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BB Easton lives in the suburbs of Atlanta, Georgia, with her long-suffering husband, Ken, and two adorable children. She recently quit her job as a school psychologist to write books about her punk rock past and deviant sexual history full-time. Ken is suuuper excited about that.


The Rain Trilogy is her first work of fiction. The idea, fittingly, came to her in a dream. 


If that sounds like the kind of person you want to go around being friends with, then by all means, feel free to drop her a line. You can find her procrastinating at all of the following places: 


Email: authorbbeaston@gmail.com


Website: www.authorbbeaston.com


Facebook: www.facebook.com/bbeaston


Instagram: www.instagram.com/author.bb.easton


Twitter: www.twitter.com/bb_easton


Pinterest: www.pinterest.com/artbyeaston


Amazon: author.to/bbeaston


Goodreads: https://goo.gl/4hiwiR


BookBub: https://www.bookbub.com/authors/bb-easton


Spotify: https://open.spotify.com/user/bbeaston


Selling signed books and original art on Etsy: www.etsy.com/shop/artbyeaston


Giving stuff away in her #TeamBB Facebook group: www.facebook.com/groups/BBEaston


And giving away a free e-book from one of her author friends each month in her newsletter: www.artbyeaston.com/subscribe
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I was going to dedicate this book to my husband, but seeing as how he doesn’t know and must never, ever find out that it exists, I decided to dedicate it to you, my dear sweet reader, instead.
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44 Chapters About 4 Men is based on true events that have been embellished, approximated, and exaggerated for the sake of humor and/or due to the author’s tendency to write while drunk and deprived of sleep. All names, places, and identifying characteristics have been altered to protect the identities of everyone involved. Should you decipher the true identity of Ms. Easton or any other character in this book, the author asks that you kindly allow her to fulfill a short list of demands in exchange for your silence.


 


Due to excessive profanity, vulgarity, and graphic sexual content, this book is not intended for—and should probably be completely hidden from—anyone under the age of eighteen.
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That’s right, folks. If you get nothing else out of this experience at least you can tell all your friends that somebody dedicated a book to you. 


And a whole novel, at that. Not just some bullshit novella. No, sir. 


It’s the least I could do. After all, you are the only reason I decided to publish this embarrassingly personal pile of journal entries, emails, and smut in the first place. It’s a terrible decision (in a long line of terrible decisions that you will soon read all about), but I’m doing it for you. 


You see, I’m a school psychologist, so behavior modification is kind of my thing. Want to get your kid to stop acting like an asshole? I’m your girl. Want to figure out if little Johnny has an autism spectrum disorder or is just really, really into Minecraft? Let me at him. But want to know how to get your cold, distant, communication-averse partner to show you more affection? Um…


Fuck if I knew. In 2013 my marriage felt more like ottoman and owner than man and wife, and it was only getting worse. Until the day that changed everything—the day Kenneth Easton started reading my journal. 


From there I stumbled upon a breakthrough psychological technique so simple, so stupid, so perfect, that it transformed my introverted, number-crunching husband into a smoldering sex-panther over the course of a few months. I was so excited that I gathered up all my notes and lashed them together under the cover of night. I wanted to rain copies of this Frankenbook down, from sea to shining sea, on every poor sap slogging it out in a monotonous, long-term relationship. “There is hope!” I would cackle into the darkness as I flung copies from my stolen crop duster. “You don’t have to settle for boring bullshit!”


But, rather than learn to pilot a single engine aircraft to share my little discovery, I’m going to do the next best thing. I’m going to PUBLISH IT. 


Sure, I could get fired, served with divorce papers, and/or assigned to mandatory parenting classes by the Department of Family and Child Services (which will be pretty hard to attend once my car gets repossessed) if anyone I know reads this thing, but my motto has always been, “Consequences shmonsequences.” (Which explains most of the events in this book.) 


Hopefully something you read here will help you breathe a little life into your own comatose partner. Hopefully you’ll get a much needed break from your own life to laugh at mine for a while. But all that failing, at least you can tell your friends that BB Easton dedicated her memoir to you…which will be cool for approximately one-point-five seconds until your friends ask, “BB who?”
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(Webster’s, give me a call if you see anything you like.)


 


Abraised (adjective)—a word that should exist but doesn’t; the raw, painful quality of skin after an abrasion. 


Badassery (noun)—the behavior of one who is a badass—intimidating, rebellious, defiant. 


Bonerversary (noun)—the yearly recurrence of the date that one’s male partner, who usually lies motionless for the duration of all sexual activities like a disinterested invertebrate, made love to him or her. Commemoration might or might not involve a moment of silence. 


Cush (adj.)—abbreviated form of cushy; easy and profitable.


Deceaston (adj.)—combination of the words deceased and in. Example: “BB Easton is gonna make you deceaston about thirty seconds if you don’t get the fuck up off her boyfriend.”


Dungeony (adj.)—being, resembling, or suggestive of a dungeon but not in a sexy BDSM way. 


Emorection (noun)—a penis that has become erect due to an emotional rather than a physical or visual stimulus. 


Fanfuckingtastic (adj.)—the way the words fucking fantastic sound when uttered by someone who’s had an over-poured glass of pinot grigio. 


Favoritest (adj.)—a dumb way to say most favorite.


Floaty (adj.)—1. buoyant, elevated, airy. 2. carefree, content, relaxed.


Frankenbook (noun)—a random pile of journal entries, emails, photos, dirty poems, and pornographic short stories that some asshole threw together and tried to pass off as a book. 


Frenemies (noun)—Friends? Enemies? Depends on the day and the amount of liquor involved. 


Gargamelian (adj.)—of or pertaining to Gargamel, villain and nemesis of the Smurfs. 


Husboner (noun)—a married man who should be sick and tired of his wife’s stretched out, floppy old vagina but instead behaves like an insatiable sex machine who just snorted an eight ball of coke. 


Husbot (noun)—a married man who behaves more like a robot than a human being. This cyborg is typically obedient, task-oriented, introverted, rigid in his adherence to rules and routines, sexually inhibited, and averse to fun. 


Judgy (adj.)—1. tending to make moral judgments based on one’s own personal beliefs and experiences. 2. most females native to the southeastern United States. 


Ladyfriend (noun)—a female friend whom you do not wish to refer to as your girlfriend because you are culturally sensitive enough to know that African American women hate it when Caucasian women call them girlfriend. 


Lickable/Flickable (adj.)—self-explanatory. 


Manfriend (noun)—a male lover who is both of adult age and considerably older than his beau, causing the term boyfriend to seem silly and inappropriate, much like the relationship itself. 


Meanius (noun)—1. a monster-genius hybrid. 2. a mean genius. 3. Insert picture of Dr. Sara Snow here. 


Sausagefest (noun)—a social gathering consisting primarily of people with penises. 


Shivved (verb)—to stab or be stabbed with a makeshift blade, referred to in prison as a shiv. 


Skeezy (adj.)—a sleazy person with less than honorable intentions. 


Snarf (verb and proper noun)—1. to swallow or gobble up ravenously and with zero respect for table manners. 2. the name of Lion-O’s slightly annoying catlike pet on ThunderCats. 


Stabby (adj.)—1. full of sharp points or stabbing sensations. 2. a word coined by and stolen from comedic goddess Jenny Lawson. 


Stalkee (noun)—the person with whom a stalker is obsessed. Duh. 


Tuberculosed (adj.)—the state of being afflicted with tuberculosis. 


Underworldly (adj.)—of or pertaining to hell. 


Unshitty (adj.)—not shitty; not necessarily nice but not shitty either. 


Vagrantism (noun)—1. the state or condition of being a vagrant. 2. one who wanders about idly without a permanent home or employment yet manages to afford leather pants and partially completed tattoos.


Vandalous (adj.)—of or pertaining to vandalism; basically, just a way better, sexier version of the word vandalic.


Vulneraboner (noun)—see Emorection.
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The Husbot


BB’s Secret Journal


August 16


Dear Journal,


This motherfucker is killing me. 


Fresh out of the shower. He’s so close I can smell the Irish Spring on his skin. His hair’s all damp and sexy, and his beard scruff is at that perfect length—just long enough to be soft to the touch, but not so long that it hides his perfect chiseled features. And the way his undershirt clings to his biceps and stretches across the hard planes of his chest…I could look at him all night. Actually, I have been—through the corner of my eye. But that’s not enough. 


I want to touch him. 


In the half hour since he plopped down next to me and flipped on the Braves game I’ve thought of a thousand and one ways to reach over and caress this man. I could lace my fingers through his, or run my knuckles along his rough, square jaw. Maybe I could be playful and walk my mint-green nails up his sculpted abs, then, once I have his attention, I could straddle his damp, clean, hard body and thrust those same fingertips into his wet hair. 


But I don’t do shit, because I know all it will get me is a sideways glance and a shift in the opposite direction. 


My husband is a rock. Not as in, He’s so strong and supportive. I don’t know what I’d do without him. But more like, He’s so fucking cold I wonder if he still has a pulse. Ken has never even held my hand, Journal. Not on purpose, anyway. He has had his hand held by me, while unconscious, but whenever I’ve tried that move during waking hours, Ken has politely endured the discomfort of human contact for…oh, say, five and a half seconds before smoothly removing his soft, limp flesh from my grasp. 


Sex is pretty much the same story. Ever the gentleman, Ken will lie on his back and allow me to have my way with him while he quietly engages in minimal and obligatory petting. (Even when I tried to be fun and reenact the ice cream scene from Fifty Shades Darker. In his defense, I do have to play the part of Christian because Ken obviously doesn’t know his lines. And I admit, the white noise of a baby monitor isn’t exactly Al Green. And for some reason we never seem to have vanilla ice cream, like in the book. We only have Cherry Garcia, which is pretty awkward to lick off, what with all the chewing required. But still. A little participation would be appreciated.) 


Regardless of the level of theatrics involved, afterward I always kiss and cuddle Ken’s lean, beautiful, body, trying to squeeze a single degree of warmth from the man-shaped boulder that is my husband. All the while, I can almost hear him counting to himself—one one thousand, two one thousand, three one thousand—before he taps me on the ass. My cue to get the fuck off of him. 


At least, that’s how it seems. 


Ken’s problem isn’t his coldness—his complete lack of need, want, or capacity for intimacy. Those attributes actually keep our marriage quite stable and drama-free. That, and the fact that the man never does anything wrong. 


Kenneth Easton is a lawn-mowing, bill-paying, law-abiding, defensive-driving, trash-toting husbot—a cyborg built specifically to withstand seventy to eighty years of gale-force matrimony. I’ve never caught him looking at another woman. Hell, I’ve never even caught him in a lie. 


No, the problem with Ken is that he’s married to me. 


Before meeting Ken, Journal, I’d been contorted into at least seventy-three percent of the positions in the Kama Sutra. I’d shaved most of my head and had all my lady bits pierced before I was old enough to see an R-rated movie. I spent my free time being handcuffed to things by boys with more combined tattoos than a Guns N’ Roses reunion concert. Ken simply can’t compete. 


So, why, you might be wondering, did a slutty little punk like me go and marry someone so straight-laced? 


It was because of them. Because of the way my adrenaline spikes and my pupils dilate in a fight-or-flight-or-fuck response every time I smell the sickly sweet musk of Calvin Klein’s Obsession for Men. Because of the way a pierced bottom lip makes me want to take up smoking again. Because of the way a full sleeve of tattoos makes me want to hitch a ride on a tour bus and leave everything I worked so hard to achieve in a gutter at the side of the road. Because my nerves were fucking shot by the time I met Ken, my heart was riding in on fumes, and the stability and security and sanity he offered was a soothing balm to my spent scorched soul. 


Those inked-up men-children from my past might have been ferocious lovers, but they couldn’t keep their dicks in their pants, their asses out of jail, or a positive balance in their bank accounts to save their lives. Ken, on the other hand, was just so…safe and responsible, so easy. He wore Nikes and Gap T-shirts. He owned his own home. He jogged. His criminal record was as ink-free as his freckled skin. And, to top it all off, he had a degree in…wait for it…accounting. 


I might have overcorrected a bit. 


Don’t get me wrong. I love the shit out of Kenneth Easton. He is my best friend, the father of my children, and we are actually ridiculously happy together. Or, at least, I’m happy. I am. Really. You can be bored to tears and happy at the same time, right? They call those happy tears. Happy, bored, oh-so bored, tears. Ken is pretty anhedonic and deadpan, so it’s hard to tell how he’s feeling. I choose to think of him as happy, too. But let’s be honest. Ken may not really have feelings. 


What he does have is a Captain America–style square jaw with a subtle cleft and a permanent five o’clock shadow. And enviably high cheekbones. And aqua eyes hooded with espresso-colored lashes, and sandy-brown hair that is just long enough on top to do this cute little flip thing in front. His physique is lean and muscular. His sense of humor is dry. He is brilliant, self-deprecating, and tolerant of my bullshit. 


The man is at least ninety percent perfect for me, but lately, all I can think about is the less-than-or-equal-to ten percent that’s missing: passion and body art. Two things I need to mourn and move on from in order to protect my lovely, monotonous marriage.


But I can’t. 


Tattooed bad boys are like a drug I can’t quit. I devour antihero romance novels like they’re an essential food group. My iPhone runneth over with the songs of a thousand breathy, angsty, tattooed alt-rockers, ready to fill my head at the press of a button whenever I need to escape. My DVR is brimming with mysterious vampires, renegade bikers, hedonistic rock stars, and zombie apocalypse survivors—alpha males into whose ink-covered arms I can run whenever things around here get a little too…domestic. 


And do you know what I realized during my escapes to these imaginary dystopian societies and fictional underground fight rings? I know these men. I dated these men—the super intense skinhead turned US Marine turned motorcycle club outlaw, the ex-convict/underground hot-rod racer with the devil-may-care attitude, the sensitive guy liner–sporting heavy metal bassist… 


I had them all, Journal. How did I not see the parallels between my fantasy men and my ex-boyfriends before? And I call myself a psychologist! 


In fact, Knight, my high school boyfriend, is probably the reason I became a psychologist in the first place. Fucking psycho. I’ll tell you about him tomorrow. Ken’s going to bed, which means I only have about a five-minute window to get in there and pounce on him before The History Channel lulls him to sleep. Wish me luck!
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Skeletor


BB’s Secret Journal


August 17


Knight, Knight, Knight. Where do I even begin, Journal? Being Knight’s girlfriend was a lot like being a kidnapping victim with Stockholm syndrome. I had no say in the matter—Knight decided I was his, and nobody said no to Knight. But over time, my fear of him morphed into friendship, and I actually grew to love my captor, psychopathic tendencies and all. 


Knight was a skinhead. Correction: Knight was the skinhead—the only one in our sprawling suburban Atlanta tri-county area, to be exact. He was so incredibly angry that none of the other angry-white-male subculture groups at Peach State High School would do. The jocks were a little too gregarious. The punks, although sufficiently violent and vandalous, had a bit too much fun. The goth kids were just pussies. No, Knight’s rage was so consuming that he had to choose the one subgroup whose image screamed, I will fucking curb-stomp you and then rip off your arm and beat you with it if you so much as breathe the same air as me. Knight was so successful in his mission to intimidate that he remained a subgroup of one throughout high school. 


I think his fury originated at birth when his dumbass disappointment of a mother named him Ronald McKnight. It was 1981, so knowing Candi, she was probably trying to impress the married stockbroker who had knocked her up by naming their lovechild after the most famous Republican she could think of. I guess—after years of being treated like a punching bag by Candi’s revolving door of abusive, alcoholic, probably married boyfriends; being treated like a burden by a woman who preferred the company of douche bags to her own son; and having to endure Ronald McDonald jokes every time he finally did get away—somewhere along the way, Ronald became Knight, and Knight became a holy fucking terror. 


Knight had the boyish good looks and perma-scowl of Eminem—fair skin, a quarter-inch of buzzed platinum-blond hair, and practically clear eyebrows and eyelashes. Knight’s ghostly colorless appearance was violently punctuated, however, by two piercing arctic-blue eyes. 


Knight’s physique was scrawny but cut. Like a street fighter. He took weight-training classes religiously (Seriously? Fucking public schools can’t find anything better to teach kids?), and once hustled three hundred dollars out of the football team by bench-pressing three hundred pounds—over twice his body weight at the time. 


Whenever Knight told the story, he would always muse, “It’s not the size of the dog in the fight. It’s the size of the fight in the dog.” 


And let me tell you, there was a whole lotta fight in Ronald McKnight—or as everyone at Peach State High called him (never, ever to his face), Skeletor. 


What was even more interesting than Knight being the only skinhead in town was that he wasn’t actually a racist. I never once heard him tout any Aryan pride bullshit or saw him sport any of the typical Nazi regalia. Swastikas and iron crosses were suspiciously absent from his personal effects. 


Ever the psychologist, even then, I became so fascinated by his lack of fascist iconography that I actually got up the nerve to ask him about it once. 


Instead of thrusting his right arm into the air and launching into a Sieg Heil, Knight quickly glanced up and down the hallway to make sure no one was listening. Then, he leaned in so close that I could feel his serpentine breath on my neck and whispered, “I’m not really a racist. I just hate everybody.” 


And I believed him. That motherfucker hated everybody. 


Or so I thought. 


There were five billion people on the planet in 1996. Ronald “Knight” McKnight hated four billion nine hundred ninety-nine million nine hundred ninety-nine thousand nine hundred ninety-nine of them. He hated his parents. He loathed his friends. He intentionally intimidated strangers. But, for some clandestine reason, Knight decided that he liked me. And being the only human the scariest boy in the universe liked was a heady thing.


When I first met Ronald McKnight I was a waifish, doe-eyed, freckle-faced freshman with a shoulder-length mop of wavy reddish-blonde hair and a devastating crush on the King of the Punks, Lance Hightower. I’d been cutting my hair shorter and shorter, adding more and more safety pins to my hoodie and backpack, and inching my way closer and closer to Lance at the elite punk-goth-druggie lunch table, which he’d presided over since the first day of school. (As it turned out, Lance was completely and devastatingly gay, something I wish I had known before shaving most of my hair off and getting multiple body piercings in my increasingly extreme efforts to get him to make out with me.) 


Knight, who was a sophomore at the time, had landed at our lunch table by default. With no other skinheads to hang out with, the punks kind of adopted him as their pet rattlesnake. Day after day, he would sit there with his brow furrowed and his head down, gripping his fork hard enough to bend the metal and muttering the occasional, “Go fuck yourself,” whenever anyone dared to address him. 


One balmy day in late September, I happened to overhear some upperclassman at our lunch table say to her spiky-haired pierced boyfriend that it was Skeletor’s birthday. (I don’t know how anyone would have known unless Knight had just thrown it out as proof that his life had somehow gotten even worse. I imagine it would have sounded something like, “I can’t fucking believe my fucking whore mom stole all my cigarettes and went out of town with her faggot husband on my fucking birthday. Hey, what the fuck are you looking at, asshole?”) So, naturally, I bought him a chicken sandwich while I was going through the lunch line. 


Bouncing over to our table and sporting a big grin (I should explain that I have always been disgustingly hyper and enthusiastic, and I would have made an excellent cheerleader if I weren’t both anti-establishment and clumsy) I thrust it into Knight’s face and chirped, “Happy birthday!” 


In return, Knight lifted his ever-scowling head and pinned me with what felt like two searing blue laser scopes. I stood, in a breathless state of suspended animation, realizing a moment too late that I might have just poked the rattlesnake. 


As I braced myself for a barrage of expletives, I watched Knight’s perma-scowl melt and slide off right before my eyes instead. 


His brow, which had been tightly furrowed, smoothed and lifted in surprise. His glacial eyes widened, and his lips parted in a soul-bearing silent gasp. It was a heartbreaking expression of gratitude and disbelief. It was as if the boy we called Skeletor had never received a gift in his life. I could almost hear his armor clatter to the floor as I peered into the face of someone vulnerable, aching, and alone. 


I couldn’t speak. Couldn’t remember how air worked. Once my lungs began to burn, I finally tore my eyes away from his and sucked in a deep breath, pretending to admire my new white Dr. Martens (yet another purchase made in the name of seducing Lance Hightower), but it was too late. In those few seconds I had seen it all. A lifetime of pain, a longing for significance, and a tidal wave of love waiting to crash down on the first person brave enough, or stupid enough, to wade in. 


I’d expected him to recover his armor and return to his brooding—after all, it was just a dumb sandwich—but much to my surprise and mortification Knight stood up, pointed directly at me, and shouted to everyone at our table, “This is why BB is the only fucking person on this planet that I can fucking stand! None of you motherfuckers gave me shit for my birthday!” Making sure to give each and every terrified zit-faced misfit a murderous glare, he finally finished with, “I fucking hate all of you!” 


Skeletor had a flare for the dramatic. 


Too stunned to react, I watched helplessly as he slunk back into his seat with the smug, lazy grace of a just-fed lion, obviously satisfied with the scene he’d just caused and the shocked silence that had fallen over the cafeteria. I was the only one standing, and all eyes were now on me, including Knight’s, which were regarding me with a broad, rapacious Cheshire Cat kind of grin. 


Suddenly, I wanted my money back.


You see, Journal, all I’d thought I was buying was a chicken sandwich and maybe, if I were lucky, a spot on the good side of the guy voted Most Likely to Kill Us All with a Two-by-Four Full of Rusty Nails. That’s it. 


I did not like Knight. I did not want to be friends with Knight, (assuming that were even possible). He was scary and angry, and all I’d wanted was for him to like me enough not to scream at or murder me. Who knew that a stupid dollar fifty would buy me the singular obsessive, undying devotion of the town’s only skinhead? 


As I stood there, my big blinking green eyes caught in the crosshairs of Knight’s savage blue stare—it became clear that he was going to make me his whether I liked it or not. 


And in the beginning, I definitely liked it not.
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Frenemies


BB’s Secret Journal


August 24


Colton was the only guy I’d ever kissed before high school. He was a devilishly handsome spiky-haired little bad boy I dated in eighth grade. And by dated, I mean that we talked on the phone, held hands at school, toilet-papered a house together, and made out once. Colton reminded me of a male fairy—not like in a gay way, but in a pointy-eared, wild-haired, wicked gleam in his eye kind of way. 


Wait. Shit. I might be thinking of Peter Pan. 


Yes, Colton totally reminded me of Peter Pan, in a sexy, mischievous King of the Lost Boys kind of way. 


Colton lived, off and on, with his bedraggled sad single mom, Peggy, who worked, like, four jobs. Peg was skinny as a rail with scraggly long dishwater-blonde hair and could still fit into her entire skintight, high-waisted stonewashed wardrobe from 1983. Her long shaky fingers were never without an equally long Virginia Slim between them, and her voice was so hoarse that it sounded as if she’d probably gone for days at a time without speaking to anyone. 


Peggy had former eighties hair-band groupie written all over her, so for all I know, Colton’s dad was one of the founding members of Whitesnake. Whoever his dad was, his place in Las Vegas had to be a hell of a lot better than Peggy’s shithole. That’s probably why Colton never stuck around for more than a few months at a time. 


During Colton’s last stint at Peggy’s place, he and his mom kind of adopted Knight—in part because they felt bad about how shitty his home life was, but also, I suspected, because Knight had a car. 


Then, per his usual, Colton up and boarded a Greyhound back to Las Vegas just two months into our sophomore year, leaving Peggy all alone again. Since she needed a son and Knight needed a new mom, he just kept going over there every day after school, as if Colton had never left. 


It was kind of sweet really. Knight would let Peggy’s geriatric German shepherd out and patch up all the rotten, mildewed concave places on the house while she was off working one of her forty-seven part-time jobs. He never asked for anything in return, but what he got…was a key to the house. 


It was badass—not the house, obviously. The house was a dilapidated piece of shit. But Knight had the place all to himself and would actually let us hang out there after school. Peg kept the fridge stocked with Pabst Blue Ribbon, we could smoke inside, and she had cable. It was a teenage utopia. 


Every afternoon, the entire punk-rock lunch table crew would head over to Peggy’s, cram ourselves into her itchy shapeless 1970s couches (me vying for a spot next to Lance), crack open some beers, and scream at the top of our lungs at whatever legless transsexual or little-person biker gang or kung fu hillbilly pimp happened to be on Jerry Springer that afternoon. All the while flicking Camel butts at the already overflowing ashtrays.


Knight usually spent the first hour or so letting the dog out and patching the place up, which gave me just enough time to get a good buzz on and work up a nice little flirt with the owner of whichever lap I was sitting on—not that it mattered. As soon as Knight finished his rounds, he’d flop into Peggy’s tobacco-colored steel-wool upholstered recliner with a PBR in hand and pin whichever poor fucker I was talking to with a glare so murderous that he’d be out the door before my bony ass even hit the ground. 


This routine continued for weeks until, one day, I realized that it was just Knight and me. I knew the crowd had been dwindling, but I hadn’t realized just how much. I always rode with Knight to Peggy’s house because (A) I was fifteen and had no car, and (B) whenever anyone else had offered me a ride, Knight would immediately twist their arm behind their back and smash their face into the hood of the nearest car until they took it back. 


I couldn’t even ride the bus home because I technically didn’t live in that school district. 


By November of my sophomore year, Knight had single-handedly made himself my only means of after-school transportation without me even noticing it. 


Every day after the final bell, whether I liked it or not, I would be sucked into the crowd of eager teenagers fleeing the building, twirled and tossed along like a spindly leaf in a stream, and deposited onto the front lawn, right at Knight’s feet. Leaning against the flagpole with his arms crossed, he looked like something out of the skinhead version of The Outsiders—tight white T-shirt, classic Levi’s 501s held up with a pair of thin red braces, black steel-toed combat boots, and a felonious gleam in his eye. The only things missing were a pack of cigarettes rolled up in his sleeve—and, of course, hair. 


Even though there was something unmistakably sexy about his iconic style, self-confidence, and potential for violence, I still wasn’t attracted to Knight—mostly due to my subconscious awareness that he might possibly kill me—but I had to admit, I liked the attention. Knowing that the entire school saw this modern-day Brando waiting for me, day in and day out, made me feel like I was a little bit of a badass, too. 


I had always just been this quirky, perky, artsy chick who had crazy hair and dressed like Gwen Stefani. I was somebody that everyone knew—because I stuck out like a sore thumb with my bright red or orange or purple waves, glittery eye shadow, and leopard-print velour stretch pants tucked into white Dr. Martens—but I was nobody of any real consequence. 


But now…now I was untouchable. 


I was also slowly becoming Knight’s precious. His attention to me was so focused that I felt like an ant sizzling under a magnifying glass whenever he looked at me. It was as if he were memorizing the exact size, shape, and location of every freckle and zit on my virginal face. God, it made me squirm. I never had a problem making eye contact with people until I met Knight. 


Sixteen years later, I still catch myself talking to people’s shirts. 


At first, I was pretty freaked out about hanging out with Knight alone, but I had no idea how to avoid it. With no bus, no car, no one brave enough to risk the wrath of “Skeletor the Skinhead” by offering me a ride, and both my parents at work (okay, one of my parents at work and one of my parents sleeping off a hangover), he had successfully made himself my only option. 


And I went along with it because, well, I didn’t know what else to do. I had never interacted with someone so angry, or aggressive, or powerful before. My parents were peace-loving hippie potheads, for Christ’s sake. Nobody ever raised their voices or hands in anger at my house. Hell, most of the time, my parents couldn’t even raise their eyelids all the way. 


So I tried to play it cool. That’s what you do around big, scary, unpredictable creatures that could kill you, right? You stay calm. You don’t make any sudden movements. So I went with Knight to Peggy’s house every day to keep him happy, and basically, I did everything I could think of to keep him strictly in the friend zone. 


And you know what, Journal? It worked. 


There, at Peggy’s house, without anyone else around, in the idle hours we spent drinking and smoking and watching daytime TV after school, I actually became friends with Ronald McKnight. 


When we were alone, Knight morphed into a completely different person. He was sweet and candid and chivalrous. He would carry my backpack and open my beers and light all my cigarettes, like a gentleman. He would catch me off guard and tickle me until I cried. And once, after I complained about what a bitch it was to break in a new pair of boots, Knight pulled my feet into his lap, deftly removed the forty-pound steel-and-leather monstrosities I was wearing, and rubbed my feet with his big, callused hands while we talked. 


It was during these unusually intimate moments that I could sometimes get Knight to open up. I learned about the stepdad he hated, the parade of abusive boyfriends who came before him, the anger he harbored toward his mother, and the secret longing he had to see his real father. To a psychologist in the making, the intensity of those conversations was intoxicating. Not only was I fascinated by the never ending layers of armor this freckle-faced boy wore to protect himself, but I also got high on the fact that I was the only person on planet Earth who got to see what was underneath. 


The whole time I thought I was breaking down Knight’s walls, but in reality he was the one chipping away at mine. Making me feel special. Giving me the illusion of safety. 


Then, he pounced.
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Props


BB’s Secret Journal


August 25


Dear Journal,


On one unusually warm December afternoon, I found myself at Peggy’s house, engaged in a particularly aggressive tickle fight with Knight. Well, it’d started as a tickle fight, but every time I wriggled away, that fucking ghost ninja would chase and recapture me. I made it from the couch to the floor, from the floor to the other side of the coffee table, from the other side of the coffee table to the recliner, and from the recliner to the patch of floor in front of Peggy’s 1950s era wood-paneled television set. With each successive recapture, my efforts to escape would become a little more forceful, a little more panicked. I went from tickling my way free to twisting my arm free to shoving him away and scrambling across the floor on all fours, but it only seemed to excite him more. 


By the time Knight finally had me pinned on my back in front of the TV, it was clear that what had started as a flirty, fun exhilarating little chase had quickly devolved into a full contact game of cat and mouse. And now, the game was over. Other than my heaving chest and pounding heart, I was completely immobilized, ensnared by both Knight’s glacial stare and his impossibly strong arms, which were straining and pulsing against the taut sleeves of his T-shirt. It was in that moment that I realized just how stupid and reckless I’d been.


Knight and I weren’t friends. We were just predator and prey. He’d been hunting me for over a year, and my dumb ass just fell right into his trap. 


Without releasing me from his grip or gaze, Knight slowly lowered himself onto me, making his intention clear, and I surrendered. Adrenaline exploded through my body as I braced myself for something aggressive and potentially bloody to happen. Leaving my body to fend for itself, my consciousness floated up to the nicotine-stained popcorn ceiling above to watch the entire scene unfold through splayed fingers. 


But rather than devouring me, Knight placed a single, lingering kiss on my lips. The shock of his tenderness reeled my consciousness back in, like the snap of a stretched rubber band, and suddenly, I was alight with sensation—the potent scent of dryer sheets and musky cologne filling my lungs, warm lips on my lips, a hard chest on my chest, forceful arms pinning my scrawnier ones to my sides, and the taste of Winterfresh gum emerging, somehow, through the tangled flavors of PBR and cigarettes. 


When he finally withdrew from that gentle peck, in yet another unexpected gesture, Knight rested his forehead on mine and released a long pained breath. I felt his grip on my tiny biceps release as well. Callused hands slid down my arms, all the way to my balled little fists, which he slid up and over my head with no resistance. His movements were so controlled and his breathing so deliberate that it was as if he were calling on every ounce of self-control he had to keep from tearing me to pieces. 


Oh, yes, we were definitely predator and prey. 


I was sure he could feel my pulse vibrating in the air, radiating off of me like sound waves from a bass drum, as I lay there, suspended in thrilling trepidation. Once he regained his composure, Knight kissed me again. 


I didn’t move, couldn’t breathe. Instead, all my resources had been redirected to my brain, which was struggling to form a coherent thought, once Knight’s tongue began swirling around my own in hypnotizing unhurried circles. 


Once he released his grip on my wrists and gave my bottom lip one final appreciative suck, all the thoughts I couldn’t quite seem to form during our encounter came rushing into my mind at once. I didn’t know where to begin. I had only been kissed by two other boys, Colton and Brian, in my fifteen years on the planet and never, ever had it been like that. That was hot. That was—


Oh, fuck…what was that?


Still sprawled on the ground underneath an emotionally unstable bodybuilding skinhead, two notions finally wriggled themselves free from the tangles of my mind. One: Ronald McKnight was in love with me, and two: I was never going to escape. 


Part of me loved how sparklingly special Knight made me feel and how passionate he was about me and even, to some extent, how domineering and intimidating and exciting he was. But the other much bigger part of me was scared shitless and really, really wanted this whole thing to just be our little secret. 


Even though Knight had never hurt me, I’d seen him hurt plenty of other people, and sometimes for no reason at all. What the fuck would he do if I rejected him? I wasn’t about to end up in some Silence of the Lambs–style well under Peggy’s house. No, rejecting him was definitely out. 


I also couldn’t be seen romantically with him in public. Sure, I knew that Knight wasn’t the fascist, racist monster he led people to believe, but nobody else did. What would my friends think? My BFF, Juliet, was half-black and half-Japanese, for Christ’s sake! 


What a cluster fuck. This could not get out. This would not get out.
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My little secret lasted all of about three days. As it turned out, Knight wanted to shout that shit from a mountaintop. He’d walk me everywhere, kiss me good-bye before every class, sit with his arm around me at lunch, and shoot icicle daggers from his eyes at any guy who so much as turned his head in my direction. 


Shit, shit, shit. Somehow, I had become Skeletor, the pet rattlesnake’s, girlfriend. 


He’d write me love letters with disturbingly graphic illustrations during almost every class and bring me random gifts—a baggie full of Goldfish, a dandelion he’d picked on the way to school, a severed head—each morning. 


For a guy whose entire reputation had been built on the image of being unapproachable and potentially lethal, Knight was amazingly unfazed by the attention he was drawing. He couldn’t have given less of a fuck who saw him carrying on like a damn fool, picking flowers and doodling flaming hearts all over his notebooks. I had just settled into a back row desk in my last period class to discreetly unwrap and read yet another intricately folded piece of paper from Knight when three words immediately jumped out from his hasty, psychotic I-have-your-daughter-now-give-me-my-money-style handwriting. He had scrawled something to the effect of:


DEAR BB,


I CAN’T FUCKING WAIT UNTIL THIS AFTERNOON. I HAVE SOMETHING PLANNED THAT I’VE BEEN THINKING ABOUT SINCE THE FIRST TIME I SAW YOU. PLEASE DON’T WORRY. I KNOW YOU PROBABLY THINK I’M JUST GOING TO USE YOU FOR SEX, BUT I’M NOT. 


I LOVE YOU.


KNIGHT


All my virginal fifteen-year-old brain could comprehend were the words worry, sex, and love. 


Ohmygod. 


I had to clutch the sides of the desk to keep from falling out of it. 


Knight wanted to have sex. With me. In a few hours. And, if the tiny stick-person illustrations scrawled on the back of Knight’s note were any indication, it was going to involve props.
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Condiments Are for Hot Dogs, Not Wieners


BB’s Secret Journal


August 25, continued


I’d worn a skirt to school that day. I never ever wear skirts, Journal, but I had just gotten some brand new mid-calf, steel-toed Grinders and I needed my future husband, Lance Hightower, to see them in all their laced-up leathery glory. They weighed a ton and cost more, but I thought that maybe, just maybe, if I could prove to Lance that I wasn’t just another Dr. Martens-wearing poser, he would finally realize that we were, in fact, soul mates, and then he’d whisk me away from the clutches of Ronald McKnight. Lance was six foot three and filled out in all the right places, so on paper, at least, it seemed like it would be a fair fight. 


Unfortunately, my plan backfired. 


In reality, Lance was far less interested in bucking up to Knight than he was in bucking under him, if you know what I mean. 


So, rather than securing the bad boy of my dreams and my freedom from “Skeletor the Skinhead,” the only thing I managed to accomplish with those two-hundred-dollar boots and that short plaid skirt fastened on the side with safety pins was pouring gasoline on Knight’s already raging libido and crumbling self-control. 


In the few weeks up to that point, our little make-out sessions at Peggy’s house had graduated into Knight going down on me any chance he got. No shit, Journal. I had been the star of the cunnilingus after-school special, and it had been pretty fucking phenomenal. It turned out that Knight loved eating pussy almost as much as he loved, um…well, he didn’t really love anything, except for me, if you could believe the angry all-caps scribble that was ticking like a time bomb in my pocket. 


And not once during that time had Knight made me think that he expected anything in return, which was good because that was exactly what he’d been getting. Although I hadn’t even seen it yet, I was scared shitless of the one-eyed monster living inside Knight’s jeans. Every time we made out, that thing would swell so much that it would manage to escape the waistband of his impossibly tight 501s, extend up into his fitted T-shirt, and crawl halfway up his washboard abs before all was said and done. I had zero experience with peni, but I was great with visual-spatial reasoning, and there was no way that D was going to fit in my V.


Just as I’d expected, when the final bell rang, Knight was waiting for me outside. I saw him before he saw me, and I watched his expression morph from murderous to salacious the instant our eyes locked. His mouth kicked up on one side in an appreciative, hungry sneer as his eyes slid down the length of my body at a glacial pace, sending chills down my spine along with them. The next thing I knew, hard arms were around my waist, a hard mouth was seeking entrance to my own, and a particularly hard and frighteningly large bulge was being pressed into my belly. 


Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God, oh my God, oh my God…


Adrenaline exploded through my bloodstream. My pulse sounded like a raging river in my ears, and the only thing I could hear over the white noise was my consciousness screaming, Fight or flight! Fight or flight! 
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