she says it. 

Michaelôs face goes straight as he looks from her, to me. ñWho 

said heôs a misogynist?ò he asks while sounding unconvincing of not 

knowing an answer himself. He looks at her as she looks at him, both 

appearing to have things to say but being unsure how to say them. 

ñFuck that shit,ò I blurt out, looking Michael in the eyes. ñJust tell 

me what I do that makes people think Iôm a misogynist.ò  

Michael slowly turns from looking at me to looking out into the 

dark waters of the pool. He looks like heôs deep in thought as the nerves 

in me continue to rise. I feel like the negative buzz of frayed nerves is to 

the same level of the alcoholôs soft hum. And that hum is quite high. Itôs 

surely shortening an already small fuse between calm and furious.  

ñI think itôs because youôre flirt crazy,ò he says quietly. Tiffany looks 

at him as if a little confused. ñI mean, you flirt with every half attractive 

person you meet. You compliment everything you like, all the time. You 

joke with close friends without shame regarding people youôve thought 

about fucking.ò 

He continues and I do not hear what he says. I am realizing how 

one thing after another could sound from the unknowing perspective of a 

passerby. I am calculating just how many people Iôve joked and talked 

about things within earshot of who are judgment jumping gossipers. The 

sheer number of people who I can picture being nearby and showing 

attention to my conversations grows by several digits with every example 

he gives. 

ñand Iôve heard complaints that you won't fuck people after theyôve 

gotten you off with blow-jobs,ò Michael concludes. 

ñWhat the fuck?ò I blurt out at comprehending the last bit. ñIôve 



152 
 

made it clear I hold blow-jobs separate from sex and am only willing to 

offer myself for blowie practice under that condition.ò  

ñTo everyone?ò Michael asks, with another look of knowing the 

answer ahead of time. I sit and run through the various people I can recall 

having had said experience with. Did, didnôt, did, didnôt, didnôt, didé 

didnôt. é. didnôté  

ñFuck,ò I think aloud. ñFuck, man.ò 

ñSee,ò he says softly. ñSome of them I hear went into it thinking it 

would lead to the usual conclusion of sex.ò 

ñJust some of them?ò I ask, feeling like I both want to cry and 

punch walls. 

ñWell, I usually overhear them talking to Jean,ò he says. ñI would 

ask her, she seems to be the central hub for everything anyone has ever 

said.ò Tiffany looks over at him with raised eyebrows and a slow nod, as if 

she is taking a mental note. 

ñAlright,ò I say while continuing to run through people back through 

time, straining to recall if I had made said conditions clear in any way at 

all. ñIôve had my penis in too many mouths,ò I intend to think to myself but 

realize came out of my mouth. I look over at Tiffany and sheôs giving me a 

quizzical look. 

ñHow many?ò she asks, clearly expecting an honest number 

without regard to how stunning it may be. 

ñHundred and ten? Hundred and twenty-five?ò I say, feeling fairly 

confident in the number.  

ñAre you serious?ò she asks with an elevated voice.  

ñIf it makes you feel any better I get checked every 3 months, 

regardless if Iôve been active or not,ò I state in an attempt to soften the 

blow of a number I hadnôt really attempted calculating before. 

ñAnd?ò she asks in an irritated tone. 

ñOh, clean every time so far. They do blood, swab and culture,ò I 

explain. 

ñCulture? Is that different than swab?ò Michael asks looking more 

amused than anything.  

ñI believe so,ò I say. ñI just let them take whatever they want. The 

more ways they test, the more comfortable I feel. But I think Iôve been 

good since Iôve only actually fucked eighteen people or so.ò 

ñOnly eighteen?ò she asks in an almost mocking voice. 

ñWell, it was less before tonight,ò I state in a slightly matter of fact 

tone.  
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Michael starts laughing and then stops, making a sad face at the 

bottle heôs been drinking out of. He tilts it from one side to another, taking 

note that itôs already ? of the way gone. 

ñWhat are you fuckers talking about?ò I hear from the yard off the 

side of the deck near us. All three of us turn to look. All I can make out is 

a large shadow moving around towards the stairs on the far end of the 

pool by where Michael got out. 

ñWorld peace, and pieces of ass,ò I answer after several seconds 

of trying to tell who it is. I canôt get the voice by replaying it mentally.  

ñNatalieôs getting a piece of ass right now,ò I hear the female voice 

say as the form walks up the steps and comes into the light. Jean! How 

drunk am I that I couldnôt tell whoôs voice that is? 

ñOh?ò Michael asks with a raised eyebrow and multiple questions 

on deck voice.  

ñRemember communist Russia from the market?ò she asks, 

looking at Michael with a slightly amused expression. 

ñYes, he gave me hope in humanity,ò Michael responds. He looks 

at me and we nod knowingly at each other. That Russian dude is chill folk.  

ñWell, him and a friend came over to swim,ò she begins, face 

transforming to a highly amused expression. ñBut you two were building a 

church out here with her.ò She gestures at Tiffany and laughs a little. 

ñA church?ò she asks, entertained at the comment but slightly 

confused. 

ñIf Michael and I had high fived while we were on either side of 

you that is called steepling,ò I say quietly while keeping eye contact with 

Jean, who is now standing off the corner of the pool. 

ñAhh,ò Tiffany says quietly as Jean continues. 

ñSo they joined us in the living room and he sat next to Natalie on 

the love seat. She scooted closer and closer to him as he told a story 

about the party they were at that got busted by the cops,ò she explains. 

As her story goes on she looks like sheôs starting to get tired. ñAfter a few 

minutes her leg was over his. A few minutes later he was rubbing her 

thigh. She asked if she could sleep in my room and after I said yes, 

knowing what she was thinking, she asked him if he had any stories he 

could tell her as she was drifting off. That was about thirty minutes ago 

and they were still going at it when I went out front to smoke a cigarette 

and came back here.ò 

ñGood for her,ò I say. ñSheôs had a shit week too, she needs to 

have some fun.ò 
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ñShe really does,ò Michael agrees. 

ñI did, tooò Tiffany adds.  

ñI bet you did,ò Jean says in a playful teasing voice. All four of us 

laugh, though Tiffany laughs a little uncomfortably. 

ñHow many people noticed?ò Tiffany asked sheepishly. 

ñWell, Galen did because he was about to come out back to 

smoke,ò she says, voice rising to almost laughter towards the end. She 

regains composure before continuing. ñHe pointed it out and the rest of us 

watched for a couple minutes. We all turned around and went back to 

what we were doing when Anheuser Busch showed up to the party.ò 

Tiffanyôs face falls forward into her hands and she bursts into 

uncomfortable laughter. Michael looks at me with a huge grin and begins 

nodding slowly again. I feel myself blush and notice my rage has calmed 

to a slow rolling boil. My alcohol buzz is still up near the levels of 

rotational viewing of the world. 

ñItôs ok honey, it looked like you were getting pampered the whole 

time,ò Jean adds with a hint of jealousy. 

ñHey Jean how good of a mood are you in?ò I ask, hoping sheôs in 

a chill mood. When sheôs in a chill mood you can get her talk about pretty 

much anything that would normally make her uncomfortable or upset.  

ñWhy?ò she asks, showing that sheôs not 100% as chill as I would 

hope. Iôm going to still ask anyway, knowing it might get ugly for me. 

Sometimes she can get combative because of unrelated underlying 

issues. It is understandable, even when it gets pointed at uninvolved 

people. 

ñIôm curious to hear about how many people went into an oral test 

with me not knowing sex was off the table,ò I ask with visible unease. 

ñYou told people sex was off the table?ò Jean questions while 

displaying a deeply sarcastic smile. I lean my head forward and feel 

anger and disappointment geared towards myself begin flooding my 

psyche. I hear a few more words and look up, trying to replay them in my 

head but realizing I completely stopped listening. 

ñDid you tell them my policy when they were venting about it 

later?ò I ask, hoping but not expecting that she had my back. Itôs unfair to 

expect anyone else to cover for me. I learned long ago that I canôt expect 

everyone to react the same way I do in every situation. Hell, even half of 

the situations. Or any situations for that matter. I used to get disappointed 

in multiple situations because people didnôt react precisely how I would 

have. But I still wish everyone did.  
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ñDid you hear my answer?ò Jean asks. 

ñNo, Iôm sorry, sorry,ò I respond with as much sincerity as I can 

force into my voice. ñSorry, Iôm lost in my own head.ò 

ñItôs ok, are you with us now?ò Jean asks with a little annoyance in 

her tone. 

ñYes, sorry,ò I answer. 

ñSometimes I did, sometimes I didnôt and sometimes they were 

venting and not in the mood to listen,ò she explains. ñBut I made sure I 

mitigated any damage I could.ò 

ñI heard you expect girls you meet to blow you within a certain 

amount of time,ò Tiffany says before her face explodes in shock. ñI donôt 

know why I told you that.ò 

ñAre you serious? Who the fuck would say something like that?ò I 

say in a groaning voice. I realize it sounded much more pointed and 

angry than I meant for it to. 

ñYes, I heard if people donôt, you tend to ignore them over time,ò 

she tells me. 

ñJesus,ò I whisper, entering a loss for words. 

ñAm I the first to tell you people think that?ò Tiffany asks with 

concern. 

ñFirst Iôve even thought it, honestly,ò I answer truthfully.  

ñI probably would have kept that to myself if I thought you hadnôt 

heard that somewhere,ò she says in a sheepishly quiet voice. 

ñDonôt worry about it,ò Jean says. ñHeôll be curious about things 

forever if he doesnôt think he was getting honest answers. 

ñItôs true,ò I say just louder than a whisper. 

 Tiffany looks from me to Jean and back again. Michael stares off 

into the pool and Jean turns her head towards the water to join him. I look 

over at Jean, then further to my left at Tiffany. I look to my right at Michael 

then down at the deck between myself and the pool. What the fuck is 

going on with me? How can I assume people know the score when I donôt 

even attempt explaining? It seems so obvious. How did I miss it? Now I 

just want to curl up somewhere and go to sleep. I feel like Iôve bummed 

out all three of the people around me just by pulling the cover off of a 

wound everybody knew something about but me. Sounds like Jeanôs bed 

is getting used. I know the master bedroom is in use. I donôt know if 

anyone is in Galenôs room. I could always sneak into the walk in closet in 

the master bedroom and sleep there. Might be a little weird if I thought 

about it but if I manage to get in there unseen, nobody would have to 
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know. 

Fuck. If I did that though and I just disappeared from existence 

without anyone knowing, it might make people try to find me. And what if 

they didnôt find me? Would they expand the search to out in the 

neighborhood? Or worse, start calling around? Fuck that.  

ñMight sleep,ò I blurt out in a little louder than a whisper. 

ñI was thinking the same,ò Jean says.  

ñWhat time is it, anyway?ò Michael asks patting the side of his 

waist where his phone would usually be. I look at my phone and see itôs 

almost 2am.  

ñItôs only 2,ò I tell Michael in a surprised voice. ñI was guessing 3 or 

4.ò 

ñSo was I,ò Tiffany says. 

I look from Tiffany to Michael. Tiffany is still looking down and 

forward and Michael is still staring off into the water. I look over at Jean 

and see she is also still staring off into the water.  

ñI wish I was more sober,ò I think out loud in a little over a whisper 

again. 

ñWhy?ò Michael and Jean ask at the same time. 

ñI wouldnôt mind driving around in the spookmobile,ò I answer. 

ñI havenôt been drinking in a while,ò Jean says. Without pausing I 

stand up and walk over to her. She gives me a look with a raised eyebrow 

and I lean forward to put my face in front of her face. ñWhat?ò 

ñBreathe into my nose,ò I say. She blows into my face and I smell 

her breath. All I can smell is a faint scent of weed among a lot of spicy 

salsa. ñThereôs salsa?ò 

Michael and Tiffany laugh as Jean slowly morphs into a huge 

smile. ñItôs in the fridge,ò she says.  

I smile and nod, turning towards the dining room door. I hear a 

sigh come from Tiffanyôs direction as I pull open the door. I leave the door 

open and walk into the kitchen. I look over my shoulder into the family 

room and see two figures almost on top of each other on the longer 

couch. I turn back to facing the fridge and pause for a moment. Do I really 

need to eat? Spicy salsa sounds really good but Iôve had so much to drink 

and eat already today. Fuck it. 

I open the fridge and stand there a moment staring into it. My 

mind goes back to the conversation moments ago. It makes sense, I 

guess. The first thing I usually ask when someone is talking about a 

female is if sheôs hot or not. I care about it a lot more than I realize I 
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should. But I also stop quite often when I see a stunning sunset, or cloud 

formation, or view of any sort in nature. Iôll stop mid conversation and 

analyze a painting on a wall without realizing it. Iôm straight and Iôve lost 

train of thought seeing stunningly attractive guys, even.  

The fridge is almost completely filled with various types of beers 

and wine coolers. I canôt see anything other than that at first. I open the 

crisper and find a bunch of more normal food crammed in. I spot a partial 

package of hot dogs and the container that must have the dip in it. I pull 

out the container and open it seeing it is in fact salsa. Then I reach in and 

take out the package of hot dogs with three remaining. 

Closing the fridge I turn to my left and look out the window. I see 

Jean standing on the railing looking out into the darkness and Michael 

making out with Tiffany again. Itôs cool that heôs having this much fun, 

considering I assumed we would have drank ourselves into oblivion by 

this time. I look down and decide the best course of action is to just dip 

the hotdogs directly into the salsa without bothering to include bread.  

Chewing on the hot dog I realize the salsa is really fucking 

delicious. Not as spicy as I hoped but still pretty good. I wonder what 

Jean is thinking. I wonder if Michael has a boner. Iôm sure he does. I take 

another bite of the hot dog after dipping it in salsa and look down into the 

sink. What the fuck, is that a used condom? Holy shit, thatôs a used 

condom. I take my finger and dip it in the salsa, figuring itôll be gone by 

the time Iôm done with it anyway. I rub a little of it on the edge and tip of 

the condom. Looks more like blood than I thought it would. Awesome. 

Finishing the last hot dog with the last bit of salsa I carefully set 

the bowl in the other half of the sink as to not disturb the condom. I look 

back outside and donôt see Jean. I lean forward and try to look to the right 

and see nothing. A loud sound to the right makes me almost fill my pants 

with piss. 

ñWhat the fuck are you doing?ò Jean asks from a few inches to my 

left. 

ñWas looking for you, douche throat,ò I say short of breath.  

ñSure you werenôt beating it? Having a hard time breathing?ò she 

says in a laugh. 

ñFuck yourself,ò I say sounding more pissed than playful. Whatôs 

wrong with me? Fuck. 

ñHuh,ò she says sounding offended. ñOk then.ò She turns and 

starts to walk out of the kitchen. 

ñNo, stop,ò I say quietly, getting embarrassed about being such a 
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whine-tit. She stops in her tracks and I walk the couple steps to close the 

distance. ñSorry for being an ass hole.ò 

ñSorry, or apologize?ò she says, whipping around to face me. 

ñSorry,ò I confirm. 

ñGood,ò she says before turning back around and walking into the 

family room. I hear her making playful moaning sounds as she walks by 

the people on the couch into the hallway towards the living room. I turn 

back to the fridge and take out a bud light before following her tracks.  

As I get halfway down the hall I realize Jeanôs bedroom door is 

open. Unable to resist the urge, I glance into her room as I pass and see 

the silhouette of Natalie rising up and down slowly. Fuck, I wonder how 

long sheôs been at it? Good for her. As I enter the living room I hear a 

whimper come from the bedroom. I turn to look at the couch Galen and 

Lisa are now sitting on and see both of them looking at me with huge shit-

eating grins. 

ñHey fuckers,ò I say before sitting on the small couch to the right 

when entering the room.  

ñHave fun at church?ò Galen says. 

ñIt was biblical,ò I respond. Jean sits in the chair cater-corner 

across the room from me and I look at Galen. ñHow long have they been 

at it?ò I say while gesturing behind me in the direction of Jeanôs room. 

ñDonôt know, but when she went to the bathroom she hurried back 

in so fast she forgot to shut the door,ò he explains. ñHeôs the loud one, too. 

She has actually been pretty quiet.ò 

Lisa says something to Galen which prompts him to respond. Jean pulls 

out her smart phone and starts using it. They pick up on an apparent 

previous conversation and I fade off into my own world again.  

But how does my being selfless regarding sex factor in? I couldnôt 

count how many times Iôve gone for an hour or more without getting off 

until the partner was satisfied. So many times Iôve cum enough that I 

wasnôt going to get off again, but didnôt stop. Itôs pretty common for me to 

do that with partners.  

And what about the ever growing list of friends, some male even, 

who have me give them shoulder and back massages on a pretty regular 

basis? Who am I kidding, there are about twenty females to every one 

guy. Fuck.  

I justé I donôt see myself as a misogynist. I really donôt. Iôll wear 

the shoe if it fits, though. It just doesnôt look like it fits in any perceivable 

way at all from my perspective.  
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I can see how it fits from multiple outside perspectives. I need to 

attempt focusing on making myself more clear in communication. I need 

to try and carry myself in a way that people correctly interpret. I also 

realize that I am an open book and have a really hard time reacting 

differently than I am accustomed to.  

Isnôt that an argument in favor of being a misogynist? It really 

sounds like one. If Iôm an open book, doesnôt that mean the common 

interpretation is the correct one?   
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Descent . Into the Void 
 
 ñYou shouldnôt talk to me anymore,ò Zoe states with an angry, firm 
facial expression. 
 ñWhy? What did I do?ò I say in almost a whimper. ñWhat can I do 
to fix this?ò 
 ñYou shouldnôt talk to me, either,ò I hear from my left. I look and 
see that voice belongs to Kristy. What the fuck? Why is everyone ganging 
up on me? 
 ñWe talked about this and weôre done with you,ò I hear from my 
right. I turn and see that Patricia is also here.  
 ñWhat did I do to you all?ò I ask, feeling like crying is unavoidable. 
 ñYouôre a selfish ass hole,ò Kristy states harshly. 
 ñAnd youôre psychotic,ò Zoe adds. 
 ñYouôre psychotic, you really are,ò Patricia agrees. 
 ñYouôre possessive too,ò Kristy throws on the pile. 
 I try to gain composure and look around the room. Itôs only a 
couple dozen feet wide and has no windows. The walls and the ceiling 
are the same type of roll on texture. The light filling the room is coming 
from above my head. I turn around to see whatôs behind me and realize 
weôre standing in the end of a hallway so long I canôt see the end of it. 
There are white doors slightly inlayed in evenly spaced distances across 
from each other for as far as I can see. 
 I turn back to face the trio of angry women I used to date at 
different times of my life. All three have moved next to each other and 
have their arms crossed as if itôs a poorly scripted sit-com. Kristy looks 
thinner than I remember and Patricia looks better than ever. Zoe has 
gained weight in her body but her face looks bonier and much like her 
mother did last I saw her. 
 ñWell?ò Zoe says, being the one standing in the center. Sheôs the 
biggest love and deepest heart break Iôve had. So I guess it makes sense 
sheôs the voice of this action. 
 ñI just want to know what I did,ò I ask again. All three women raise 
their arms at the same time and extend their pointer fingers. At first I think 
theyôre pointing at me and wait for a moment, expecting words to follow.  
 ñThey will add answers to your question,ò Zoe says slowly and 
deliberately.  
 I turn around and see the doors start opening all the way down my 
line of sight. Through each door steps several people from my past. 
Friends, family, all the women who have gone down on me. Every person 
Iôve had a one night stand with. All the coworkers Iôve annoyed or 
otherwise pissed off. People I vaguely remember being an ass hole to in 
public. 
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 I turn back to say something to Zoe. When I turn around I see 
Zoe, Patricia and Kristy exiting through a door I didnôt even see on the 
wall behind where they were standing. I start to try and follow them 
through but it closes too fast behind them. I reach for the handle and find 
none.  
 Turning around to face the hallway I see a crowd of people 
rushing towards me. The floor seems to darken with the mass of bodies 
blocking out the light from the ceiling above. A strong rush of panic 
sweeps over me as I start to dash towards them. 
 As I approach, the crowd seems to slow and split to surround me. 
I donôt stop moving and begin passing through them all. Thereôs the girl I 
fucked on her apartment floor as her boyfriend was on his way over. And 
there is the guy at Office Max I described a coworkerôs ass to that I 
couldnôt get enough of looking at who turned out to be his wife.  
 I run as hard as I can through the people. I pass the grade school 
girl I masturbated to in my mind most nights before bed. A girl in school 
whose shoulder I used to rub with my hand from time to time that I got in 
trouble for because I misread signals and she didnôt like it. The woman 
who ran a few sections of Toys R Us who overheard me talking about how 
skinny and unattractive she grew after she switched store locations.  
 My panic expands and desire to run fades the more faces I 
recognize. My neighbor who I started trying to date as I went into puberty 
and realized she had an amazing body. My other neighbor who had a 
cute face and was athletic that I also tried to date. Her older sister who I 
would space out while staring at while she was working as a lifeguard.  
 Then I stopped in cold dread and stood in front of the guy who 
terrorized me for several years of my childhood. The people I had just 
passed amass behind me and a circle of familiar faces closes around me. 
The cold dread shatters to pure survival mode as I turn and punch to my 
right as I realize a door is just beyond them. The punch lands on a 
wrinkled old womanôs face and I hear bone crack.  
 As she hits the floor I realize it is the woman I adored who worked 
at Childrenôs Square. Sheôs the one who tried getting into a room I was 
tearing apart. The door had opened and I only saw that movement so I 
went to slam it. I did not, however, see her arm pushed through the crack 
in an attempt to keep me from closing it. It bruised her arm terribly. And I 
just cracked her in the face, a fraction of a moment before she lands on 
the ground.  
 Already through the door which was behind her, the terror of what 
I just did adds to the pile of horrible memories brought up by those 
flooding into the hallway. As those in the hallway pause to help her, I slam 
the door closed and am left in a room that has absolutely no light in it. 
There is no light coming from under the door, much less anywhere else.  
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 ñFuck,ò I whisper as quietly as I can, unable to keep the word 
silent and in my mind. I step several feet into the room and notice nothing. 
I keep walking as straight forward from the door I just passed through as I 
can. I hear the door open behind me but the light from the hallway does 
little but light the floor directly in front of it.  

I start running forward as fast as I can. I look back over my 
shoulder and see hundreds of people have poured into whatever area this 
is. Am I outside? Am I in a warehouse or gymnasium? Some sort of 
stadium? I canôt see anything but the flat light gray floor that is exactly the 
same as the hallway I came out of.  

Shouts start coming out of the people behind me. I canôt make out 
what the words are but none of them sound happy and all of them sound 
like they are getting closer. I run as hard as I can. I take another second 
to glance back and only see the dimly backlit heads of everyone chasing 
me. The only light still coming from that open door and even then it is too 
far away to do me any good where I am now. There are no sources of 
light anywhere before me in the seemingly flat, infinite darkness I am 
dashing thoughtlessly into.  

Shouts start turning to white noise as the volume increases and 
the distance decreases. The level of panic in me reaches fever pitch as I 
start getting dizzied by it. I step wrong in a stride and trip. I feel the 
ground hit my arms and the side of my face as I feel multiple hands 
gripping the backs of my arms, legs and neck.  
 
--=--=--=--=--=--=--=--=--=--=--=-- 
 

I jerk strongly and my eyes open. I try to focus and am breathing 
heavily. The room is filled with light that is blinding at first. As my eyes 
adjust and my surroundings become identifiable I realize I am laying on a 
padded concrete slab much like in the detention center in Council Bluffs.  

ñWhaté theé fuck?ò I say out loud, voice echoing. I look around 
and see the cinder block walls on all four sides. The room is very small. If 
the size of the room didnôt tell me I was in a cell, the heavy looking steel 
door would have. It has a small window in the center which appears to be 
the same thick glass window used near the top of the wall opposite of it. 
The glass is so thick I canôt really make anything on the other side of it 
out. The light comes through a strange thick plastic panel in the ceiling 
which has metal grating protecting it.  

I stand up and realize I am completely naked and have the 
standard fully hard morning wood. I look down at it and am slightly 
amused by the full erection in these surroundings. I raise my right arm 
slightly and swing carefully, slapping the head of my penis slightly so it 
swings back and forth gently.  
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ñFuck,ò I say out loud again, looking up at the window in the door. I 
walk up and press my face against the window, failing to see anything in 
any direction but shapes too dark and too distorted to identify. Failing to 
remember how I got in here or anything that has happened in recent days 
at all, I walk back over to the padded concrete slap and lay down. I look 
up at the almost blindingly bright light coming in from above. Why so 
bright? Itôs obviously dark outside and beyond this door. Why so bright in 
here? 

I look over the walls and see nothing interesting at all. They are 
painted the same light gray color as the floor and the ceiling outside of 
that blinding panel. Theyôre also the same gray as the hallway was in the 
dream. I wonder if thatôs related. 

The faint sound of footsteps approaches down what sounds to be 
a hallway beyond the door. I jump up, morning wood slapping me in the 
thigh then the stomach and run the whole few feet to the door. I press my 
ear against the door and listen to what sounds like someone in heels walk 
by the door and continue in the other direction.  

ñFuck,ò I say out loud again. Well, at least I know I wasnôt thrown 
in some cell and left for dead. I walk back over to the slab and analyze 
the pad. I find I can lift it off of the slab and it is a vinyl so thick thereôs no 
hope of tearing it apart if I wanted to. Not without something sharp to cut 
into it, at least. Itôs a dark cyan color I donôt like at all. I pick it up off the 
slab and lay it on the floor against it. I lay down on it and roll onto my side. 
I try to lay my leg up on the slab but itôs just a few inches too high.  

I roll over onto my back and sigh. I close my eyes and try to go 
back to sleep, but the light is just too bright. I wonder how I ever got to 
sleep as it is. I try to focus on how I feel and how I felt when I was walking 
around the room. I donôt feel sick in any way. I donôt feel high, I donôt feel 
drunk. I donôt even feel hungry or thirsty. In fact, I donôt feel anything at all 
but cold. The pad is cool, the air is colder and the concrete is really frigid. 
The pad must be the warmest inanimate object because i have been 
laying on it. 

I still canôt think of anything before I woke up at all. I can 
remember the dream, though Iôm trying to shake it. But I canôt think back 
beyond that. How long have I been locked up? Much less in solitary? Why 
am I naked? I open my eyes and sit up, looking over my body. Fingernails 
and toenails are really long. Not freak show long, but at least a month has 
gone by since these were cut. They are clean, though. In fact my skin is 
quite clean. And that makes me wonder, considering I sweat a lot when I 
sleep. 

I look closely at my hands and they donôt seem very old. I can still 
remember some things from my childhood. I can remember my family. I 
can remember everything about all the people in my dream. How long 
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ago was Patricia? It feels like years have passed since then. My body 
feels weak and worn down now that I think about it. I do feel tired. I 
wonder if I can even do a push up anymore. 

I roll enough to end up on the concrete and position myself face 
down. I put my palms flat on the floor and tense my body to do a push up. 
I realize I didnôt take into account how freezing cold the concrete is. I do a 
quick and proper push up before rolling back over onto the much warmer 
mat.  

ñI should have thought that through,ò I say out loud. Damn the 
echo in here is bad. These walls must be two cinder blocks thick. Iôve 
been in small closets that have cinder block walls that didnôt have reverb 
like this. Fuck.  

I close my eyes again and realize Iôm actually starting to get quite 
cold. Why arenôt there any pillows or blankets in here? I really wish I 
remembered why I donôt even have clothes. How the fuck did i get in 
here?  

I start becoming a combination of angry and deeply depressed. I 
notice the anger alone seems to be raising my temperature as my heart 
rate increases. I squeeze my eyes closed and try to shift my thoughts to 
Patricia. Patricia? Well, fine. I focus on how great her body is and how 
warm it felt last time I held her before shit went bad.  

Oh, the party! Not the party where I met Makayla that Patricia was 
at. Fuck that party. Oooh, Makayla. I should think about her instead. 
Jeanôs party! What happened after that? Wait, I donôt even remember the 
end of that. 

Suddenly three hard knocks come to the door. I stand up quick 
enough that I feel dizzy. I realize my morning wood is completely gone 
now and my penis looks like the pathetic limp grower self it is when itôs 
fully limp. Three more loud knocks come, reverberating through the room 
at a harsh, deafening tone.  

ñCome inò I say, realizing how stupid that sounds immediately after 
speaking it. 

The door opens and itôs a tired looking overweight man at least 
seven feet tall. He ducks and steps through the doorway. He has a 
syringe with something in it in one hand and a police baton in the other. 
Heôs wearing a dark gray button up dickies shirt and black dickies pants. 
His hair is a few inches long and a little messy but balding on the top. He 
has a thick mustache and is now standing right in front of me.  

ñHello,ò I say. I can hear the terror in my voice. Whatôs he doing 
with - 

I feel a sharp pain in my left bicep and suddenly the room gets 
dark and I feel air going across my face as I realize Iôm falling to the 
ground. 
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--=--=--=--=--=--=--=--=--=--=--=-- 
 

I regain consciousness but my eyes are still closed. I try hard not 
to open them and realize the room is lit but nowhere near as bright as the 
cell was. I very carefully open my right eye and it immediately hurts from 
the light. I open my left eye and take the mild pain as they adjust. 

As the room comes into focus I am delighted to realize I am lying 
on a carpeted floor. Not only is it a carpeted floor, but itôs Jeanôs floor! I 
slowly look around the room and realize Ben is asleep on the loveseat I 
must have fallen asleep on. I thought he left? I momentarily wonder how I 
ended up on the floor but quickly donôt care. I feel rested and am 
definitely not in a jail cell. Iôm also not in a crowd of people in a hallway, 
for whatever reason. 

I analyze the room further and see Natalie and the Russian 
cuddled up and asleep on the bigger couch just across the hallway. I see 
Galenôs bare shoulder and arm on top of a blanket and Lisaôs head 
sticking out of it next to his. Are they naked under there!? And they 
appear to be on an air mattress. I wonder why theyôre not down in his 
room? I also notice the chair Jean was sitting in now has the pile of 
purses and miscellaneous items that were on the floor. I look and see the 
master bedroom door is now closed. 

I realize the rested feeling was only relief and start drifting back to 
sleep. The last thought I have before fading back out of consciousness is 
wondering whether or not I have to work today. 
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Descent . No Call 
 
 I open my eyes and find myself with neck and back pain. I am 
laying on the same part of the floor off of the loveseat that i was laying on 
earlier. My phone is just above my head and is vibrating. I reach and pick 
it up with my right hand. I push the power button and swipe to unlock it 
and the first text I see is: 
 

Makayla: You need to come over. Rubbing them out isnôt doing it 
since I had you. Iôm off work today. Mom works all day. Let me know. 

 
Sigh. My dick is still a little sore from last night. Thatôs odd, I didnôt 

think either sexual encounter was dry or long enough for my dick to be 
sore. Whatever. I look back and see Benôs phone is sitting on the arm of 
the loveseat but he is not there. Lisa is still asleep under the blanket 
which is pulled up to her neck. Natalie and the Russian dude I will never 
remember the name of are asleep on the couch. I realize Iôm under a 
blanket and have no pants on at all. I look around briefly and find them on 
the floor between the loveseat and the corner of the room.  
 Carefully moving over with the blanket over my lower half I get 
Galenôs pants which Iôve been wearing. I realize they smell of chlorine and 
sex but put them on anyway. Succeeding in getting dressed under the 
blanket without anything showing I stand up and lay the blanket where my 
pants were. 
 The smell of bacon guides me down the hallway. I pause and look 
into Jeanôs room and see she is now sleeping in her own bed. I look into 
the master bedroom and see a messy bed with nobody around. I continue 
down the hall and the bathroom door is closed with the light on, visible 
under the door. I continue to the opening where the kitchen, family room 
and stairs meet. I look into the kitchen and find Ben with Galen and Jerry. 
Ben and Galen are cooking while Jerry is standing across from them 
talking with them. 
 ñThatôs why I vote for cartoon characters,ò she says sounding like 
it is a conclusion to a much longer story. 
 ñI voted for George Carlin in 2000,ò I add, not having a clue what 
they were even talking about. 
 ñNice!ò Galen says before flipping a pancake. I realize there is a 
pan with a huge stack of pancakes already made. Behind that is a pan full 
of bacon that looks to have been baked instead of fried. 
 ñGood morning, sleepsex,ò Ben says. 
 ñWhat?ò I ask, a little worried. 
 ñAlison was getting ready to leave and took advantage of your 
morning wood for,ò Ben states before pausing to think. 
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 ñAt least ten minutes,ò Galen says. ñIt was probably a half hour. 
People were already falling asleep and the few of us who were awake 
started doing whisper commentary.ò 
 ñYeah,ò Ben says with his face lighting up. ñI was the funny one 
and Galen was the serious one.ò 
 ñI thought you left?ò I asked looking at Ben then turning to look at 
Jerry. 
 ñI was told to get out since I was expected to be gone to tonight,ò 
Jerry says in an annoyed voice I know isnôt meant for anyone in this 
house. 
 ñPissy babysitter?ò I ask. She nods and makes a sour face before 
shaking her head from side to side a little. 
 ñIt worked out,ò she says, shaking her ass a little. ñViktor was here 
and Iôve been thinking about him a lot,ò she states while her voice slowly 
transitions to sounding horny. Never heard her like that. I was starting to 
assume she was some sort of asexual being. Even though, of course, 
sheôs crazy attractive. 
 ñOh?ò I ask, wondering if sheôll continue a story. 
 ñOh!ò she says playfully before continuing. ñWe saw each other 
and he walked to me without either of us saying a word. We started 
kissing and I looked at Galen. He smiled and nodded, knowing what I was 
thinking. We went down to Galenôs room and donôt let me forget to 
change the sheets,ò she demands while raising a finger to point at Galen. 
 ñYouôll do it before you eat,ò he says with the most stern facial 
expression he can muster. She nods and pulls her extended pointer back 
before turning and quickly walking down past me and down the stairs. 
 ñHuh,ò I say, walking to the dining room and sitting in a chair facing 
the kitchen. 
 ñDonôt worry, you didnôt get off,ò Ben says. I was thrown for a 
moment. 
 ñyeah?ò I ask, hoping he also elaborates. 
 ñWhen she climbed off and wobbled down the hallway to the 
bathroom to shower before she left for work you were harder than you 
were before she found you,ò he says, slowly morphing into almost 
laughter as he continues the story. ñBut I went into the linen closet and 
grabbed you a blanket to cover up your shame.ò 
 ñShame, fuck youò I say in a laugh while flipping him the bird. 
 ñI take it Viktor is Russian dudeôs friend?ò I ask, trying to 
remember who Viktor is. 
 ñYep,ò Galen says, flipping a very large pancake. 
 ñWell thatôs good times,ò I say, pulling my phone back out and 
trying to decide what I should respond to Makayla. 
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James: You woke me up, thanks. 
Makayla: This is here for you all day. <Picture Attachment> 

 
 I see her body lying on black sheets in the thumbnail. I select it 
and open it while letting out a deep sigh. Her pussy looks better than any 
Iôve ever seen. Even fully engorged it looks stunning. Her smooth body 
and perfect breasts down to the nipples looks almost irresistible. Canôt 
see high enough to see the neck since itôs a shot of her from her thighs up 
to the top of her breasts. But itôs still quite tempting. 
 

James: I canôt, Iôm pretty sure Iôm going to get fired if I donôt run to 
work. 

Makayla: Aww 
James: Sorry. But I definitely want a round two with you. Look 

more amazing, the more I actually see of you. 
Makayla: Youôre too sweet! 

 
I stand up and walk into the kitchen where Ben and Galen are 

talking about baseball. I donôt care at all about baseball and am not going 
to pretend I know what theyôre talking about. 

ñMind if I grab a couple of the cooler pancakes and run to work?ò I 
ask. Before I get to the word Run, Galen hands me a few pancakes rolled 
up like a strange burrito. I nod and hold them up in a brief thankful 
gesture and pat my right pocket. 

ñI put the keys in the night stand next to the bean bag chairò he 
says, knowing exactly what I was thinking. 

ñThanks man,ò I say, quickly walking down the stairs and across 
the small room to Galenôs door. Not thinking about it I open it and see 
Jerry with her hand no Viktorôs shoulders, riding him hard. She turns and 
slows down a minute with a look of combined surprise and ecstasy.  

ñIôm really sorry,ò I say hurrying to the nightstand and opening it, 
seeing a key ring with a skeleton bone on it and several keys. This must 
be it. I grab it and close the door. I look at them again and smile, hurrying 
out of the room. I close the door quietly and hear the bed start shaking 
quickly again. 

I laugh quietly to myself as I exit into the garage. 
ñThey still going at it?ò the Russian guy asks before taking a puff 

of his cigarette. 
ñyeah man,ò I say, smiling and nodding.  
ñSee you around, Jamesò he says, waving his cigarette at me and 

smiling. Fuck, he knows my name and I never knew his. Shit, I donôt even 
know who knows his. I bet Jerry does, Iôll have to ask her. 
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I get down the sidewalk and look up and down the street. I 
remember I parked several spots down and head towards it. I analyze the 
bone and realize it is made of plastic and has a few buttons on it. Upon 
closer inspection I see the icons inlay-ed of lock, unlock and alarm. I 
carefully press the unlock button and the lights on the car blink three 
times. 

I climb in and sit down carefully on the seat. Itôs insanely 
comfortable and I lean my head back. The feeling of fatigue is still heavy 
as I havenôt been awake long enough to shake it. I lift my head up and 
turn the key to start the car. I notice my foot is operating the clutch as it 
should be, though I havenôt had much practice driving a manual. I reach 
over and turn on the stereo which I see has synced with my phone 
already. Splendid. 

I stop at the stop sign and see nobody is in sight behind me in the 
rear view. I start up Ice Cubeôs Pushinô Weight and am curious what the 
bass can do. The beginning sequence starts as I continue into the drive. 
When the song kicks off it sounds better than I can remember hearing it. 
Quite good, honestly. I roll down the windows even though itôs a little chilly 
and the fear starts to creep in deeply regarding if Iôm going to catch my 
2nd to last write up for being this late. 

The stress of worrying about having maybe even lost my job 
makes the dozen minute drive to work seem like an instant. The music 
from War and Peaceôs War Disc doesnôt hurt, either. I pull in and donôt see 
Sherylôs car anywhere. I do see Darrenôs. Holy shit, am I really that lucky? 
Is Darren the only manager here? There are a smattering of customer 
cars already here as well as the new guyôs Mustang I canôt really stand 
yet.  

Wasnôt Ben supposed to work today? Oh well, I canôt remember. I 
didnôt even remember to get up on time. A little scared to get out I sit and 
listen to the last section of Fuck Dyinô. As I shut the car off and start to get 
out I see Darren come out of the front door. Heôs making a bee line 
straight to my car and as he sees who I am, his face turns to that of total 
confusion. I roll my window down as he gets close. 

ñWhat the fuck?ò he says with squinting, confused eyes. 
ñUhh, hello there Darren,ò I say, not having a clue what to even 

say. Before his lips start moving to speak what I can see forming in his 
mind I blurt out ñI work today, right? Iôm sorry.ò 

ñWhat the fuck?ò he says again with a very small smirk on his lips, 
among the rest of his confused facial expressions. 

ñWhat? I ask as heôs looking around the inside and outside of the 
car. ñOh, this car. Yeah, itôs called the Spookmobile.ò 
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ñI know what itôs called, it was in the paper once. Judge Burk and 
his kid were rebuilding it as a family project,ò he states as if he had been 
following it for years. 

ñYeah? Thatôs who gave it to me, but I didnôt know it was in the 
papers,ò I say, now almost just thinking out loud. 

ñOh, and yeah you fucker, youôre supposed to have been here four 
hours ago,ò he informs me sounding more irritated. 

ñIôm sorry man, have had a hell of a long few days since last I 
worked,ò I say in almost an exhaled whisper. I put my hand over my 
forehead as I realize I have a pretty strong headache. 

ñYeah. Speaking of the paper, I wondered who would bring you 
since I saw your truck in the paper,ò he says in a comforting style. 

ñFuck, my fucking truck fire was in the paper?ò I ask, not having 
heard about it at all. 

ñYep, it was a still image from the news broadcast. Second page, 
had a pretty big picture,ò he explains with a now amused look on his face. 

ñCan I just call in right now and say Iôm recovering from something 
or other?ò I ask, hoping he gives me the green light. 

ñI actually already told the rest of the crew you had called in last 
night,ò he reveals as he pats the top of the car. ñAnd now you have a 
hand print.ò He turns and walks towards the store without another word. 

ñThanks, man,ò I say loud enough for him to hear. He raises his 
hand in a see ya later, no problem motion and continues inside. I put both 
hands on the top of the steering wheel and rest my head on them. 
Fucking love that guy. If it was Sheryl she might have helped me out but 
Iôm sure some sort of notation would have been on the record. Sheôs 
awesome but sheôs far more by the book than he is.  

Well fuck. Now I have quite a few days off in a row. And I really 
fucking need a shower. I smell like pussy, chlorine and alcohol. I guess I 
could run home and take a shower and see if Grandpa needs anything 
before I disappear for another several days solid. Surprised he hasnôt 
called me. I know he listens to the news three times a day.  

I switch music over to Squarepusherôs Burningnôn Tree. I decide to 
take a route home with a longer straight away thatôs generally out of the 
prying eye of the law. I learn the car can reach at least 100 miles an hour 
without batting an eye. Glorious! I may use this on Kansas City road trips. 

Excitement of Squarepusher and driving a car I know can beat out 
my previous carôs speed without trying lands me in the parking lot of my 
Grandpaôs apartments in what feels like seconds. I sit the last few 
seconds of track 7 and shut off the car before the glorious 8th track starts. 
I get out of the car and push the lock button on the key fob. The lights 
strobe for about a second and no horn. I can live with that. 
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Descent . Cleansing 
 
 Alright, itôs almost exactly ten in the morning. I know Grandpa will 
be awake and Iôm sure Grandma will be in the bedroom watching her 
soaps. I walk across the porch and open the sliding door slowly. I hear 
Grandpa start to get up from his chair.  
 ñHello?ò I say, announcing myself before I move the blinds to the 
side. Upon doing so I see Grandpa in his overalls with a cigarette, 
standing and facing the door. ñYou didnôt have to rise, this is your 
courtroom after all,ò I state while smiling. 
 ñYour grandma was worried about you the other night,ò he says, 
pointing at me and looking entirely unhappy. 
 ñI know, everything happened so fast that by the time Michael 
saved me I blacked out at Jeanôs,ò I say, trying to think of better ways to 
soften my not thinking to have made phone calls to family before falling 
asleep. 
 ñYour mother called us and told us what was going on as soon as 
she knew you were okay on Tuesday morning,ò he informs me. ñWhose 
clothes are those?ò he asks, looking me over.  
 ñOh, when I woke up the morning after all that happened Galen 
told me to grab some of his clothes since weôre the same size,ò I explain. 
He nods slowly and silently. I sit down on the couch across the living room 
from him as he sits down in his chair. ñDo you need anything done or 
picked up before I go to Jeanôs for a week? Sheôs having a series of 
parties and Iôve been helping her police them where I can,ò I say, 
stressing myself a little while expecting him to lecture me. 
 ñGalen and Jean are both going to be there?ò he asks sounding a 
little more optimistic than I expected. Grouchy, but the very small hint of 
curious is more optimism than he usually has. 
 ñYes. They took me down to pick up the car their dad gave me,ò I 
say. 
 ñThey gave you a car?ò he asks sounding both annoyed and 
angry. 
 ñBoth of their parents have told me multiple times that Iôve helped 
keep Galen and Jean out of endless trouble,ò I begin, not sure myself why 
they decided to give me a really nice, expensive car. ñI was really stunned 
when I was given it considering the whole ride down I was told by Galen 
about all the work he had put into it. They have spent many thousands 
revamping it and rebuilding the engine. They put in high end electronics 
and sound systems in it. From what i understand they essentially stringed 
two separate sound systems in the front and back of the car. Wired it all 
up so it would be one giant sound cannon.ò 
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 ñHuh,ò he says quietly, sounding like he doesnôt believe it either. I 
donôt, though. I donôt really believe it. Something just seems wrong about 
the whole thing. Doesnôt feel right being given such a cool car for my taste 
when Iôve taken shit care of all Iôve had to this point and still primarily live 
with my grandparents.  
 We both sit quietly and look at each other and at the TV. I pull out 
my phone and start looking through it and see a new message from 
Makayla. 
 
 Makayla: What time do you get off work?  
 

Ugh. Only fucked her once and a large chunk of my life changed. 
That whole day was full of fucking strange. Maybe it was the day and it 
happened to quite a few people? Maybe today will be another normal day 
where I happen to have mind blowing sex? I donôt know. 
  ñYou smell like chlorine and whiskey,ò Grandpa says quietly as if it 
was a thought that he did not mean to verbalize. 

ñYeah I should take a shower. Do you need any errands ran or 
anything from the store before I spend the next week or so at Jeanôs?ò I 
ask, ready for any string of things he needs done. 

ñJust talk to your Grandmother before you leave,ò he asks, 
sounding as if he knows heôll never hear the end of it if I donôt. 

ñWill do,ò I say while feeling shitty for not calling them as soon as 
Michael got me to Galenôs place. 

ñThanks,ò he says, putting out his cigarette in his ashtray before 
lighting another one. 

I almost go into their room to talk to Grandma before realizing I 
probably smell terrible. If Grandpa can smell me across the room Iôm sure 
Grandma will the moment I walk in the room. I walk into my room instead 
and get some clothes out of my dresser. I notice things around the room 
arenôt exactly in the same spot but am not irritated at all. Iôd probably go 
looking through my grand-kidôs room too if I heard something terrible 
might have happened to him.  

I feel my phone vibrate and look to see a video message. i open it 
and itôs from Makayla. Itôs a video of her holding the phone out as far as 
she can with her arm, giving the view of her free handôs two fingers 
fucking her as fast as she can do it while still holding the camera steady. 
her pussy is fully engorged and sheôs whimpering a little. At the end of the 
thirty second video she says ñI canôt even make myself cum right 
anymore! Get over here!ò 
 

James: Iôll be there about 1pm. 
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What the fuck did I just send? Whatever. I think I knew all day that 
I was going to go over there as soon as I found out sheôs going to be 
alone. I shouldnôt be thinking about any of this while I feel so 
uncomfortable from desperately needing a shower.  

Entering the bathroom I set my clothes down on the back of the 
toilet and turn the water on in the sink to let the water get hot. I close the 
door and turn the fan on to vent the steam. After brushing my teeth I jump 
in the shower with mouthwash in my mouth. 

I donôt remember when it started but Iôve been using mouthwash 
instead of coconut oil for oil pulling. Probably bad for me considering the 
bottle says to do it for 90 seconds or whatever before spitting it out. I tend 
to swish it around my mouth for most of my shower before the saliva 
build-up doesnôt leave any more room in my mouth, mixed with the 
bubbles. But since Iôve started doing this, my mouth and breath have 
been quite awesome. Seems to be much more effective than simply using 
it for 45 seconds or whatever i was actually using it for previously. 

I get out of the shower and move towards the sink. As I put on my 
deodorant I realize I have hickies on my chest. I pause and reflect on the 
previous couple days. I canôt remember anybody doing that to me? I canôt 
even remember anyone kissing my chest. I surely donôt remember 
anyone spending that much time on it to leave hickies. I donôt mark easily.  

I dry off and put my clothes on before pausing to stare at myself in 
the mirror a bit. I decide itôs a good idea to brush my hair. While brushing 
my hair I think about what Iôm going to say to Grandma. She loves to 
worry and she talks more than I do, Iôm sure sheôll control the entire flow 
of the conversation. I hope sheôs not too upset.  

At that thought I start laughing for a moment. I calm down and 
catch my breath and think yeah, not too upset. Grandma. The statue of 
everything cool, calm, and collected. 

I open the bathroom door and feel a wave of cool air rush in from 
the rest of the apartment. I go into my bedroom and put my clothes in my 
dirty clothes hamper and see itôs only about a third of the way full. While I 
donôt mind when I donôt have to do my own laundry, it makes me feel bad 
because I know I should be doing it myself. I know Grandma gets bored. I 
just like to pay rent and try to do everything myself. Itôs not like she has to 
come clean up after me or anything. I am pretty good about cleaning up 
after myself and not leaving messes behind me. 

Closing my bedroom door and checking my pockets for 
everything, I walk across the apartment to their room. I peek my head in 
and see Grandma sitting in her chair in the far corner of the room, 
watching the TV. perched beyond the foot of the bed. Itôs loud enough that 
I wonôt accidentally make any sounds sheôll be able to hear. She doesnôt 
notice me as she is currently deep in her soap operas.  
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I walk down the walkway between both beds and sit on the bed 
across from hers so I am facing her. A commercial comes on and she 
slowly pans over until she sees me. Her face lights up and she jumps out 
of her seat. She walks around her bed to where I am sitting on Grandpaôs. 
She starts laughing happily and reaches towards me. I reach my arms out 
to give her a hug before realizing sheôs raising her hands to pinch my 
cheeks and wiggle my head around a bit.  

I laugh with her a little and stand up. We hug and she turns to walk 
back to sit in her chair. I sit back down as she does. Her face then turns 
stern as she raises a finger up to shake it at me.  

ñI was worried sick, you know?ò she says in a kind of angry voice. 
ñI saw your truck on the news! Then my phone started ringing off the hook 
because people who remember it being your Grandpaôs were worried it 
was him. Why didnôt you call?ò she said in a now sad voice as she sounds 
as if sheôs surely going to cry. 

ñI went from trying to get away from that guy, to so tired I could 
barely walk. Michael took me to Galenôs and I pretty much said three 
sentences and fell asleep,ò I explain, hoping she calms down. I donôt want 
to leave if sheôs upset. Usually when that happens it is Grandpa who has 
to deal with her through the course of her unrest. 

She sits quietly in her chair and stares at me. It looks like sheôs 
grinding her teeth again but the television is so loud itôs hard to tell. She 
smiles and nods. ñIôm glad youôre okay,ò she states sounding annoyed but 
accepting that itôs over. She stands up and makes another overjoyed 
smile and motions for me to come to her. I walk over and we hug each 
other again. ñYouôre still going to spend the week at Galenôs?ò she asks 
as her face turns back towards stern and concerned. 

ñYes,ò I answer, intentionally not providing more details in case 
she starts to worry again. 

ñWho is going to pick you up?ò she asks, gaze probing into me. 
ñOh,ò I begin, realizing that I told Grandpa but not Grandma. 

ñGalen and Jeanôs dad gave me a car. Itôs actually leaps and bounds 
better than the truck Grandpa had given me.ò 

ñOh! Thatôs marvelous!ò she shrieks, throwing her arms up and 
eyes going so wide it almost looks like they are as wide as her glasses. 

ñIôll have to show you sometime after dinner,ò I say, knowing 
thereôs no way sheôll pull herself fully away from her soaps.  

ñAre you going to be back this weekend?ò she asks, looking like 
sheôs slipping into her pity me please because I am lonely mode. 

ñA week from Friday Iôll be back,ò I say while bracing myself for 
impact. I love her to death but she worries quite a lot more than even I do 
when Iôm at my worst.  
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ñAlright! My soaps are coming back on,ò she says while shifting 
focus to the television. I smile and slowly stand up and turn to leave the 
room. She seems intensely focused on the TV. now, so I continue back 
out into the living room where Grandpa is now watching CNBC.  

I stand in the area between the dining room and the living room 
and watch with him. I think about asking him how some of his stocks are 
doing but I know it might turn into a several hour conversation. He looks 
over at me as Iôm thinking to myself and smiles while nodding to me. 

ñGrandma okay?ò he asks, sounding honestly concerned. 
ñYes, sheôs happy that everything is smooth,ò I respond. He smiles 

and nods. His face goes stern again as he starts to speak. 
ñYou be more careful this week off, alright?ò he asks insistently.  
ñI promise,ò I respond with confidence. ñIôve had enough drama to 

last me a few months,ò I say while remembering Iôm apparently planning 
to go back over to Makaylaôs house. 

ñA few months?ò he says while laughing. ñI have yet to anger 
someone enough to set my car on fire and chase me through town!ò He 
laughs a little more and shakes his head. ñMake it a few years, will you?ò 
he asks, with another little laugh to wind down. 

ñYouôre right, I hope itôs at least a few years,ò I say while laughing 
a little myself and raising my hand in a wave. ñLater Grandpa,ò I say while 
feeling loved and nervous at the same time. He waves back and slowly 
turns back to CNBC. 
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Descent . Gliding 
 
 I sit in the spookmobile and look at the sliding door to the 
apartment. I can make out the shape of Grandpa shuffling towards the 
kitchen. I look down at the dash and realize there are gauges for 
everything I could ever want to know about the car. Digital readings for 
pressure in all four tires, oil pressure, gas level, miles driven since last 
fueling, miles remaining, brake pad levels, tire tread levels, temperatures 
in the engine, fluid levels as well as temperatures for those fluids. I wasnôt 
even aware there were sensors for half of those things. 
 I pull out my phone and check the clock against the dashboard. 
Both say 12:15. I set my phone in the drink holder between the front two 
bucket seats and think about what Iôm actually going to do next. I really 
missed the bus when I took the shower. I should have squeezed one out 
so I had a more clear mind regarding hormones.  
 I decide, at least, to go drive around downtown Omaha while I 
think about it. This car is pretty awesome and I havenôt rolled the windows 
down and really pushed the speakers yet. I pick up my phone and flip 
through my MP3s and find my Pinionist folder. I load up A Time for 
Greater Things and start the car. 
 I wait to turn the volume up until I am away from the apartments 
and on the road heading towards the interstate. I slowly turn the volume 
up until the deep piano hits can be felt in my body. As I approach a group 
of high school joggers before turning up the viaduct near Lewis Central, I 
turn it up just a little more. A couple turn around and give ñwhat the fuck?ò 
looks at the car and get other peopleôs attention. They all turn as I pass 
and look over the car. I realize the windows are tinted enough on the 
sides that they canôt see in. Iôm probably going to have fun in this car. 
 I turn onto the viaduct heading towards I29 and the south 
expressway and test the acceleration now that I donôt have anyone else in 
the car to judge my stupidity. I see no traffic on the half mile stretch before 
me and close it up quickly. I watch the car break past the 100mph mark 
and creep up towards 125 before I need to start slowing down.  
 I debate for a moment on trying to take the curve and the 
downward slope before the red lights at 100. The thought of sliding into 
the median and flipping off the far side of the road towards the golf course 
doesnôt sound appealing, so I drop to about 65. Iôve done this part of the 
drive enough times to be comfortable with close to 70. 
 Overjoyed with how this car performs I keep the speed of about 65 
going while I approach the lights next to Lakeview. I know the school has 
an officer wandering around these days, so I decide to turn right and head 
up the South Expressway. I stay about 60 through the entire turn, which I 
make wide enough to land me in the inner of the two lanes. I get back up 
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to 65 and am lucky enough that the lights are green all the way to the 
bridge portion. I hit 95 as I travel down the bridge and see a cop on the 
opposite side going past me. I drop to 40 as soon as he gets past me and 
before I get to the descending curve towards downtown Council Bluffs.  
 Iôm glad I did because once I come into sight of that curve I see a 
police car sitting in the parking lot below. The car is pointed out to the 
street and itôs clear theyôre radaring right there. But, they canôt have 
detected me from beyond the hill so I donôt worry about him. I do worry, 
however, about the car who saw me at close to 100 radioing to the car 
below. Either way, itôs too late if they do so I turn left at the far side of the 
parking lot onto the first road I come to off of the South Expressway. I 
head west into the neighborhoods at the posted speeds of 25 and 35, 
respectively.  
 I am now watching my rear view mirror diligently. I see no police 
officers crossing the street on other roads or turning onto this one to 
follow me. I decide to turn right and get to the more main 5th avenue. I 
turn left onto that and go the posted 40 miles an hour all the way to 35th 
street where I turn north to get to Broadway. I take Broadway to the small 
stretch of interstate which crosses the Missouri River. I get off 
immediately on Dodge street and turn the music up a little more. 
 What should I do? Itôs now almost 12:30 and if I want to get back 
to Makaylaôs house by 1 Iôm not going to want to drive very far into 
Omaha. I could really use some more of that action, though. Sheôs 
insanely attractive. And insane, now that I think that. I could use a really 
good couple hour fuck, though. That quickie by the pool and if you can 
even call it a quickie before that were fun and all but not satisfying. And if 
Alison actually did ride me in the living room before she left for work while 
I was sleeping, it didnôt help me feel satisfied at all. 
 Fuck it. I turn left onto the side streets next to Kennedy Freeway 
and then turn left again onto Douglas. I drive that back to the interstate. I 
take the interstate to I29 and get off on 24th street. I really donôt know why 
they donôt put an exit on 16th. I know it would be a little difficult as they 
have a strange interchange of sorts there. Iôm confident engineers could 
figure it out.  
 Daydreaming about what fucking her in an actual bed might be 
like, I realize Iôm already heading over Elliot by where mom lives in 
Marshall Ave. I wonder if weôll make it out of the entry way?  
 I slam my brakes as someone rides a bike out of one of the new 
developments up on top of the hill. I stop just before hitting them and they 
yell something I canôt possibly hear. They turn and drive down the side of 
the street in the direction Iôm going but in the wrong lane. I inch forward 
as they turn back and yell more. I honk because I see a car coming 
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quickly around the turn ahead, bicycle rider still in that lane. The rider is 
still turned back yelling at me over his shoulder. 
 I honk more and point, hoping he turns around and sees the car 
coming. The car then stops as the bicyclist continues looking back. I slow 
to a stop as the bike crashes directly into the car, flipping the rider off of it 
and against the windshield. I can see a woman in the driverôs seat and 
her hands go over her face, eyes wide in surprise. The bicyclist, now 
laying on the windshield facing forward, starts to move a little as his bike 
settles off the far side of the road from me against the steep rising hard in 
front of a residence.  
 The woman slowly removes the hands from her face, staring at 
the bicyclist. She starts to open the door as the bicyclist starts to roll 
himself over to get off of the hood. He twitches and freezes in place once 
he moves from the passenger side of the hood over to the driverôs side. I 
see him yell out. I am unsure if it was words or not so I turn down my 
music to maybe try to hear. I roll forward slowly until my car is in the lane 
next to her car.  
 ñOh my god! Are you alright!ò I hear her yell as she gets out of her 
car, clearly in a panic. I can hear the guy mumbling something 
incoherently. I cannot make out any words, though. He does sound like 
heôs in a lot of pain. I see the woman turn from looking at him to looking at 
me. She walks over, door of her car wide open, and stops next to my 
driverôs window. 
 ñWant me to turn around and park?ò I ask as I pick up my phone, 
dialing 911.  
 ñNo, thatôs ok. Did you call the police?ò she asks, putting her 
hands back over her face and looking back at her car.  
 ñI am right now,ò I say, holding the phone up to my ear. She nods 
and turns around to run back to the side of her hood.  
 ñ911 what is your emergency?ò the woman on the phone says. 
 ñI just saw a bicyclist crash directly into the hood of a car that had 
stopped. He doesnôt look good,ò I say, trying to hold back rising laughter 
that was trying to burst out as I briefly explained that the bike hit a sitting 
car. 
 The call seems to fly by, me giving the information requested and 
them letting me go so they could move on to the next call. I pull forward a 
bit more so she was right outside my window. A couple cars have 
gathered behind me, looking angry and confused about whatôs going on.  
 ñThey have units coming, are you sure you donôt want me to 
stop?ò I ask, feeling like I should just pull into a driveway and wait anyway. 
 ñNo, there is too much traffic building up,ò she says, gesturing 
behind her car and behind my car. I nod in agreement and drive forward, 
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freeing up a path for the cars behind her to go around once Iôm through, 
along with the cars behind me. 
 I quickly weigh driving away and possibly being in trouble for 
fleeing the scene of a hit and run, though I didnôt hit anybody. I compare it 
against replaying some of the best sex Iôve ever had. How long might it 
take for the police to even arrive? The woman seemed confident I didnôt 
have to stay, though. What if the police that respond overheard the call of 
a speeder and they have my car description?  
 As I think about it I watch myself, almost as if in third person, 
driving the last several blocks to Makaylaôs house. When her street 
comes up I switch from the useless debating on if Iôm going to go back to 
the scene of a dumbass bicyclist hitting a car because he was running a 
stop sign, to where should I park. I pass her street and decide to continue 
to the Kristy Kreme or whatever itôs called, donut shop. Iôve eaten there 
with friends several times but canôt remember its name. I know itôs not the 
same as the national chain.  
 Oh, Christy Creme. I was close. Surprised with the amount of 
racist craziness around these parts they didnôt do it Plattsmouth style. 
Kass Kounty King Korn Karnival, yeah. King Korn Karnival. Thatôs real 
clever. Nobody thinks thatôs KKK related at all. Arenôt they so smooth. 
Slipped that right under everyoneôs radar, guys. 
 I park the car at the far side of the small parking lot from the 
building. I get out of my car and look towards the people standing in line 
for food and nobodyôs looking in this direction. I check across the street at 
the businesses there and nobody seems to be around. I start walking 
down the edge of the parking lot to the sidewalk and nobody seems to 
take any notice. If anyone is, I canôt see it.  
 This might work out. Very few people know I have that car, or any 
car for that matter. Iôm still worried somebody i canôt see happened to 
notice me get out of this car and is taking note, making a phone call, 
something shady. I always feel like shitôs going to happen, though. So 
honestly itôs not quite out of character. I really need to condition myself out 
of this mental behavior. 
 I arrive at the street Makayla lives on and begin pivoting up the 
street. I freeze in my tracks and feel awkwardly watched. I look around 
and see nothing out of the ordinary. I decide to turn around and walk back 
down the street I just walked down. I turn up the tree line up the middle of 
the neighborhood which I previously used as cover during my escape 
from Makaylaôs dad. 
 Once to the property Makayla lives on I paused and survey 
everything in my line of sight. I see someone doing dishes three houses 
up the street and nothing but grass and leaves swaying in the breeze. I 
carefully leave the general cover of the tree line and walk through 
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Makaylaôs back yard to the foot of her porch. I listen and hear Portishead 
coming out of a room upstairs. I pull out my phone to text her. 
 

James: May I enter your back door? 
 
 What feels like seconds later I see movement in a window and 
see her peek her head through the blinds. Her face lights up and she 
disappears from sight. What feels like an instant later, the same door I 
fled from off the dining room flies open. Sheôs wearing a tight light blue 
tank top and black leggings that go down to just above her knees. She 
gestures for me to come in and turns to run back into the house. I get a 
fleeting glimpse of her ass, looking amazing in those shorts, as she 
disappears into the house. I approach and enter, sliding the door closed 
behind me.  
 I walk to the edge of the kitchen where the entry way, hallway and 
living room all intersect. I see the leggings and tank top tossed out of a 
room towards the end of the hall, landing on the floor. I step into the 
hallway and pause, hearing the Portishead turned up louder. I pause for a 
few more seconds and feel a vibration in my pocket. I pull out my phone 
and see a text from Makayla. 
 

Makayla: What are you waiting for? 
 

Before I can even think, my feet carry me down the hall and 
through the door from which the clothing flew earlier. As I turn the corner 
into the room I see her laying across the width of the bed, feet flat and 
legs spread with the look of excitement on her face and one handôs 
fingertips rubbing fast circles against her clit. My body automatically goes 
on autopilot as I observe myself walk across the room, get down on my 
knees and start licking up and down her lips as she continues rubbing her 
clit. 
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Descent . Hum of Nerves 
 
 Sitting on the edge of Makaylaôs bed, whole body tired but relaxed, 
I pick up my phone and look at the time. Fuck, itôs later than I thought. I 
knew it was getting dark but I didnôt know it was almost 9pm. I see I have 
unread texts and decide to open them while Makayla is in the bathroom. 
 

Galen: Are you ever getting off work?  
 Jean: Itôs getting busy here and I have a couple people I want to 
introduce you to. Get back here! 

Galen: Are you ever getting off work?  
Michael: I like when I get to a party you are at, but you arenôt. 
Jean: We called your work young man. Where are you sonny boy!  
Galen: You called in! Weôre grounding you. Fifty shots to get 

ungrounded. By morning. 
Natalie: Not coming to the party tonight, meeting Marat for dinner 

andé Hope you have fun! Thanks for letting me vent! 
 
 Marat? Is that the Russian dudeôs name? Or is that the Russian 
guyôs friendôs name? I donôt want to ask. I should have known these guysô 
names months ago. Fuck.  
 I guess I did say I would be back shortly after work, and dropping 
home. Well donôt I feel like a dick. I donôt think I really planned on 
spending this much time with Makayla. I guess too many hour or two 
visits with people in the past left me with low expectations.  
 
 ñThank you,ò I hear while simultaneously being jerked around by 
her plopping down on the bed between myself and the wall.  
 ñWant to come to Galenôs with me?ò I ask without thinking, feeling 
obligated somehow. 
 ñNo, Iôm surprised I made it to the bathroom and back so easily,ò 
she says almost breathlessly. ñI need to sleep. I have to be at work just 
before 5.ò 
 ñAlright,ò I say. I feel awkward. I mean, I donôt mind showing up 
and fucking all evening and leaving. But Jesus, I donôt usually feel this 
completely satisfied after. I know itôs not love or even really lust I am filled 
with. I recognize it as simple satisfaction. Maybe not simple. Maybe deep, 
pure satisfaction. But still, not love or anything in that arena. It just feels 
damn good. 
 I look at her and begin to open my mouth to speak, then realize 
sheôs already sound asleep. I let out a slow, deep sigh. I stand up and 
walk across the room to shut off the lamp I donôt even recall being turned 
on. Looking at the dresser on the far side of the room from the mirror we 
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used to watch ourselves in various positions, I briefly inspect everything 
that got knocked on the floor. Nothing looks broken as I shut off the lamp. 
I wait a few seconds to allow my eyes time to adjust to the dimming light 
coming in from outside. 
 I decide to go take a shower in her master bathroom. I figure Iôm 
probably going to be up all night and donôt want to stink of several hours 
of sweaty sex. Once out I go back and check on Makayla and see an arm 
hanging off the bed, still fully asleep. 
 Out of habit I walk to the back door and close it before locking it. I 
then lock the front door and close it behind me as I leave. I check it one 
last time to make sure itôs locked. Locked. I walk down through the yard to 
the sidewalk and follow it all the way back to my car. 
 I inspect the spookmobile carefully before unlocking and entering 
it. The tires look fine, nothing seems to be on the ground that could 
puncture the tires and I donôt see any scratches or damage. I do however 
notice a piece of paper under the windshield wiper.  
 
 ñThis car looks amazing. It brought in a lot of customers that just 
asked about it. So we didnôt call to have it towed,ò the note reads. Thatôs 
pretty cool. A feeling of accomplishment washes over me. And then a 
feeling of awkwardness, probably from the fact I really did nothing but 
attempted to hide my car in plain sight. 
 I get in the car and thumb through my phone, looking for what to 
listen to on the drive across town to Jeanôs. Nine Inch Nails, The Fragile? 
Done. I skip directly to The Way Out is Through on the first track of the 
disc Right. I slowly pull out of the parking lot and head down North 
Broadway in the direction of Jeanôs house.  
 The crescendo of the song washes through me and I am 
overcome by a sudden wave of depression. I feel tears well up in my eyes 
and pull into the Super Saver parking lot. I drive through the strip mall on 
the side of the grocery store and head toward the back corner of the lot 
by Kirn. Itôs always quite dark and uninhabited back there.  
 I get the car turned off just as the piano at the end fades away into 
the next song. Into The Void begins and I begin crying heavily. I feel 
confusion as I pull my shirt up to wipe tears away even though theyôre still 
continuing. I feel utterly alone and feel like Iôm on my way to be alone 
surrounded by people who I can never admit that I feel alone. Even when 
Iôm in a crowd of people who outwardly show adoration or otherwise 
respect and admire me I feel absolutely alone.  

I turn the stereo up louder as the Trent Reznor round of ñTried to 
save myself but myself keeps slippingò starts building. Deeper rising 
waves of anger and self-hate start pulsating upward towards the surface 
as the crying starts to die down. Thereôs no reason for me to feel like this, 
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I just had a few hours of amazing sex and made her cum so much that, 
for a few minutes, I could hear her cum dripping off the side of the bed 
into a puddle on the floor.  

I feel a sudden urge to get to Jeanôs as soon as possible so I donôt 
have to leave again for a few days. That way I can pummel my brain 
constantly with various levels of alcohol and weed. I might actually start 
out with weed - it has been a good while and I could use calmed down.  

As I begin to reach my hand up to turn the car on I am shocked by 
a sudden visual assault of flashing lights. I freeze in place as I see a 
shadow silhouetted by the lights approaching my car. I make out a police 
officer through my tears, approaching the driverôs window of the car. I 
wipe my face off as well as I can and turn the radio down and roll down 
the window.  

ñEverything alright?ò the taller than the silhouette revealed officer 
asks. He looks like heôs old enough to have been on the force for a couple 
decades though I canôt remember ever seeing him around town. 

ñYes, just having a bit of a bad evening,ò I respond in a voice that 
sounds like stepped-on death. 

ñWell there was a disturbance here earlier and I am keeping an 
eye on the parking lot,ò the officer informs me. 

ñIt wasnôt my Nails, was it?ò I ask, voice sounding a little better. 
ñYour what?ò he asks again, leaning forward a little more and 

peering into the car. 
ñNine Inch Nails, hopefully my music wasnôt too loud,ò I elaborate. 
ñOh, no, itôs fine. I did hear it and thatôs why I came over here. I 

wanted to see why someone was parked in the shadows. It wasnôt loud 
enough to cause any concerns over loudness,ò he explains. 
 ñThanks, and I hope your night goes smoothly,ò I say with a nod, 
hoping thatôs all and he leaves me alone again.  
 ñHave a good night,ò he says while raising a hand and walking 
away.  
 That wasnôt too bad. I reach up and turn down the radio a bit. I 
keep an eye on the officer as he walks back towards his car. He enters it 
and turns the lights off before backing away towards the front of the store.  
 I decide that the next few days will not be spent inside my head 
but outside it as much as possible. Maybe Iôll make it through and 
everything will be fine for a while.  
 The Mark Has Been Made begins as I begin the drive to Jeanôs. I 
pull out onto the street and feel a rush of tears rising again. I do not feel 
like parking every half a block and crying is going to benefit me at all. I 
keep driving and force the tears to stay back. They well up in my eyes 
and occasionally roll down my cheek, over my jaw and down my neck.  
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 I manage to succeed in simultaneously holding back tears and 
arriving at Jeanôs house. There are quite a lot of cars lining the street at 
her house and I am forced to park down the hill on a neighboring street 
and walking up to her house. It bothers me leaving the spookmobile that 
far out of earshot. From what I recall of the plans for the next twelve 
hours, I wonôt be able to hear anything outside anyway. 
 I am a few houses away from theirs walking down the sidewalk 
and can hear the bass from their party. For a moment I wonder if itôs going 
to be too loud but recall the neighbors for several houses in any direction 
are either also partiers, are very old or not home often enough to care. 
Shit, this could be the perfect storm for getting out of my head for several 
solid days. Considering the full body feeling of impending doom which 
reminds me of the shakes I get which canôt be explained moments before 
something terrible happens.. I welcome this possibility.  
 I notice myself walking at almost a jog in anticipation of this 
possibility, now turning up the sidewalk to the open front door. 
 Stepping onto Jeanôs porch I nod in acknowledgment of the 
people on the porch. One tall fellow raises his cup in hello as the others 
briefly make eye contact and nothing more. I enter the house and see a 
lot of people standing around by the window in the family room and sitting 
around the dining room table. Everyone is talking loudly to be heard over 
the other voices and the loud music. 

I also see people standing around the kitchen and catch glimpses 
of multiple people outside on the back porch around the pool. I notice a 
tiny girl standing by herself against the wall in the room at the edge of the 
dining room and family room. She is gazing over the people around the 
table through the sliding door. I can hear the sound of the ice scoop in the 
freezer as I walk into the hallway as I advance towards the living room. As 
I pass the closed bathroom door I hear urination and walk around the 
couple people waiting in line outside. 

Passing the master bedroom I see a huge pile of purses and 
jackets on the bed. Didnôt think it was cool enough outside for jackets but 
I do live in the Midwest, after all. Glancing into Jeanôs room I see two 
people standing near the doorway and the shape of a couple people on 
the bed wrapped around each other. 

Entering the living room I see a lot of people dancing in the larger 
side between the hallway entry and the door to the porch. Several people 
are standing and talking in front of the room by the forward windows. I 
notice the group dancing is mostly comprised of females and the group 
talking is mostly comprised of males.  

I want to go outside without having to weave through dancing 
people so I turn and return down the hallway. As I turn around I almost run 
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head first into a group of three girls who must have entered behind me 
down the hall.  

ñIôm sorry,ò I say loudly as I swiftly move toward the side of the hall 
to not crash into them.  

ñItôs okay James,ò the one in front says. I freeze up for a moment 
against the wall as I donôt know these three. At least, I donôt remember 
them.  

ñCool,ò I say starting to walk down the hall. As I dart away I realize 
the middle girl was beginning to open her mouth to speak. I feel a little 
shitty for a moment for not noticing it earlier. I decide itôs high time to hit 
the kitchen for drinks before my emotions try coming up in front of 
everyone. 

I glance back down the hallway and see all three looking at me 
while talking amongst themselves as I turn the corner into the kitchen. A 
small break in the people standing around exists in front of the cupboard 
where I recall seeing Galen put backup bottles of liquor intended to 
replace the ones in the freezer should they run out. I walk through the 
people and retrieve a room temperature bottle of Jack Daniels Honey. 

I stand up and reevaluate the room and notice nothing much has 
changed but the girl alone on the wall is now looking at the ground in front 
of her, noticeably irritated. I look at the people around the table and 
nobody seems to be paying mind to her. I see an older gentleman by the 
freezer who also looks irritated but a couple people around him seem to 
be keeping him occupied in conversation.  

I glance out the kitchen window and see Galen standing with a 
dude he worked with at a hotel whom we used to play risk with. I hurry out 
through the people and onto the porch. Once out the door I see Jean in 
the grass with a score of her friends looking very concerned. Approaching 
Galen and Brandon I see Jean spot me and begin her approach. 

ñSup, gentlemen,ò I say before realizing Galen was mid-sentence. 
ñOh, hey man,ò Galen says after breaking his previous sentence 

while Brandon nods to me in acknowledgment. 
ñQuiet night, as expected,ò I say in a sarcastic and almost 

questioning tone. 
ñBarely anybody showed,ò Brandon states dryly.  
ñIôm surprised the outside lights are even on,ò Galen says. He 

starts to say another word as Jean causes him to be interrupted again. 
ñJames you wonôt,ò she begins in a tone of panic. 
ñNo, no.ò I say holding a finger up and interrupting her strongly 

enough to stop her mid-sentence. ñI donôt care, this is a time for silencing 
the monsters,ò I say as she glares. She starts to open her mouth again to 
resume and I turn quickly, walking back to the dining room door. 
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I tune out her voice so I donôt hear what she says and do well 
enough that I honestly only hear her voice tone and donôt make out 
words. Once inside I slide the glass door closed as I hear her footsteps 
and voice shortly behind me get drowned out. I dart around the people 
near the table and through the family room before heading down the 
stairs to the basement. Several people are standing around the empty 
room between Galenôs room, the garage and the downstairs bathroom. I 
navigate through them to a corner on the bathroom side and open my 
bottle. 

I squeeze my eyes closed and throw the bottle back. I swallow 
multiple large amounts of Jack and feel like I phase out of reality for just a 
moment. Once I tip the bottle back down and screw the lid back on, I 
open my eyes. Jean stands before me looking even more panicked than 
seconds ago. 

ñDid you,ò she begins in a frantic voice. I raise my hand up and 
cover her mouth, sending her eyes from panic to a form of rage. 

ñPlease,ò I say very softly. Her eyes shift from a form of rage to a 
mixture of anger and confusion. ñPlease leave whatever you are going to 
tell me until either it comes to me the hard way or until days from now. 
Whichever comes first.ò  

I feel her mouth start to move a couple times during my sentences 
but hold it shut and donôt stop speaking. Once I pull my hand off of her 
mouth, in a huffy voice she says ñFine.ò 

ñThank you,ò I say in almost desperation. A glance of heavy 
annoyance flashes across her face as she turns around and walks away 
quickly. A couple people around the room are obviously listening as they 
flash glances in my direction out of the corner of their eyes but nobody 
turns to say anything. I pay little attention to this and unscrew the cap to 
drink more.  

Screwing the cap back on I look down to see I have just drank a 
fourth of a fresh fifth of honey Jack. I look around the room to see nobody 
seems to be paying any attention to anything but their own conversations, 
save for a couple pulled out cell phones. I notice Galenôs room is open so 
I walk over to it and find a couple people on his chair making out. They 
donôt notice me, though. 

I walk by them to the fridge by Galenôs bed and open it, hoping to 
find a cold fifth inside. Sure enough, there is. Itôs only half full, but thatôs 
fine. I grip the bottleôs neck to see if itôs cold and indeed it is. I pull it out 
and rest the one Iôve been working on in its place. I close the fridge and 
notice the girl leaning back in the chairôs eyes are fixed on me as the guy 
sucks on the center of her chest above her low neckline. I smile and nod 
to the girl as I walk out of the room.  
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Stopping just outside of the door I unscrew the cap and drink 
some more Jack. I realize this one isnôt the honey variety but it is cold and 
does taste more delicious. Screwing the cap back on I realize an alcohol 
buzz is gently rising within me. While debating whether to return to the 
corner of this room to drink or head back up to talk with Galen, the trio 
from the hallway enters the room and walks to me. 

ñIôm friends with Tiffany,ò the girl who was in the center, now in the 
lead, states proudly. Tiffanyé I instantly get a little uncomfortable 
recalling having warmed up her back door with an empty beer bottle.  

ñIôm sorry I walked off as you tried to talk,ò I blurt out, trying to 
brush off the needless guilt of it. I also feel the alcohol creeping up, 
thankfully, to a stronger degree. 

ñNot a problem, the music is loud,ò she assures me, looking over 
at her other two friends in a smile. The two friends give her a ñGood luckò 
eye heavy smile as they turn and head back up the stairs. 

ñGlad itôs cool,ò I say, getting uncomfortable as to what this 
conversation is going to entail. Is this what Jean was frantically trying to 
warn me about? Did these three piss off that guy who was being consoled 
it looked like by the freezer? What did Tiffany tell them? Is this woman 
going to be the fuck or not to fuck choice of the evening? Am I about to 
get bitched out? Did they do something to the alone girl in the family room 
area? 

ñSo, you were the other guy?ò she says. 
ñSorry, Iôm James, what was your name?ò I ask, trying to possibly 

drive the conversation. 
ñIôm Lauren,ò she says with a huge smile while standing up a little 

straighter and pulling her shoulders back. Her seriously low cut shirt 
almost looks like a sleeved vest with how low it is but is obviously a form 
of blouse. Great body and cute face, long and thick brown hair that looks 
to have been straightened with very dark brown eyes. Her posture 
change succeeded in the assumed attempt to bait me into checking out 
her body. Old trick but a good trick. 

ñNice to meet you Lauren,ò I say while reaching out to take hers. 
She raises her right hand up and I take it softly, leaning forward to kiss the 
back of her hand. A huge smirk spreads across her face and she shifts all 
of her weight onto one foot, moving her waist to the side. She laughs a 
little in a way I canôt tell is happily embarrassed or awkward. 

ñIôve never had someone actually do that in person before,ò she 
says in a whisper while beginning to blush. 

ñYeah? Iôm glad I did,ò I say while stopping afraid if I should 
comment on how soft her skin is. 

ñWhy?ò she asks, obviously taking note that I was going to say 
more. 
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ñVery soft skin,ò I say with a forced smile. Fuck, I hope that smile 
didnôt look creepy. 

ñThank you,ò she says, face blushing even darker. 
ñSo, how is Tiffany?ò I ask. What the fuck? Is asking a question 

about something youôre trying to avoid the way to avoid it? Yeah James, 
that makes perfect fucking sense. Well done. 

ñHer and Michael are out back drinking and talking,ò she says, 
looking a little surprised for some reason. ñShe is determined to get him 
alone with her without having anybody else involved.ò 

My heart jumps into my throat and I start feeling the monsters 
rising inside once more. Holy shit, was Tiffany angry about my 
involvement that night? What did she tell Lauren? Lauren. Remember this 
name. Lauren. Might end up being important later. Probably will. Fuck.  

ñItôs okay, she got off hard and often with the two of you,ò Lauren 
states. I stop my string of thoughts and look up from the floor I apparently 
locked eyes with and make eye contact with her. 

ñYeah?ò I ask, trying to keep my eyes from looking desperate for 
approval and comfort. She looks a little awkward now and forces a smile 
and nods. 

ñYes. I just wanted to meet you because it was mad cool that you 
did that for your friend,ò she concludes. 

ñYeah, I often turn down the chance to get a gorgeous person off,ò 
I say playfully with a more sarcastic tone than intended. She laughs what 
can only be interpreted as a genuine laugh and shifts her weight onto her 
other foot while putting her left hand on her hip and reaching out with her 
right hand to tap my arm, nodding her head. 

ñShe told us you are funny,ò she says as if thinking it out loud. Her 
laughter and smile fades a little as my smile increases. 

ñNice to meet you,ò I say reaching my right hand out to touch the 
elbow on her folded arm before darting into Galenôs room. I open his 
closet and grab things to put on ï hoping they fit. Leaving the room with 
fresh clothes in hand, luckily the downstairs bathroom is unoccupied. On 
my way through the center room I pass a confused and slightly irritated 
looking Lauren. ñIôm sorry, I need to shower something fierce,ò I blurt out 
as I disappear into the bathroom behind the now closed door.  

I feel waves of depression rising up again as I throw the shower 
on. I strip out of my sweaty, tear moistened, cum smelling clothes and 
jump into the shower before itôs even close to warm. I sob quietly and 
stand motionless in the shower for what feels like an eternity until it 
subsides. After several rounds of people knocking on the door, I quickly 
wash myself up and jump out.   

As I get myself dried off with a towel I soon temporarily stash 
under the sink with my dirty clothes, pressed into the corner near the 






































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































