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To the ladies and gentlemen ‘who have shared my bed 
and eaten my food, especially those of you who arrived 
with bags of groceries and stayed to ‘wash dishes.
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DESIRE
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 I told you from the start just how this would end 
When I get what I want I never want it again —Hole





I was out dancing last night with a pack of dear friends. A stranger approached our table preceded by the eye-watering aroma of gin and tobacco imperfectly filtered through skin. He finished his drink with a flourish and slammed his empty glass onto our table.




“You’re pretty hot, baby” he slurred, breathing hot juniper fumes into my face. “Did those tattoos hurt?”




“My guess is you’re pretty drunk,” I said. My friend Jessica tittered.




He ignored my assessment, swaying in his shoes. “You’re hot,” he repeated. “I’m going to buy you a drink.”




“No, thank you,” I said. “I have one.”




“I’m going to buy you another of the same—-

what is it?”




“I’d prefer you didn’t, but thank you just the same.”




The men—my friends—at the table glanced at each other, unsure whether to intervene.




I maintained level eye contact with the stranger. “See you later,” I said.




In a flash the stranger’s smile turned sour. “You’re a bitch,” he said. Snatching his empty glass protectively, he stomped away from our table. “Freaky bitch,” he muttered.




My eyes met Jessica’s for a moment. I shrugged. Could have been worse.




She nodded.




Both of us knew that could have gotten ugly. We were grateful it hadn’t, and that our sweet male friends hadn’t been forced to act in loco boyfriendis out of their own senses of honor. My cheeks felt hot, but I didn’t think my flushed skin showed in the dim light of the club. At least, I hoped it didn’t.




I slipped my jacket back on, covering my tattoos. Protective coloration, I thought, imagining myself melting into invisibility in the gloom of the club, a tiny leaf-colored salamander keeping very still on a branch.




After a few cocktails, though, I rallied. The DJ was playing our table’s requests back to back, and it was no longer possible to remain seated with all that booty-shaking music wooing me out onto the dance floor. I shoved my jacket under our table and went out to dance with my friends, male and female.




Stomping and whirling, my back slick with sweat and my tattoos transformed into brilliant plumage under the flashing lights, I felt murderously sensual. As I got on top and took the music between my thighs it fucked me back hard, pounding into my cunt and my belly, and my desire for myself at my freest and wildest rose up and set everything on fire, turning the walls of the club to gold and crimson.




As I danced, I saw the man who’d offered to buy me a drink and then insulted me. He was leaning into his beverage at a little table next to the bar, alone and gin-dazed. He’d taken my complicity in being his object of desire for granted, assuming that I’d dressed to attract him and others. Sensing my gaze, he glanced at me briefly then turned his attention back to his drink. His squalid, man-size desire was no match for mine, and we both knew it—what was a thousand times more important was what Iwanted and how effortlessly I could take that desire and more from the friction between my hips.




Out on the dance floor with my beautiful, fierce friends, with the music moving inside me like a slow fist, I was burning hot—a feral thing, tearing through skin to meat with sharp teeth, stripping flesh from bone.




I may be a freaky bitch, but I’m a freaky bitch who can bust a serious move on the dance floor. And some nights that’s all a freaky bitch needs.




THIS BOOK IS about fucking and food. The intersection of both sets is desire.




But desire itself is rarely uncomplicated. Desire can make us feel powerful, exultant, and free—but yearning can also be dangerous. Sometimes when we inspire desire, we’re punished. And sometimes when we allow others to lavish their desire on us, we end up needing a long, hot shower.




The chapters “Eating Out” and “Southbound” are two sides of the same you-are-what-you-eat coin “Risk” finishes the set.




“Earl Grey Tea” is a love story. So is “Britney.”




“Sploshing” delineates the perils of using food as erotic outer-wear.




“Moules” is a DIY mash note to mollusks.




Don’t be scared. Put this in your mouth, and swallow.


















EATING OUT
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A WARM TONGUE IN YOUR ASS IS LIKE BEING BABY-WIPED: an infantile exercise in gentle, soap-free cleaning, more about the idea of boundaryless porn star virtuosity than actual mind-blowing erotic sensation—or so I’ve found, anyway.




For a while there it seemed like all my male dates were pulling out oral-anal during our first sexual encounters, as if eating pussy proficiently suddenly wasn’t enough to secure a return invitation to my boudoir. For three months, every man I took to bed chose to consider my hindquarters his own personal Old Country Buffet line, moving from carving station to (tossed) salad bar in predictable succession. It was as if they all subscribed to the same cheerfully salacious man-rag, a newsletter to which ladies were not privy: This week, gentlemen—stun her with a hot, squirmy tongue In her back door!




And I was stunned—the first time. Definitely the second time. But by the third time, and the fourth time, I began to wonder if they were all phoning each other and sharing helpful hints on a toll-free public information hotline about how to fuck me. And I really wanted to set the record straight with the man who was disseminating the idea that I wanted to impersonate a human salt lick in the bedroom. Because that man had his information wrong—dead wrong—but he sure was a vociferous son of a bitch. You had to admire his “British are coming!” enthusiasm. Too bad he wasn’t circulating better intelligence. Because whenever I got my asshole licked, thanks to the misguided anal-evangelism of my own personal Paul Revere, it was only the British who were coming. I sure as hell wasn’t. Being on the receiving end of an intestinal Wet Willy didn’t get me hot. It just made me want to offer my lover du jour a mouthful of Listerine or a stick of sugar-free gum as I hastened him out my door, never to return.




True—after a career in adult modeling, my asshole was usually so clean you could eat off it, like my own personal hygienically pine-scented kitchen floor. I learned to relax—not to fight the baby wipe—not to tense up. I could do this by pretending to be a tiny kitten being cleaned all over by my mommy cat’s raspy sand-tongue. Sometimes it even felt good, like using a washcloth in a steamy bath after a particularly laborious dump. But usually, my silent tolerance during the act stemmed from resignation: It was clear that I had some kind of ass-karma to live through, and that regardless of my preferences, it was best to let my lovers act on me as they wished. I learned to lie still, keeping my ass muscles helpfully loose. I tried to avoid any contemplation of vengeful farting.




And after a while, I found a man who didn’t try to shove his tongue in my rectum on our first sexual romp, and after he made me come with his mouth on my pussy and his fingers inside me, I kissed him (on the mouth—you can do that when your lover’s lips and tongue haven’t just been up your rear) and declared myself done with mommy-cats and warm washcloths and human-tongue baby-wiping.




I have no regrets: My kitchen floor may be spotless, but I prefer serving dinner in an intimate location involving a little more ambience and romance.




















SOUTHBOUND
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IT’S ORAL SEX IF YOU’RE FEELING CLINICAL, OR IF YOU’RE trying to pretend you don’t do it.




You might have decided that “going down” sounds too casual, “sucking dick ‘ too self-consciously tough, “eating pussy” more information than necessary. You might be discussing an act you haven’t done in ages, or an act that hasn’t been performed on you in frustrating, maddening weeks by a lazy lover. So oral sex it is—a term so prim it’s nearly virginal. Oral sex? Why, no, thank you.I had a late lunch.




But—it’s eating pussy if you’re sassy, talking tough, describing what makes you come or what you fantasize about doing to the hot girl at your gym. Munching box or munching carpet are retro terms for the same thing—but who has a “carpet” anymore in this age of hysterical depilation? Pubic rugs have gone the way of sanitary napkin belts, girdles, hot rollers, and pointed-cone bras. But naked or gloriously, anachronistically furry, eating pussy is all about the smooth slide into salt, a long slow dive into warmth and scent. There’s no particular moment when you have to make a decision: swallow, or not? Girl-juice is a constantly fluctuating variable from start to finish. You go down, and from the moment you gently part labia and burrow in, you’re drinking her like Scotch broth.




What about sucking cock—words that describe the man you love pushing his hips up and moaning with pleasure as you take him deep, because yes, you are that nasty, and yes, you want it that much, and yes, his whole world right now is his cock in your mouth, and you are breathless with the power and devotion of such intimate assembly.




And swallowing? I’ll admit that when I think about all the come I’ve consumed in my life, the sheer volume becomes alarming. I imagine the restaurant-size jugs of mayonnaise occupying shelf space at Costco in a neat industrial phalanx. How many of those? And how many more, if I count the come that’s splashed my tits, my ass, my face—and in one memorable instance, that shot up my nose in a reverse milk sneeze, dripping down my throat like cocaine for the next half hour? How many gallons —or, if you prefer, liters—in my whole life? The thought of that kind of quantity can really make a girl consider spitting instead.




But as much as I love eating pussy and sucking cock—and as many times as I’ve used both terms, rolling them around in my mouth deliberately like sips of fine, velvety Shiraz, really tasting them, sometimes to shock, sometimes for work, and sometimes, blessedly, with love—the part of each term that intrigues me isn’t the direct object, it’s the action words: Eat me. Suck me.




There’s nothing clinical about those words at all.




And all of a sudden, consumption is back where it belongs—in the mouth, in the heart, in the cunt and the cock—living as need, experienced in physical desire as sharp as hunger or thirst. You wrap your mouth around something warm and salty and wet and suck on it like it’s the only thing that will keep you alive. You taste the most intimate part of your lover. You gobble him or her up. You are a pig for him or her—your lover’s juice runs down your chin and you want more. It’s both simple and joyous, a communion during which your lover’s body itself transubstantiates into your Bread of Life. Eat this and live forever.




When you eat someone—when you go down, suck dick, lick pussy—you consume them. You’re taking them into your body and allowing their proteins, fats, and fluids to nourish you in an act intimate enough to be holy.




It is an act of love, make no mistake.






















EARL GREY TEA
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I WAS LONELY. I HADN’T HAD SEX SINCE I’D LEFT NEW YORK, and that was six months earlier. Working as a stripper and a porn star while being celibate was like bartending without ever actually getting to sit down and enjoy a cocktail. I wrote a personal ad and sent it to The Stranger under Girls Seeking Girls.





Bad Girl Needs Spanking




My heart belongs to Daddy.





My ad had been out a week; I’d gotten a few calls. I was surprised and dismayed at how many women seemed to be deliberately ignoring what I thought was obvious: I wasn’t looking for a wife, I was looking for someone to smack me around and maybe fuck me. Also, I had used the term Daddy to indicate that I was looking for a butch, not someone androgynous or feminine. Perhaps I should have been clearer and written, My heart belongs to Daddy—not to an annoying middle-management lipstick lezzy who shops at the Pottery Barn and lives in a condo on the Eastside who wouldn’t know kinky sex if it shoved a strapped-on dick right up her flat, bony ass.




I couldn’t imagine being with a man after having worked as a lingerie model at Butterscotch’s Live Lingerie Adult Tanning, a sleazy adult tanning operation, for half a year. Frankly, I was sick of men’s shenanigans. No matter how attractive a man might look on the outside, it seemed like all you had to do was sit him down on a bath towel, walk into the room in your underwear, hand him some baby oil, and he’d turn into a greedy, leering pervert. Most of them just wanted to be watched while they shoved fingers or toys up their own butts, ate their own come, or tweaked their own nipples. It was as if they were trying to disgust us. The idea of dating one held no appeal.




And as much as I loved the way feminine girls looked, I didn’t want hours of kissing and all the soft-focus faux-“lesbian” tit-rubbing they showed on the Playboy Channel to excite straight men. I get off by being fucked, hard—not by being kissed and patted. Dating another femme just seemed like we’d spend all our time fighting each other for the bathroom mirror, eating salads, and brushing each other’s hair.




I wanted a butch. I wanted a strong, sexy, short-haired, cocksure butch lesbian who could lay me down on my back in the boudoir and make me feel like a woman. I wanted someone with a tool belt, a variety of toolish implements, and the know-how to get the job done right. I wanted someone who wanted to fuck me all nasty, the way I wanted to be fucked—who would know when to treat me like a slut and when to treat me like a little girl. I wanted Axl Rose crossed with Stanley Kowalski, with tits and a vagina. It was a tall order, but I had to trust that the clarity of my intention would generate the desired results. Also, what did I have to lose? It wasn’t as if I were in danger of becoming any less fucked than I already was.




I hadn’t bothered to call anyone back yet. Especially not the woman who specifically mentioned how much she loved the Pottery Barn in her voice mail message.




I HAD PRETTY much given up on my Stranger ad after two weeks. Every person who responded sounded wrong. They were either too feminine, or too dumb. One left me a joke and laughed—a haw, haw, haw that I cut off immediately by pressing DELETE. I couldn’t imagine getting spanked by a woman who sounded like an extra on Hee Haw.




It was almost enough to turn a bisexual girl completely straight. I’d had boyfriends before. I considered checking Boys Seeking Girls to see if anyone seemed like a viable prospect. The main thing that stopped me—besides the thought of men sitting on towels and jerking their meat like unmedicated psychotics—was that a boy seeking a girl was more likely to have seen my porn, and to relate to me as a porn star. I didn’t want to have sex with someone who just wanted to have sex with a girl they’d seen naked on the Internet. Besides, I read through all the Boys Seeking Girls ads and nobody sounded good. They all wanted relationships or no-strings-attached sex. I wanted something somewhere in bet-ween.




I also didn’t want anyone who wanted me to be the decision-maker in the bedroom. At Butterscotch’s, I worked as a dom! The last thing I wanted to do was work without pay for some cringing, demanding submissive. I thought it might be nice to get spanked for a change, instead of always being the one holding the paddle. Too many of the Boys Seeking Girls ads seemed like they could be written by customers.




I decided to check my Stranger voice mail one more time before deleting my account. It was just my luck: I could sell access to my vagina, but I couldn’t give it away for free.




I called the number and punched in my code. I didn’t go with 6969, though I’d been tempted to. I figured too many other ad-writing perverts would pick the same code. Instead I went with your classic 6666: the number of the Beast plus an extra six for Extra Satanic Evil.




I had one new call. A caller! A new one! Finally!
I pressed one for play menage.
I heard a low chuckle.




“Well,” the caller said. “Aren’t you precious? I think you may be what I’m looking for. I’m Mick. I wouldn’t mind spanking you, Princess. But you have to earn anything else.”




Another low laugh. It sounded so nasty. Then she hung up.




Press four to replay your message. I pressed four. When it was done replaying, I pressed four again. I kept thinking I’d misheard. Was she really talking to me like this? “Princess”? I was breathless.




Press eight to return this call. I pressed it.




At the beep I said, “Hello, Mick? This is Sarah? You—” I cleared my throat. I forced myself to breathe. “You called my ad. Would you like to meet me for, uh, tea? On Friday?” That was my next day off. I gave my phone number. My voice only shook a little.




Tea. I wondered if she liked tea. Her voice was so low and slow, it sounded like she drank a fifth of Scotch for breakfast, and chased the Scotch with a carton of unfiltered Marlboros.




I realized that I was wet between the legs.




Please call me back, Mick.




To distract myself I called the Stranger voice mail system again, punched in my code, and listened to her message five more times. Then I had to hurry up and bathe and shave to make it to my evening shift at work.




I felt wired, like I’d had too much coffee or cocaine.




I kept thinking of Mick’s voice, and her unbearably sexy laugh.




THE NEXT DAY I got a message from Mick. She told me to meet her at Café Septième, on Broadway for tea. At four. “Be prompt,” she said. She sounded bemused.






Who the fuck was this Mick? ““Be prompt”? I was beside myself. I didn’t know if I liked being talked to like that or not.




I was used to customers and their insincere sycophancy. They attempted to stroke my ego in order to manipulate me, saying You’re so beautiful but meaning Touch my cock. The dom clients pretended to respect me, but that was only because they fantasized about their own lack of power and subsumed will. Their wormy pseudo-deference was 100 percent about them—not about me at all. I could be a cardboard cutout in a corset propped up against the wall, and they’d abase themselves to the image of me just the same.




Mick didn’t seem to give a shit either way, like I could show up or not—and if I did, maybe she’d check me out, and if I didn’t, maybe she’d just drink Scotch and smoke a cigarette and stare off into the middle distance, while the ash on her cig got longer and longer and then finally dropped off.




It was maddening.





I BATHED, SHAVED, dressed, put on makeup. I was at Café Septième at 3:55 PM .




It was a chilly, white-skied afternoon. Gulls wheeled and shrieked, coming up to Capitol Hill from Elliott Bay, far from home. I wondered if they were looking for food or were just being adventurous. When they landed you could see the red spots on their beaks, the bull’s-eyes where the little gulls tapped to take food from the mommy gull’s mouth. The spots always looked like ketchup or blood to me.




I’d worn the wool coat I’d bought secondhand in New York. I hadn’t had a chance to buy a new one yet. The sleeves were too short and my wrists were cold. I kept pulling them down, but the second I moved my arms they’d shrink back, leaving my wrists naked and vulnerable. I probably looked like a hick, or some overgrown freak of nature. Was this bad karma for laughing at the Hee Haw woman? I wondered.




I sat at the bar. Ordered tea. It was warm enough in the restaurant that I could take my coat off. I put it on the floor beneath my feet. There were cigarette butts on the floor, and it was visibly dirty. Maybe they were too cool to mop here.




The service at Septième was legendarily terrible, but everyone who lived on Capitol Hill went there anyway. It was like you had to go because everyone else did. It was unavoidable. You could swear never to go there again, but eventually someone would say, “I’ll meet you at Septième!” and you’d agree, and then suddenly, helplessly, you’d realize you’d just made plans to go back, even though you’d said you never would. You’d tell yourself, Okay, but this is the last time I’m going there, but you knew you’d be back. It was like the Bermuda Triangle of restaurants: It pulled you in, again and again.




You could always tell the people who didn’t live on the Hill because they’d order the stale desserts that sat out on the table near the front door. Those desserts were always there—they never seemed to get wrapped up or put away. They were dry and sometimes moldy.




“Would you like a slice of cake to go with your tea?” asked my waiter. He was tiny, with one pierced ear.




“No thank you,” I said. I’m no tourist, jerk.




AT FOUR, EXACTLY, Mick arrived.




She took off a cracked leather coat and put it on the stool next to her. Underneath she wore a series of men’s shirts, layered one over the other. She smelled like cigarettes. I inhaled her scent like a child.




Mick was handsome, but mostly she was sexy, lit up from the inside. She glowed like a candle. It was like she made her own light. It moved with her. How could someone be as bright as that, throw off so much energy? It almost crackled around her, like an electric field.




She took off her battered hat and shook out her hair. It was bleached blond, sleek and soldierly, shaved on the sides and falling in lank chunks over her forehead. My own mane was long and had a horrible tendency to curl.




Her complexion was olive, and her cheekbones were high. All her bones were apparent. I’d never liked skinny girls before, but Mick made it seem right. Her pants hung off her hip bones, her shoulders were angular—it was like she didn’t need flesh to be sexy. Her bones were her frame, and everything else was flayed away as needless.




Compared to Mick I was too tall, too fat, too fleshy. She was stripped down like a muscle car, compact—nothing but movement and speed and elegant lines. Beside her I felt horribly plush and decadent—all tits and ass. All flesh. She seemed like she didn’t need anything in this world to survive, except for black coffee and maybe the occasional bump of crystal meth or cocaine. In contrast, I wanted. I ate, I shat, I craved. Her distance from the corporeal world was alien to me.




I was ashamed of myself. I felt giant and lumbering next to her.




There were deep blue circles under Mick’s eyes, but when she smiled at me, her eyes sparkled. She seemed so alive.




My face felt hot.




“Hi,” she said. “I’m Mick.”




Like honey over broken glass, I thought.




“Funny you don’t look Irish,” I said. I had to force myself not to say anything else, not to giggle.




Remember to keep your mouth shut. You can’t go wrong If you don’t say anything.




“Like Mick Jagger,” she said. She laughed.




“I know,” I said.




Mick ordered her own pot of tea from the tiny waiter. Earl Grey.




Her tea choice seemed sophisticated to me, like what you’d ask for if you were European and sitting in a sidewalk café somewhere in the Montmartre. I had tried to like Earl Grey in the past, but to me it always just tasted like hot perfume or like dry wine: tannic, with an herbal aftertaste. I liked to drink sweet things, not things that seemed like they sucked all the moisture out of my mouth while I drank them. Astringent wine and bitter tea just seemed like unnecessary punishment.




I preferred English breakfast with real cream and real sugar. I never drank to the bottom of my cup because I didn’t like the wet tea-leaf fragments in the last few sips. Supposedly some fortune tellers could read those tea leaves and predict what was going to happen to you. I wondered if the leaves actually spelled out -words, or if they formed pictures, or if the deal was more like how many leaves and where they stuck to the sides of the cup.




Mick drank her Earl Grey plain and hot. The scent of the lavender oil mixing with Mick’s smells made me feel drunk. I wanted to lean forward and press my face against her chest and just breathe in her scents forever.




I noticed our waiter hadn’t asked Mick if she wanted cake.




“So, Mick,” I said. “What do you do for a living? “ I hated asking that question. It made it sound like I was interviewing her for a job—though in a way I was. Honestly, I just wondered what a creature like herself could possibly do in the mundane world. I couldn’t see her in a cubicle. Her radiance would distract everyone, beaming up from behind the ‘walls of her partitioned space like a spotlight. Besides, what would she wear? A suit? A skirt? Some sort of Gertrude Stein—ish ensemble?




“I’m a rock star,” she said, slowly and sardonically. The way she drew the words out it was like rock star was in quotes—as if she were making fun of the whole rock star thing, or the whole fantasy of being a rock star, or of my question, or of me for asking something so standard and small.




Was she a rock star? Was she just teasing me? Was she waiting for me to go Wow! and start asking questions like Which band are you in? so she could laugh at my gullibility? I felt like a dumb kid asking for an autograph, unsure of how to interact with someone who so exceeded my own social ease.




“What’s your career trajectory, pretty girl?” The invisible quotation marks again.




“I’m a stripper. I also model,” I said. I didn’t feel like I needed to go into the fact that my modeling mostly consisted of plugging up my various orifices with plastic toys, and that my pictorials were mostly on the Internet instead of in glossy magazines.




“A stripper,” Mick said, contemplatively. “Well, that’s cool. You like it?”




“It’s fine,” I said. “The money’s decent.”




We drank our tea.




“You want to take a walk? “ said Mick.




We put on our coats. I felt ashamed of my wool coat with the too-short sleeves. Mick’s leather coat looked as if she’d been born in it, or born to wear it. It smelled like a million different last calls at a million different bars. It smelled like various interchangeable intrigues with scores of beautiful, tragic women, and Mick saying,“Baby I love you, but I got to go.” I knew that what I was picturing was corny and probably not even true, but it was still affecting.




It was the kind of affecting that made my panties wet. I had worn my black see-through boy-cut ones with lace, just in case.




I was taller than Mick. But then again, I was wearing big chunky-heeled platform shoes, so I was taller than everyone. My height didn’t mean anything—it was a cheat, like an underwire bra or the clear mascara I used to keep my eyebrows neatly groomed. I figured that flat-footed we’d probably be eye to eye. The thought of being that close to Mick thrilled me.




We walked down Broadway toward Seattle Central Community College, then we crossed the street and walked back. The air smelled so good—tidal, like salt water. I loved winter, and I was glad it was coming.




I took Mick’s arm. She moved my hand from the bend of her elbow and held it instead.




We were holding hands. Everyone could see that we were a couple. We weren’t a couple really, of course, but I felt like everyone who passed us was looking at us and smiling and going, Oh, how adorable: lesbians! Lesbians were way cuter than gay men. Two gay men holding hands just looked like some kind of political statement. Lesbian hand-holding was softer, and sweeter.




I had never understood the word ligbthearted before. I’d never thought of it as an actual, physical description, like a symptom you’d describe to a doctor. I’d thought ligbthearted was more metaphoric, something that had meaning only to poets or other insufferably sensitive individuals, like the kind of old ladies who gardened and said stuff like happy as a lark. But my heart really did feel light, like it was up near my throat and weightless. I felt like I’d taken a hit of acid—the lifting sensation I was experiencing, walking down the street with Mick, was weirdly similar to the first rush of a lush, sensual trip coming on. It was like free-fall, if falling didn’t scare you. Or like falling up into the silvery winter sky.




“I was just thinking,” she remarked, “about how much I love Seattle when it’s cold. I love the rain and the short days. Do you? ” There were no invisible quotation marks in her words. She sounded thoughtful, and a little sad.




“I feel the same way,” I said.




“Do you want to come home with me?” Again, her voice was grave.




“Yes,” I said. I did. I wanted to very badly. I wanted privacy with Mick, to see if she’d try to kiss me, if she even wanted to. But I was also deeply curious about where she lived. It was like I wanted to know everything I could about her all at once. I was gobbling up information. Again, it was that acidy feeling of suddenly having a dozen senses, instead of only five. I felt keenly open, and aware, and awake.




We walked up John Street, toward Fifteenth Avenue, to her apartment. Her building was a big white run-down house with a sagging porch facing a sad, muddy little front yard. There were a bunch of battered bikes chained with actual chains and padlocks to the porch and the front steps, the way the squatter kids on Broadway locked up their bikes. Some bikes were missing wheels.




The front door was unlocked, and Mick pushed it open. The hall inside was very dark and had that apartmenty smell of roach spray, gas ovens, old food, and ancient, ghostly cigarettes. There were posters thumbtacked to the walls alongside flyers for bands and lost pets. The walls had been spackled, but nobody had pained over the white spots, so the spackle stood out like scabs. There was a pile of Strangers, under the mailboxes. I wondered if that was where Mick got her copy of the issue that featured my ad.




I felt immediately comfortable. It was a dive, a punk rock hippie house. I bet the tenants stayed up late and played their stereos loud, and I bet nobody ever knocked on the walls or complained, because they were up late playing their music, too. In houses like this, roommate was a nebulous concept, made up of whoever was crashing with you for days or weeks and chipping in with rent money, drugs, or groceries. Sometimes you had roommates, and sometimes you didn’t. It depended on who was in town, who you were dating, and which of your friends had gotten kicked out, fired, or evicted.




The turned-up thump of someone’s bass from upstairs made me feel safe and at home. The bass line was jumpy and crazy. Was it Primus? I loved apartment buildings where in the middle of a working day people were home, smoking weed and cranking up their music.




I figured people probably ate a lot of Top Ramen here.




We walked down the hall. I smelled cat pee and, sure enough, the sweet, insidious odor of pot.




Mick reached her door. We paused while she pulled keys on a long chain out of her pants pocket. The top half of the door was mostly covered by a big poster for the band Hater. I made a mental note to check out Hater at the used CD store on lower Broadway Mick was the coolest person I’d ever met, and I figured Hater would probably be really good. Plus, if she said anything about them, I could sound knowledgeable. Maybe I could even bring them up casually sometime when we weren’t at the apartment, so it wouldn’t look like I was just bringing them up because of the poster.




Her apartment was one huge room, with a futon against one wall. There were clothes everywhere. Her scent pushed into my face as we entered. Concentrated eau de Mick. There were posters on every wall, so many that some of them were layered over each other. I noticed a big one of David Bowie—the red one with his face in black-and-white makeup from Diamond Dogs.




I was never a huge Bowie fan, frankly. But now I wanted to be. I wanted to like the same things Mick liked. Bowie was okay, it was just that so many of his songs seemed dreary and overly orchestrated.




I preferred faster, heavier music. I liked Alice in Chains a lot—the way Layne Staley’s voice soared over the slamming, sludgy bass, and the way Jerry Cantrell harmonized with him. Sometimes when I listened to Alice in Chains, I imagined that Layne Staley was in love with me and was writing songs about me. I also thought about him fucking me, spreading my legs and holding me down. I didn’t know if he was handsome, but I figured anyone who could sing the way he could was probably dirty and sexy enough to leave his boots and Levi’s on while he fucked me.




Sometimes, I imagined, he left his cowboy hat on, too.




There were dried flowers, furniture, books, and records everywhere. I couldn’t look around enough—there was so much to take in.




“Please, sit down,” Mick said. I sat on the bed. The futon mattress was bare. There were a few blankets crumpled down on one end plus bunches of clothes all matted and tangled around each other. It looked like a nest, not a bed.




From the way the blankets were kicked down to the foot of the mattress, I guessed Mick probably didn’t sleep much—or didn’t sleep well. That would explain the dark circles under her eyes. I wondered if she had insomnia, or nightmares, or if she was just too crackling with energy to actually lie down and sleep.




Though it was only late afternoon, the light was already fading. Mick fussed with the stereo and put on something I didn’t recognize. It was surprisingly pretty—I wouldn’t have guessed she’d have picked something so girlish. I didn’t mind that she hadn’t bothered to turn on the overhead light—the room was dim, but not dark. I thought, In half an hour the sun will be down and one of us will turn on the lights, and all of a sudden it will be bright and cozy inside and cold and dark outside, and maybe I’ll just stay.




Mick sat next to me. I put my head on her shoulder.




We sat, listening to the music.




After a little while Mick kissed me. Her lips were so soft. Her tongue tasted of lavender and felt as soft as old velvet.




As the light disappeared, we lay together on a bed of discarded clothes. Neither of us got up to turn on the lights.




The music ended, and for hours all I heard through the speakers was the record player’s needle, softly and endlessly bumping against the last groove of the last track.





THREE DAYS LATER, in a sweet haze, I left her apartment to buy food for us. In the tea and coffee aisle of the grocery store, I spied a tiny metal box of loose Karl Grey tea. Slipping off the lid of the box, I inhaled deeply.




And sure enough, under the bergamot and the dusty smell of the tea itself, twining around and through the smell of lavender like a long, sweet kiss, was the scent of Mick’s creaky leather jacket.






















SPLOSHING
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“SPLOSHING” IS A SPECIFIC FETISH INVOLVING NAKED GIRLS and messy food. I’ve seen pictures on the Internet of everything from a series of bare asses planted firmly in birthday cakes to a good-humored nude model languishing in a bathtub filled with baked beans. Even Annie Leibovitz wasn’t above photographing Whoopi Goldberg in a tub of milk. Whoopi’s skin glowed like chocolate and her broad smile was telling: She was having fun romping naked in milk.




I have to admit that sploshing isn’t a fetish I find personally compelling—generally I prefer food In me to food on me. And despite the undeniable down-home charm of using fruits and vegetables in lieu of manufactured sex toys, I’ve never met an ear of corn I’ve liked enough to take to bed. When it comes to produce, I just want to be friends.




An ex-girlfriend taught me to mix olive oil with hair conditioner, half and half. You apply the resulting masque to your hair, put a plastic grocery bag over your slimy locks to catch any drips, and—if you’re really on a mission—use a hairdryer over the bag to heat the conditioner mayonnaise inside, which allows the moisture to penetrate even more efficiently. After an hour or so, remove the bag and rinse. Your hair will be astoundingly soft. Your scalp may smell a tiny bit salady but if you keep the ratio one to one, the conditioner fragrance should cover up most of the olive oil smell. Because I regularly bleach my hair to powder, pan-frying my scalp in the process, I use this deep-conditioning treatment a few times a month. So far, my hair is still attached to my head and doesn’t entirely resemble fiberglass, so I count that as a success.




You can mash up avocados and apply them to your skin as a moisturizing masque, or so I’ve heard. If you want to be really fancy, you can add honey to the mashed-up avocados. Or you can make an exfoliating scrub of honey, oatmeal, and plain whole-milk yogurt.




But these are all things I’d rather eat, given the choice.




A FRIEND OF mine who grew up in Southern California told me a story about the dog her family had when she was a little girl. One summer, the dog inexplicably grew a long, lush coat of glossy hair—nobody knew why, but all of a sudden its fur was soft and thick and fragrant instead of coarse and doggy. My friend spent hours brushing the dog’s shiny coat, marveling at its shampoo commercial-caliber body and bounce. Everyone commented on the thickness and softness of the dog’s hair, from neighbors to strangers on the street. Everyone wanted to know what brand of kibble the dog was being fed.




One day my friend followed the family dog into the back yard, wanting to brush and pet it. All of a sudden the reason for the dog’s glossy mane became evident: It had been gorging on the avocados that had fallen into their yard from the neighbor’s tree. Once avocado season was over, the dog’s coat returned to normal. My friend still brushed the dog every now and again out of a sense of duty, but the sensual enjoyment she’d taken in the dog’s wonderfully conditioned fur was gone. The Breck dog was no more.
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