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It is the sweet nectar of the blossom we call the truth. Sadly, these days, it exists dimly in a haze of noisy distractions. However, its light still burns inside our hearts, longing for a commitment. It has always been our choice and our responsibility. We are neither gods nor beasts. Yet, we remain in a dualistic state, neither grasping nor understanding the full responsibility of our advanced level of thinking.

Finding the truth is the only way to heal our souls and take back what we have carelessly squandered. Truth alone is the kernel, but it must be combined with a commitment to pursue the tenets of an evolved society. If I have learned anything from my life, a person’s discipline and virtue will determine the quality of their life.

Of course, love, luck, and money never hurt.

I wish I could tell you the following is my eloquently penned inspirational journey to the truth. It is not. It is an absurd recounting of my nonsensical life presented with the intent of making you smile.

No artificial intelligence software was used during the writing or editing process of this book, and actual human intelligence was used sparingly. Also, please note that this book has content that could be unsuitable for some readers and may contain the following: gratuitous profanity, Canadians, lascivious charm, placebo addiction, alternative facts, virtueless signaling, anachronisms, misrepresented crustacean colonization, Buckminster Fuller, big bar hair, tube socks on centipedes, toxic masculinity, hungry babies at topless bars, brainless jellyfish, and mood-enhancing haberdashery.
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1.

Country Fried Gizzards
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Our waitress looked confused by my request.

“Can I try just one or two grits? I don’t know what they taste like, so I don’t know if I want a full order.”

She had teased hair, a kind, sweet smile, and had over-sprayed herself with a tad too much Obsession perfume. I was sure she was sick of rude city boys like me who think a large tip will excuse all crimes against those in the food service industry.

Her voice was gritty and coated in her southern twang. “You can’t have just one or two grits,” she replied, rolling her eyes upward, possibly reading the diner rules tattooed inside her eyelids.

I continued to be confused because the breakfast special had a choice of ham, bacon, sausage, or country-fried gizzards with grits and toast. For five dollars more, you could order a T-bone steak. There must be people who eat T-bone steaks for breakfast, but I don’t know any of them. Why not a nice red Bordeaux and a shrimp cocktail to start with?

I’m sorry. I know this is the type of attitude that gets me in trouble, but I am getting smarter about these things. In the good old days, I would just say, “Yeah, go ahead and load my plate up with those Rocky Mountain oysters.”

However, at some point, I’d be holding my throat, screaming at the waiter, “These are cow testicles! You let me eat cow testicles!” So, I now question everything and work hard to ensure no horrible things end up on my plate. This obsession with food origin is not new to me. As a child, I stopped eating eggs as I was convinced they came out the butthole of a chicken.

From a culinary standpoint, you must be careful in the South—for example, the beloved New York chili dog. When you order a chili dog in the South, the dog gets a scoop of chili, and then, SPLAT! They plop a big scoop of coleslaw dripping in creamy mayonnaise on top.

When you question the server about this undesirable topping on your chili dog, the stoic response is, “Yes, all chili dogs include slaw.” When you tell them you’re from New York and never had a hot dog served that way, you expect them to say, “Oh, I am so sorry. Let me go in the back and get some kosher Hebrew National hot dogs for you.”

Most service industry people will just give you their best “go back to New York and fuck your mother” look. It always creeps me out.

To me, it seems that people in the South don’t care about what they’re eating as long as they can fry it up. Plump backyard critters, be forewarned: brush up on your forest ninja skills, or end up being smothered in gravy. True Dixie folks consider butter a spice, chitlins a delicacy, and congealed salads an edible art form. Northerners should also be advised against baking sweet cornbread, for you will get an earful of: It’s cornbread, not corncake! Apparently, an angel dies whenever someone adds sugar to their cornbread recipe.

This brings us to Carolina barbecue, which is a matter of pride and obsession. Although Carolina barbecue may vary by region, it is never the usual barbecue fare of hot dogs, burgers, and ribs on a grill.

Instead, it’s as if they put the entire cow or pig into a gigantic blender and added some tangy sauce into the mix. It tastes okay as long as you don’t look directly at it. If you look at it, you may see these little trumpet-shaped things and other strange, unfamiliar, chewy items that have no business being part of your lunch.

The final straw for me was once finding a spongy, gummy Yoda-looking creature that died and fell into the blender along with the pig.

I tried to play it cool. However, the Bubba sitting adjacent to my table noticed I was wrestling with Yoda in my mouth.

He called out, “Hey, I got one of those! Just chew it up the best you can and swallow.”

Bubba must have eaten Yoda’s wife during his last visit.

Back at the table, everyone else finished placing their orders, and I decided against the grits. However, I still haven’t decided on my meat choice. The first three choices are all pork, which isn’t my favorite, so I asked the waitress about the fried gizzards.

“It’s from a chicken.” I could feel her getting annoyed with me, and the gum she was chewing was now getting quite the workout.

“Do y’all just want me to come back?”

“No, please don’t leave, Didi,” I responded as I noticed her name tag. I knew if she left, it would be the usual feeling of punishment because they never come back once they leave your table. We would fall into the abyss with all the other hungry New Yorkers traveling through the South, out of place, always asking stupid questions, and never making up our damn minds. We steal condiments, ask for everything on the side, complain about everything, spend the entire meal talking about our next meal, and then leave a big tip to atone for our sins.

It’s hard for them to scurry away if you make good eye contact, so I looked straight into Didi’s eyes and asked, “Can you tell me more about the fried gizzards? What part of the chicken is it?”

It seemed like a fair question because it was on the menu, and a chicken has only so many parts.

“It’s deep-fried,” Didi said, looking up into the air.

She appeared to be looking for a string to pull down a magical chart with detailed and exploded views of all the parts of a chicken. I was expecting her to use her pencil to point out each part of the chicken and show me the gizzards. I imagined that when she pointed it out to us, we would all be enlightened by her lesson on chicken anatomy with a unison of oooooooooh coming from our table of diners. Instead, Didi curtly walked away to another table.

Everyone at our table is pissed at me now.

“Just eat the damn fried gizzards! Why is everything such a big deal to you?” asked the drummer, Raymond Griffith.

Raymond was a robust Black man with a radiant smile and a short fuse. Unlike most musicians I knew, Raymond must have three meals per day. Playing with Raymond was a gift of pure pocket and groove.

Our keyboard player was a laid-back former reverend, Larry Clark, and our lead singer was Luther Collins.

Luther, a big-ass personality with soulful, chocolate-smooth, rich vocals, was totally out of control in his day-to-day life. Luther believed he was put on the planet to be the Lord's gift to women. A gift most women would prefer to return or exchange for something useful. Luther had a penchant for elderly women and was quick to tell you that although he never won a Grammy, he slept with many of them.

Luther was always on the hunt. He was always looking for the next conquest, and he spent all remaining hours sleeping, eating, and complaining incessantly about everything possible. He was a handful, consistently dominating the conversation.

After a week on the road with Luther, I understood why all the other musicians in the band wore Sony Walkman headphones all the time when in the van. It wasn’t the headphones that seemed strange. It was that they wore them even when music wasn’t playing. I didn’t have headphones, so I had to listen to Luther’s endless, garrulous ramblings.

It wasn’t long before I purchased my own Sony Walkman with headphones. Ear fucking was not in my contract!

Reverend Larry was very easygoing and got along to get along, and it was hard to get a word out of him. You could have pulled barbed wire out of the Reverend’s ass, and he would have responded in his typical fashion, “No problem with that; looks good. God bless.”

Raymond, Luther, Rev. Larry, and I were only a portion of the band, and the other band members were the original surviving members of the once-famous Soul Factor band. They had two hits in the 1970s, and we were the contracted players for gigs. The Soul Factor players had different hotels and overall arrangements. We were the hired guns, but the money was good. The gigs were super easy, and our per diem allowed each of us to have individual hotel rooms.

However, we were definitely in the South. Rev. Larry turned to a policeman sitting at the next table. 

“Hey, how many little towns like this one do we have before we get to the Georgia border?”

The policeman turned and was about to respond. However, it became apparent that Rev. Larry had just insulted his small town, and he resumed eating his breakfast without comment.

Didi returned unexpectedly.

“It’s like a chicken liver,” she smiled, and I thought she was interested in me. I wanted to bring Didi to meet my parents—someone to blow out the Hanukkah candles.

I drifted off and imagined Didi putting coleslaw on top of the pot roast, and that’s how we’d serve it—southern style. We’d fill the bathtub with grits and make love. She’d put pork rinds between her toes, and I’d nibble away at them. I visualized myself balancing matzo balls on her nipples, and yes, I was starting to get hot for our waitress, Didi. Men, in the general sense, are stupid.

Everything looks good to us: young, old, on life support. We don’t care as long as there is a trace of a heartbeat. For some, even a heartbeat is a bonus. I read about a necrophilia club in New York City where people soak in ice water, dry off, and pretend to have post-mortem sex. It stressed me out just thinking about what you wear to that type of club. Is black still appropriate?

I know little of women. Growing up, I thought the menstrual cycle was a bicycle used for circus parades.

“Didi, I’m ready now. I’ll have two eggs scrambled, no grits, and I’ll try the country-fried gizzards.”

“You want gravy on the gizzards?” Didi asked.

“Can you put it on the side?” I couldn’t help myself. I like things on the side and can’t be shy about asking for special things.

To me, most of it is easy, but you would think I was asking them to stick a cactus up their ass and put on a Yoko Ono recording.

Just last week, we were playing a gig in Baltimore and went to a nice restaurant near the venue. Our waiter introduced himself as Devon. He was a tall, dark, gangly gentleman. At the end of the meal, he asked if we would like some coffee or cappuccino.

“Is it possible to make my cappuccino decaf?” I asked since it was late.

“SO YOU WANT A DECAFUCCINO?” Devon squealed it out so loudly the whole restaurant could hear, and I was getting embarrassed. Unfortunately, Devon was not finished mocking me. He glared at me, his hands on his hips, his head going from side to side, then loudly announcing, “OH, I’M SORRY, SIR, I THINK THE DECAFUCCINO MACHINE IS BROKEN!”

Laughter erupted from the back service area. I reluctantly ordered a regular cappuccino and spent most of the night awake, staring at the hotel ceiling while my brain considered every unresolved issue in my life, along with compiling a “to-do” list for the next ten years.

Didi brought my order, and it was perfect. I liked the country-fried chicken gizzards but decided not to marry Didi. Reverend Larry and Raymond gave it a thumbs up because they knew what good country-fried gizzards should taste like.

Luther was by the cash register trying to get the poor woman’s phone number. We left Didi a big tip, discussed finding a Popeye’s Chicken at the next stop, and pointed the van southbound.

“I love you, Didi,” I called out from the van, but the brothers didn’t hear me.

Luther was talking, and the guys were wearing their headphones.
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2.

The Year of the Goat
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In my single days, I spent a great deal of time thinking about my testicles. My condition was called a hydrocele, which meant my testicles were filled with a spongy fluid. I’m not sure what type of fluid, so let’s just call it testicle fluid. Somewhere in New York City, there’s probably a bar where you can order this type of fluid.

At the age of eighteen, my testicles were the size of chestnuts. At twenty-four, one testicle grew to the size of a key lime and continued to grow while the other remained the same size. Unfortunately, as time progressed, one testicle stayed the same size while the other continued to ripen, and by my late twenties, the larger of the two had grown to the size of a grapefruit.

Eventually, the smaller testicle began to rotate around the larger testicle like a small moon around Jupiter. At the proper water temperature, the larger testicle would bob up to the surface like a buoyant pool toy, which has caused me to avoid naked hot tub situations. At least I know I will never drown.

On the plus side, my pants did bulge to the sheer delight of the women I dated. However, delight soon turned to disappointment when they discovered it was primarily testicles.

I was always worried my larger testicle would hog all the blood and yummy nutrients away from my penis, causing it to slowly wither away. I was sure that if this happened, my penis would get tired of living in the shadows of its looming and obtrusive neighbor and move to the wide-open spaces of Arizona.

The larger testicle soon became like my awkward sidekick, and I was constantly explaining the hydrocele to my sexual partners. Many partners were kind and understanding. Many would interrupt sex, asking if they were hurting the massive testicle, but many times, girls would just stare at it in a state of horror. “Oh my God, what is that?” Some would bring me ice to ease the swelling, but many just could not comprehend what the hell they were looking at.

One girl I met at a sorority party in college attempted to be nonchalant about it, saying, “Oh, I’ve seen goats on my grandpa’s farm with big balls like that.”

Is there anything sexier than having big goat testicles? I wondered. Somewhere in New York City, I’m sure there’s a club for men with big goat testicles.

In my early years living in Daytona, I was working with the Crystal Groove Band. They were a great band, and it was a permanent paycheck gig as we had an exclusive contract with one of the theme parks in Orlando. We mainly played Motown and soul, and I was the only white guy in the band. We were scheduled to play at the park for several weeks during the year, and we stayed busy with conventions, private parties, and weddings booked by the theme park. At some point, we were the number-one band on their wedding referral list.

For almost the entire time, I was going out with a strikingly beautiful dancer at the theme park named Chloé.

Chloé admitted early on that she had plans for the giant testicle. Chloé was a wonderful, energetic, and vivacious lover. She taught me that sex should always be celebrated and enjoyed.

Chloé and the giant testicle coexisted to the extent that the sex became a threesome. Like a tetherball, my giant testicle would swing around the room as Chloé had her way with me. One day, the large testicle swung up behind me during sex and smacked Chloé on the top of her head, leaving Chloé to believe she had experienced her first non-vaginal orgasm. That’s not a true story, but it makes me chuckle when I visualize the image.

Chloé taught me several things about myself sexually.

The first thing was never to put a mirror over your bed to watch yourself during sex. If you do put up a mirror, it is only a matter of time before you see what you look like during sex. For me, it was seeing my own “iguana in heat” face that made me immediately take the mirror down the next day. For the first time in my life, I realized I could never star in porno films.

Chloé had an athletic, tight figure, and her breasts were small, perky little cupcakes. Her eyes were intense green, and her short black bob seemed to be used for dramatic effect. When she talked, her bob flipped from side to side. At first glance, one would think the hair flip was to keep her impassioned almond eyes free of obstruction, but after studying her actions throughout our relationship, I learned that it was a cue for the listener to pay better attention.

No movement, motion, choice of clothing, or conversation was left to chance by Chloé. Everything was intentional and purposeful. Chloé was always in control, and I admired her complete domination over everything and everybody she allowed into her life.

Chloé was warm and loving to those who obeyed her rules, and those who crossed her could expect pain and swift retribution. After going out several times, she told me she loved me, and I opened my heart to her.

Honestly, I felt like I was dating a movie star. Men stared at restaurants, my guy friends envied me, and girls who ignored my advances in the past were magically interested in me. It didn’t matter. They no longer had a shot with me because Chloé had ingratiated herself into every aspect of my world.

The second thing I learned from Chloé was how truly weak the male animal is.

This was my first long-term relationship based mostly on sexual attraction, and I was essentially ruled by my unscrupulous male libido. For example, there were days when I found her personality cruel and petty, and I thought about severing my relationship with Chloé. However, I could not.

She was so mesmerizing that when she presented herself at the beginning of each date, the negative aspects of her personality took a back seat to the unbridled sexual attraction that kept me in an endless loop of desire.

After a year of seeing Chloé, I realized our relationship was always just one stop away from Crazyville. I didn’t mind a touch of high maintenance, but the drama, well, that was something that got old quickly and chipped away at my feelings for her as a girlfriend. Her mixture of creating scenes when we were out, her drive to be the center of attention, her hatred of other pretty women, her rudeness to waiters and waitresses, the way she cut down my musician friends, and just her overall pettiness had worn me thin.

It was not a subtle decision on my part to end this relationship; it was a building process. Chloé was a chameleon, and I never knew which Chloé would show up. To make matters worse, I am and have always been terrible at breaking up. I’m an easygoing and forgiving person, so you can imagine how long I remained in Crazyville with Chloé. I was now looking at Chloé with different eyes. My lustful yearning and love had descended into fear and distaste.

It was my birthday, and Chloé said she wanted to take me out for my birthday. “Just us,” she informed me, “not the mooch crew, just you and me. Could you wear dress pants instead of jeans and the new shirt I got you?”

Her droning went on and on, but it was my birthday. I was determined to have a great night.

That night at dinner, she reached over and took my hand, and I do have to say, the girl was just plain captivating. Unfortunately, the night didn’t take long to slip into a downward spiral. Apparently, the guy at the next table got caught staring at Chloé by his date.

Chloé was going on and on about wanting to change hair colorists, but I was listening to the whispers at the next table as the guy was getting reprimanded for gawking. It was amazing to me that Chloé could create chaos at a distant table with two people she had never met. The guy motioned for the check, and they scurried outside to probably continue the argument in the car.

Dr. Lehey, my professor at Stetson, taught us that it would be the unexpected thing that slams your life out of orbit. We plan and protect ourselves from the common, expected, and apparent maladies in life, but it is always something out of the blue, something out of left field that you didn’t see coming, that fucks up your life.

I ordered a White Russian, but Chloé felt compelled to interrupt my order as she needed to insert a caveat to the mixology of my cocktail, instructing the smiling waitress, “And Sweetie, don’t use that cheap fake Kahlua crap. Use the real stuff, okay?”

She turned to me with a smile and asked, “What would you do without me?”

I thought, Hmmm, I would jerk off for a while and find someone else to date.

I finished my drink while she poked away at my chocolate layer cake. She put her finger in the chocolate cream and dabbed some on my nose. She sensed I didn’t particularly appreciate how she was treating the waitress. I’ve asked her not to make the Kahlua comment to waitpersons. She could read me and felt me pulling back.

“My Zeebo, I love you, and you love me. It’s time for us to talk about getting married and making a life together.” She waited a second for a response. I was eating my cake, so I responded with a smile. I could sense Dr. Lehey's presence behind me, reminding me of his earlier warning. He was correct; I never saw it coming.

Since it was my birthday, Chloé insisted on paying the tab. Chloé was already unkind to the waitress, and the ten percent tip she left was unacceptable. She went to the restroom before we left, and I snuck an extra ten-dollar bill on the table and waited by the door for Chloé.

Something else I didn’t see coming was the awful fight ahead of us. She noticed the extra money I put on the table, and her beautiful face, the face I fell in love with, turned into a swirl of hate and vengeance.

She maintained her cool without saying a word as we exited the restaurant. As soon as we were both in the car, she started her attack.

I can’t tell you everything she said because my ears shut down after enduring her venom for a few blocks. She was yelling and going on a tirade, listing my multiple offenses, but I couldn’t understand her complete sentences. The phrase I caught was, “I hate you, why are you so mean to me?”

My blood pressure was pounding in my head, my hands were shaking, and I was trying to keep the car between the lines on the road.

Happy fucking birthday, Zeebo!

In the middle of her rant, she realized I was taking her back to her apartment and not to my place. She slumped down in her seat, crossed her arms in front of her body, and said, “Oomph, fine!”

We arrived at her place.

I didn’t lean in to kiss her good night, and she took the hint. She slammed the door of my Jaguar XKE so hard that it rejected her action by not closing all the way. This removed her satisfaction from slamming the door and forced her to try again. I knew early on that Chloé hated my XKE and referred to it as Bug Eyes, but I never understood the reason why.

The next morning, I awoke feeling free and elated that maybe this was the end. I felt more relieved than lonely. This was for the best.

I was craving waffles, coffee, and hash browns, so I decided to go to Waffle House. I intentionally didn’t park the Jaguar in the garage the previous night. Instead, I left it in the driveway with the windows cracked to air out Chloé’s lingering perfume.

When I approached the XKE, I noticed a large rip on the convertible vinyl top. I had no idea how it happened. I had just purchased this new top.

I replayed the previous night and wondered if, in the drama, I missed this large rip. It seemed too big to miss, but I will spend the money necessary to replace it. I slipped into the driver’s seat and felt broken glass on the seat. There was glass everywhere! I took a moment to assess the situation.

It appeared that someone had used a hammer or sharp object to break every round gauge in the dashboard. The interior of my beautiful, pristine 1974 Jaguar had been vandalized to the point of making it inoperative. I was equally overwhelmed by anger and sadness. I knew it was just plastic, metal, glass, and leather, but this was my pride and joy! It had been my dream car ever since I was a kid.

Chloé would likely deny it, but I didn’t have any other suspects. My XKE was towed to a Mercedes dealer that worked on out-of-warranty Jaguars. I avoided Chloé’s phone calls, but she caught up with me several weeks later while I was performing with the band at an outdoor pool bar on Altamonte Drive in Orlando.

Her speech sounded rehearsed.

“My sweet, sweet Zeebo, I would never do something like that, EVER. I’m so sorry about the tip thing. You are always so generous, and I continue to learn from you. I know I need to change. I don’t know where my anger comes from, but I am seeing a therapist. My insurance covers it, and I’m now learning so much about myself.”

I looked Chloé over. Something was indeed different about her. I sensed calmness and sincere kindness. Her hair was longer, and her makeup changed from dramatic to a softer and kinder look. Her clothing was even more casual.

I folded, and for the next several months, we were incredibly loving and lusty sans the drama. It would appear that Chloé somehow morphed into an incredible girlfriend.

Well done counseling. It’s game on.

I soon journeyed over to the Sanford Mall and picked out a one-carat diamond engagement ring. During her weekend off, we decided to get a hotel room at the beach. My plan was to propose to her under the moonlight on the beach, but for some reason, I could not wait. I proposed to her in the car.

Chloé cried and agreed to marry me.

The following week, we took care of the state-required blood work. Our names were published in the Orlando Sentinel’s wedding engagement announcements section. Chloé continued to rent a condo in Orlando but spent most of her time at my house.

They say a leopard never changes their spots, and after the engagement, the former Chloé returned with a hateful vengeance. Chloé had indeed changed; she was worse! We quickly slid back into the dismal chasm of previously unresolved disagreements, fits of jealousy, and endless arguments over petty issues that most couples could easily work out and move beyond.

The blowout argument that eventually made Chloé storm out of my house was very insignificant. We had agreed that she would give up her apartment and live with me after we got married.

She also informed me that once she moved in, she didn’t want me to leave the toaster or coffee maker out on the kitchen counter after we were finished using them. It was a compromise, but I agreed to make an effort to put them back inside the kitchen cabinet after breakfast. Unfortunately, after a few slip-ups on my part, I soon began to experience Chloé's assertive weekly “Everything in Its Place Lecture.”

You can’t make this shit up!

For many years before Chloé, I left my coffee maker and toaster on the counter. Every morning, I made coffee and a tasty mixture of toasted delights. Waffles, toast, bagels, English muffins, and Pop-Tarts had become staples of my standard morning breakfast routine.

It was my understanding that this change would happen when she moved in, but I didn’t give it much thought. Unfortunately, that was not the case, and I awoke one morning to find the coffee maker and toaster nowhere to be found.

“Chloé, where’s the coffee maker?”

“I don’t want them on the counter. I prefer the counters clean, clear, and open. It’s about always having ample counter space.”

She explained it all as a matter of fact.

I was out of joint. It was my place, but since we were planning a life together, I decided to put them away after using them. It seemed like a small compromise on my part to keep my fiancé happy and avoid the confrontation.

A week later, I once again forgot to put the small appliances back in their assigned cabinet location. I do, however, remember how the minor transgression snowballed into a major argument. Things eventually simmered down, and I promised to do better. I would try harder to keep things off the counter.

I considered drawing a line in the sand. I wanted to tell Chloé to ease up on some of her uncompromising demands. However, I knew if I drew a line in the sand with Chloé, she would promptly urinate on it.

The following Friday, we had all made plans to meet at one of our usual hangouts in Orlando: a Mexican cantina. I forgot the name—maybe Rio Bravo, Chi-Chi's, or Casa Gallardo. Take your pick. It had a fairly large and busy bar area with lots of tables. When the evening started, it was all great fun.

Raymond and his new wife, my best friend Shawn Walters, and Mike and his girlfriend all showed up with some other park musicians and dancers. It felt like the perfect night with friends at a festive cantina. Chloé was in shining form and told us a joke while we were all enjoying chips and salsa, cocktails, and beers.

“What does a middle school girl say after sex?” She paused for a response, and of course, we were all waiting for her answer. Chloé took a sip of my White Russian and mumbled, “I love you,” as the milky White Russian liquid dribbled from her mouth, running down her chin.

She was a masterful joke-teller. Her timing was perfect, and our table was howling. It was turning out to be a great evening.

A random dude approached our table and saw me with my arm around Chloé. “Is this your woman?” he asked.

“Yes.” I smiled back hoping he would go away, but he continued.

“You’re a very lucky man. She is beautiful!”

This slick-looking guy was giving me the creeps. I thanked him, but he kept standing there uninvited. I wasn’t digging him or his vibe at all.

I finally said, “Hey, listen, Amigo. I’m catching up with some old friends. Is that cool?” 

He was harshing my buzz, big time, at this point.

Instead of walking away, he pulled out a flyer and handed it to Chloé, and she handed it to me. The guy continued to say he was with Bali Breeze Tropical Tan, and they were about to set up a Bali Breeze local talent discovery event with a thousand-dollar prize. Then, he finally got to his point with Chloé.

“You should sign up and join the other girls. You could win a thousand-dollar prize. I’ll even waive the entry fee! Think about it,” he concluded and walked away as his crew began setting up the lighting, sound system, and platform stage.

What pissed me off about this was the fact that there were other girls at our table, yet he only talked to Chloé about the contest.

Thirty minutes later, the DJ was spinning tunes, and girls in skimpy bikinis started filling the bar area along with their associated entourage. There was a noisy flurry of girls standing by the newly set-up contestant registration table. It was evident that the contest was highly promoted.

I could see Chloé sizing up the other girls. She took the flyer out of my hand and said she was going to the restroom, but I saw her walk outside to her Chevy Malibu and put something in her bag. When she returned, she went directly to the restroom. Ten minutes later, she returned to our table in full stage makeup, wearing nothing but a red bikini and black pumps.

I was beaming with pride. I get to go home with her, and she loves me, I thought to myself.

I sent my thanks up to dear God. I felt like the luckiest guy on the planet.

As Aristotle put it, luck is when the arrow hits the guy next to you.

The contest was based on the audience's reaction to the girls. After the girls did their first solo walk around the stage, it was evident to everyone that one of the two blondes with enormous breasts wearing thong swimsuits revealing their tanned asses would be going home with a thousand dollars.

With every rotation, Chloé walked the stage like a pro. Although her swimsuit was a bikini, it was not a thong. Chloé danced, spun, and smiled. Her green eyes sparkled initially, but soon dimmed when either of the two blondes took the stage.

The first blonde had long, straw-colored hair, a thong bikini, and high-platform shoes. She yelled out and lifted her bikini top to reveal her large and hopefully paid-for breasts. The crowd went wild. 

Around fifteen other girls took the stage, and I thought Chloé would at least place third. However, several of the girls had multiple tables packed with their friends who screamed much louder than we could, so I wasn’t sure.

The blonde winner of the contest had the entire bar cheering. Someone from the table said they knew her from a bar off International Drive. I’m guessing that was true, and she did bring her “A” game! She worked the crowd like a pro, dancing, smiling, and interacting with each table.

I was so proud that Chloé made it into the final round. Chloé placed third and received a JC Penney $200 gift card.

I welcomed Chloé back to the table with love and admiration. “You were awesome, I thought—”

Chloé interrupted me and was visibly upset. “You didn’t help me!” Her face was flushed with anger, and her lips were trembling.

“You guys didn’t yell at all. Zeebo, you’re the worst! You must hate me, so why don’t you go get Blondie’s phone number?” She continued with her rant.

This prompted the restaurant manager to come over and ask us to calm down. When things escalated even more, we were all asked to leave the bar. Yes, it was that bad.

The final straw arrived in the form of Chloé slapping my face in front of everyone in the parking lot. I gave up trying to reason with her. I told her she should go to her apartment, and I didn’t want her to come to my house for a while. Thank goodness she still had her own place. I wish I could tell you it was a rare incident that Chloé just lost her shit this one time, but this was just one of many incidents that chiseled away at my feelings for Chloé.

The following day, a locksmith came by and changed the locks. I decided to call Chloé.

“Chloé, it's Zeebo. I just don’t know what to say. I’m sorry I let you down. I’m sorry, but this relationship is not working out for me. I don’t want to fight anymore, and I’ve had the locks changed. I packed up your stuff, and it’s in the outside laundry room.”

Through experience, I finally learned that breaking up was just a minor annoyance to Chloé. It was a slight disturbance in the force, and she knew she could easily get me back with little effort.

Some days, it was what she wore. Some days, it was what she said, and some days, it was just the way she looked at me. She knew me very well, and I guess it was the crazy passion in her eyes. It was her wild, cunning, and pure animal instincts that awoke a part of me that was best left unstirred.

Chloé was my initiation into the uncharted territory of Psycho Babes. If you learn anything from my experiences, please be cautious of Psycho Babes.

I once knew a girl who was afraid to date me because I was a Pisces. Now, here was an intelligent girl. It wasn’t because I was a shallow, obstinate, horny, obnoxious dimwit with goat testicles. She was completely unfazed by all of my faults. No, she couldn’t date me because thirty years ago, my dad got a stiffy watching a young Suzanne Pleshette play a sexy madam on Gunsmoke. He put on a Buddy Greco album and slipped the weasel to my mom, who gave birth to me nine months later, making me a Pisces.

This breakup with Chloé landed somewhere between God-awful, heartbreaking, and gut-wrenching. She called, came by my place, knocked on my door nonstop, and made a scene when she would eventually catch me out somewhere shopping or hanging out.

Yes, she always seemed to know where I was. I’ll admit to my weakness: she showed up at the liquor store one night, and I immediately felt the carnal attraction.

I was headed to grab some takeout, and she said she was going to meet some friends. She told me she was thinking of blowing it off and going home instead. She then asked me to walk her to the shopping plaza next door.

We walked around the plaza and talked about work. She took my arm as we walked. Her touch felt comfortable and familiar. We got a table at the pizza place in the plaza, and she started flirting with me. Things went exactly where you think they might: the laughter, the night sky, the stars, and OH MY GOD, SHE’S IN MY BED AGAIN!

I am a weak-assed motherfucker! Bad Zeebo! I did it to myself. Again, fuck me! Do I have a brain-sucking amoeba, or did I hit my head on a low-hanging beam? No, I simply wanted her, desired her, and yes, I missed her company. The brain, or at least my brain, has got to be the weakest organ.

After our fourth breakup, things went sideways. This particular evening started well enough until the phone rang. Thankfully, I wasn’t in the mood to talk to anyone, so I let the answering machine pick up for me.

“Hi, Zeebo. It’s Chloé,” she started, sounding upbeat and cheerful. “I’m just calling to say I’m okay now. Don’t worry about me. I’m okay. I hope you’re happy with the life you chose. The life that doesn’t include me. DO YOU REMEMBER ME, ZEEBO? I love you, Zeebo, but you’re too fucking selfish to let yourself love me. You don’t include me in your stupid little plans, but fucking me was perfectly okay! I hope you’re happy now because you devastated me with all your little stupid games. I know you’re there. ZEEBO, PICK UP THE PHONE!”

I remained vigilant, frozen, and resisted her commands, but she continued, “My Zeebo, please pick up the phone. Pick up the phone, Zeebo. Is someone there with you? Oh, I see, really, she’s there! That’s it. I know she’s there with you, and you’re both listening to me and probably laughing.”

Another one of Chloé’s classic rants.

She was far from finished, but the answering machine cut her off. This was not a deterrent for her. She called again. This time, she offered suggestions for my new non-existent girlfriend. I, naturally, let the answering machine take the call.

“Listen up, girlfriend! I’m sure you’re a fine thang, but he’s not a real man,” the anger in her voice sounded increasingly intense. “A real man would pick up the phone and tell you things to your face. I hope you and your new bitch have a good laugh. I hate you, Zeebo.”

She was sobbing, and her emotions got the best of her. “Fuck you, Zeebo!” She then hung up the phone.

I stood and stared at the answering machine. I wanted to pick up the phone to tell her I wasn't seeing anyone and no one was with me. I wanted to tell her how sorry I was, and I would have kept seeing her had she not been a total nutcase screw job.

However, I knew that Chloé was now in full-throttle psycho mode, and her cheese had slid way off her cracker. I knew I couldn’t touch the phone, for it contained a toxic virus for which I had no antidote.

Once again, the phone rang.

“Hi, Zeebo. It’s me, and I’m okay now, and I’m sorry; I just love you. Pick up the phone, I know you’re there, just pick up the phone; I just want to talk, pick it up, pick it up, pick it up.”

She continued saying “Pick it up” 29 times. I know because I counted, and the hairs on the back of my neck stood at full attention.

“If I ever meant anything at all to you, Zeebo, just pick up the damn phone,” she begged without hanging up the phone. Instead, she stayed on the phone crying for several minutes, and then a miracle happened.

The answering machine cut her off again.

Ten minutes later, her car pulled into my driveway, and I managed to turn off all the lights and hide on the living room floor. She started mercilessly ringing the doorbell. My neighbor, Frank, heard the evening commotion, and he walked over toward my house.

“Maybe he’s not home, or maybe he’s sleeping,” Frank yelled to her on the porch, but Chloé was beyond that logic.

“This is how I always wake him up,” she yelled back.

At that point, I imagined she had fire beams shooting out of her eye sockets at Frank. Frank was a cool guy and had been around long enough to spot a Psycho Babe, and he quickly retreated to the safety of his home. I imagined Frank turning out all his lights in the house and then crawling around his kitchen floor just to be safe.

Psycho Babes have been known to travel in packs.

I now find myself also lying down on the kitchen floor with all the lights out, slithering from room to room on my belly, simply because my ex-girlfriend was desperately trying to find me so we could talk. Her car was in the driveway, but my car, intentionally, was hidden in a nearby restaurant parking lot.

I was hoping Chloé would think I was gone. However, Chloé kept shining her flashlight in each window of my house looking for me. 

“Zeebo, I know you’re in there. Please open the door. I just want to talk,” she persisted.

Chloé was now sitting in my driveway, which gave me time to reflect on each breakup and every time we got back together.

Chloé was crafty. Like a good salesman, Chloé matched each of my relationship breakup points with a disarming and creative response, rendering all my logic useless. In the mid-to-early breakups, she could easily get me back by sending me photos of herself in Victoria’s Secret “fuck me outfits” to show me what I was missing. She was right; I continually missed her. I was sexually addicted to Chloé, and I could not resist her. The make-up break-up cycle continued, and the wheels on the bus went round and round.

The first breakup ended with Chloé rubbing crushed-up hot red pepper in my underwear and me running cold water over my burning testicles. I should have taken it as a sign, but the little guy was of a dissenting opinion.
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