
[image: cover image]



Thank you for downloading this Simon & Schuster ebook.

Get a FREE ebook when you join our mailing list. Plus, get updates on new releases, deals, recommended reads, and more from Simon & Schuster. Click below to sign up and see terms and conditions.




CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP




Already a subscriber? Provide your email again so we can register this ebook and send you more of what you like to read. You will continue to receive exclusive offers in your inbox.






[image: Eunuchs and Nymphomaniacs by Anonymous, Gallery Books]







1

My legs are mostly for decoration.

I spent the day flirting online with a girl who looked very much like a guy, in a wheelchair.

After much to-ing and fro-ing she sent me an unasked-for, very frightening close-up of her bush.

I jumped when I saw it.

The surrounding body was tasty enough but her head looked suspiciously male. She said she had already met six men, one of whom “ran out the door when he saw me.”

The only one I did fuck … (her phrasing not mine) turned out to be a homeless man who stayed the night.

He fucked me twice that night and once the next morning.

Like it was an accomplishment.

Her mind was refreshingly depraved and certain sex seemed imminent but I wanted to speak to her on the phone first to satisfy myself that the big unkempt bush wasn’t concealing a dick. Her legs were now completely fucked, she said.

So much so, that even kneeling was no longer an option. She had actually tried to kneel after I alluded to spanking her on all fours. Not possible. Not anymore.

This implied that it had been possible at one point but perhaps since her condition was progressive the option had expired. She sent a picture of said legs in thigh-high stockings, and to be fair they looked pretty fucking good.

I can wrap them behind my head.

This put me in mind of a yoga teacher I had once had the pleasure of fucking who was lithe enough to fold her legs so far behind her head she looked, as I lunged into her, like she was listening to exquisite music emanating from her knees. Balled up like that I was able to rock her back and forth on my impaler. Dead legs might be even more flexible.

Oh and by the way, I know you’re slumming.

Somehow this observation forgave me in advance for any future misdeeds. Meanwhile I scrutinized her photo for an Adam’s apple. Her face was more masculine than I would have liked but her skin was pale and clean and she was very shapely and obviously up for an adventure. And it didn’t look like any children had emerged from that hedge. I had already decided I wasn’t going down on that. Not without a compass … or a Sherpa. I decided to refrain from masturbating.

I’d save it all up for the disabled girl’s tits.

After all, the fuller my balls the less chance there was of a soggy erection when faced with the combined unknowns of atrophied legs, jungle-bush, and man-face. But then as soon as I generously agreed to travel all the way out to her place in Astoria, she canceled in favor of the homeless man. This was galling of course because I had wanted to believe I was doing her a favor but now I was being told I’d have to wait my turn? I began to get seriously turned on by the sheer twisted logic of it all. She was going to make me beg for permission to charity-fuck her. A text woke me the next morning.

I just sucked him off and swallowed his cum before he went to work.

The dirty cunt.

That should have been me.

Mind you, I wouldn’t have stayed the night. But he was homeless so he had no choice. He was obviously using her. He had to be. Hang on, he had a job? Surely that was a lie so he could get away quickly after spending a free night in a real bed. Or did he exist at all? Either way I decided I would now have to come on her face and her tits.

When we finally met in a café near PS1, the sheer mechanical effort involved in wheeling herself over the threshold in what seemed to me to be a very cumbersome-looking wheelchair punctured any fantasies I might have been nursing. It didn’t help that she was wearing a bulky coat that hid her shape and lent her the appearance of a very thin, deeply unhappy young man, complete with light mustache.

He ran out the door when he saw me.

I too could have left there and then but I didn’t. I consciously decided to go through with it. I even turned on the charm because now that she was seeing me for the first time in the flesh, there was a chance she might, through some self-destructive subtext of her own, reject me.

The possibility of being refused sex by an androgynous paraplegic after spending two hours subjected to the indignities of the New York subway system was not something I wanted to encourage. This resulted in me being actually relieved when she said: “You’ll see what I mean,” referring to the layout of her apartment.

I was in.

But her apartment presented another challenge in that it was disgustingly disheveled. There were cobwebs everywhere. How long did it take for cobwebs as large as these to form? Years? Decades? And how difficult would it be to clear them? Housework had to be difficult in a wheelchair but one swipe of a cloth and they were gone. I chose to believe they served some sort of gothic aesthetic. That the reason they blossomed all over the apartment and clung to every corner and ledge like Halloween was because they were intentional and not the result of years of apathy.

While I was still inspecting the living room she had already wheeled herself into the bedroom. Mercifully her attitude was that of an able-bodied beauty. Her self-assurance in this regard was impressive. Either that or she chose to plug the gaping fissures of self-doubt with false confidence. I did not get the sense that there were drugs involved.

It was necessary to lift each leg separately out of the wheelchair and position them on the stale-looking bed strewn as it was with all manner of domestic detritus: Q-tips, clothespins, two spoons, and a shoe. Had I seen pictures of this I probably wouldn’t have agreed to meet. And even now it should have been enough to send me scrambling for the elevator but no, I had decided to go through with it. Once we extricated her legs from her jeans I saw she was wearing the same style of woolen thigh-highs that had once looked so stunning on Marian.

They mocked me now from these lifeless legs. Closing my eyes I tried to kiss her with only my tongue in the hope that if my lips were peeled back I wouldn’t be able to sense the peach fuzz of her mustache.

Luckily I was able to hoist an erection and more importantly maintain it. Responding enthusiastically to my manual ministrations she came easily and frequently and loudly. I began to feel as flattered as I should have been from the start. I read once that Norman Mailer would sleep with women uglier than himself because it was nice to feel like the pretty one for a change. I had hoped I’d feel like a pale beauty being molested by a beastly ogre but since I was using both hands to get her off it was hard to convince myself of this. I was, however, feeling confident enough to tell her exactly what I wanted her to do with my dick.

It was obvious she wasn’t as worldly as she claimed.

To my delight she orgasmed repeatedly when I squeezed her nipples very very hard. At first I hadn’t wanted to go so hard on them but she squeezed my finger and thumb with her own to indicate that she liked it much much harder. Reacting to her moans and breathlessness I was virtually jerking her nipples off like stiff little dicks.

She also came very loudly when I spanked her pussy.

I couldn’t tell if she enjoyed this more aggressive treatment because she was losing sensitivity to her encroaching disease or whether she just liked it rough. Maybe she needed the extra velocity to feel anything through all that vegetation. She told me proudly that she hadn’t trimmed it in fifteen years. Maybe she felt she was a more successful seductress for not having to try.

He ran out the door when he saw me.

When I first saw her I forced myself to stay seated. I joked that she should laminate a menu of potential excuses for her dates to choose from. And it should look like it belonged to the café. The fact that she found this funny endeared her to me. It was humble and charming. The waitresses were ridiculously beautiful. Traditionally beautiful like eighties models. And they were so attentive to me when I first arrived I blushed in advance knowing that I would soon be seen with a girl in a wheelchair.

Looking back at her on the bed after I’d already come explosively (I felt a hot spurt hit the underside of my own chin), she was now sitting up and pontificating about how the female orgasm had been co-opted by the patriarchy. This was prompted by a sticker on her bedroom door that I’d read aloud in an attempt at making conversation as a prelude to leaving: CHRIST OUT OF MY CROTCH. It wasn’t the sticker I was drawn to so much as the door.

Now that she was sitting up the inert legs sunk under her into the mattress, and I was reminded of something I couldn’t quite place. I had the sense of not being able to tell if it was a prediction or a memory, but as I feigned interest in what she was saying it came back to me.

A film called Freaks from 1932. There were moments in it when I was concentrating on the plot only to be rudely reminded by a wide shot that the story was being narrated by a torso. “… and just because I came doesn’t mean we’re done …” she was saying.

This was happening for real, right there on the bed in front of me in an apartment in Astoria. She was leaning so far forward her lame legs were concealed; the effect was that only her stockinged feet were visible. It was now imperative that I get out before I said something regrettable. After all, I’d done it. It was over. I had successfully researched my sexual equivalent of Down and Out in Paris and London. All I had to do now was nod as convincingly as possible and edge toward the door. I imagined the neighbors unable to eat their evening meal so disgusted were they at the sounds emanating from their handicapped neighbor’s apartment.

She was loud but I was even louder.

I hoped I wouldn’t have to meet anyone in the elevator and be forced to imagine their thoughts: So that’s what a guy who has sex with a girl in a wheelchair looks like.

I couldn’t pretend she’d been servicing me and that I had just been passive because she had been the more vociferous of the two of us for at least the first hour. In other words I was the type of guy who made a paraplegic come. But standing there nodding at her as she slowly disappeared into her mattress I began to get that old familiar sensation that the girl I’d just had sex with was feeling underserved.

That she wanted to go again.

But we would not be repeating the experience. As promised, I left her a signed copy of my book and after consuming it in a day she texted her review.


IT WAS SO HONEST, I FOUND IT UNBELIEVABLE

—Girl in wheelchair



Behold my doorway.

The portal though which so many of you would be unsouled.

When I first broke up with Marian I had a dream where thousands of girls thronged the streets around my building and jostled up the stairs to my door. In the same way the million-strong Persian army was lured into the Thermopylae Pass, I would bottleneck and bang New York’s female elite.

My website received a steady flow of messages from women interested in finding out more about the mysterious underground author. It was like a customized dating site where I was the only guy listed. And since they’d read my book and hadn’t objected to the content I was forgiven in advance for behaving like a cunt.

In fact, it was expected of me.

I began insisting we meet in my apartment, ostensibly to preserve my anonymity but in reality because it brought them that much closer to my bed, itself a literary phenomenon consisting as it did of eighty cartons of my self-published book with a mattress on top. I sent them photos of my shabby chic apartment along with one rather flattering (read “youthful”) selfie wearing a raffish bowler hat and a fake Victorian villain mustache. Also attached was a confidentiality agreement I found online. If they were considered worthy of an audience with Anonymous they were expected to bring it with them already signed.

Among the many hopefuls was a professor of poetry studies at Columbia who was keen to pick my brains about my adventures in self-publishing. Having already stalked her Instagram and deemed her worthy of fucking I wondered if I might solicit her opinion on, and maybe even an endorsement of, an idea I had for a book.

No one was more astonished than I to learn that the majority of my readers were girls under twenty who regarded the murk in which I slithered to be the stuff of romantic fiction. Often recommended on Amazon under the heading “if you liked that you might like these” were books of romantic poetry with pastel covers and one particular novel about a man who, on learning his wife has Alzheimer’s, takes it upon himself to reignite their relationship daily by wooing her anew. And because everything he achieves one day evaporates the next he has to continuously work his ass off to win her affections.

How romantic.

For her.

Tellingly, the most popular male equivalent featured a girl whose clitoris is located in her throat. I thought about mashing up the two stories: a woman with Alzheimer’s wakes up each day complaining of strep? Anyway, it was while exploring the intersection of The Notebook and Deep Throat that I stumbled on what I thought might be the title of my next book.

Beowatch.

Relocating the Old English epic poem on the beaches of California, I’d introduce hentai-style, orifice-raping sea monsters to tentatively clad swimsuit models in a genre-breaking, post-apocalyptic romantic comedy with a message: the message being, Anonymous is a fucking genius. My name would be even more widely unknown than before.

Drinnggggg

Her ass was so big it was visible from the front.

Okay so sex was off the table but a quote from the professor who’d written her thesis on Seamus Heaney’s revered translation of Beowulf would still make all the difference on the dust jacket of my reboot. She had just settled into my couch when another worrying issue arose. She was only an adjunct professor. Even I knew adjunct was just another word for pretend.

I needed the real thing if I was going to get a quote.

A huge ass attached to an imposter.

Never mind, maybe I could still get into her students’ pants if she let me in front of them. I thought of all those young, bookish, bespectacled, upturned faces awaiting the arc of my ejaculate. But then she did something that made even that prospect unattractive. She began to pitch me her book.

“In the same way photography captures images, I want to harness the humble paragraph to do the same thing.

“I call it Paragraphy. It’s pronounced Par-ug-ruff-fee. Here, you see?” She showed me an example on her phone.


TIED TIGHTLY AT THE TOP, THREE TINY ORANGE CERAMIC DEER STRAIN AGAINST THE RESTRICTING SIDES OF A CLEAR PLASTIC BAG. THIS OMINOUS INCARCERATION COULD HAVE BEEN FOISTED ON THEM BY SOME ANTI-SANTA OR THEY MIGHT BE ORNAMENTS FOR SALE. ONE DEER IN PARTICULAR HAS BEEN CAUGHT MAGICALLY IN MID-PUNCH LEAR-LIKE IN HIS FUTILE ATTEMPT AT PUSHING BACK THE INEVITABLE



“Paragraphy,” she read, “is more personal than photography. In the same way we all have our own idea of what a character in a book looks like, Paragraphy invites the viewer to create their own visual understanding of the content.”

She described a world where large-format books containing limited edition prints of typographically crafted Paragraphs adorned the living rooms and gallery walls of the culturally informed.

I felt conned. I’d been maneuvered into a very uncomfortable position on my own couch. As she paused to let me absorb the brilliance of her idea, I was able to confirm she was not worth the effort so I pounced on her.

It was easier to pretend to want her and be rejected than to find a way to get rid of her. Apart from some adolescent kissing and hugging I was enthusiastically rebuffed.

She was more embarrassed than angry, flattered on some level maybe. Or she didn’t want to be seen as easy. But most likely she didn’t want the subject changed.

“We should take things slow,” she said.

The more gallant I appeared now the greater the insult when she never heard from me again. I was about go beyond the call of duty and pretend I gave a flying fuck about her Par-ugh-agghhh-raphy when my phone shuddered on the table.

It was Alice.

I’m heading out now … be there in 40 minutes.

It was almost midnight. We had arranged to meet the following day at noon but she was coming over now? Could she have misunderstood? I received another message; a mental text sent from somewhere inside me: Lose this cunt and replace her with Alice.

“I’m so sorry. That was one of my sponsees. He’s only got five days sober and it looks like I’m going to have to …” I paused here to look deeply concerned into my phone before continuing. “I’m really sorry but as you say maybe we can pick this up the next time?”

When she finally understood that she was being asked to leave she reluctantly put her phone away. You could say she was Lear-like in her futile attempts at pushing back the inevitable.

“I’ll send you the link,” she said, laboriously hoisting herself off the couch.

“You’re not afraid I’ll steal your idea?”

She glowed.

Apparently I was impressed by her idea and I wanted to fuck her.

“I trust you,” she said.

How malleable I was going to be.

When she finally figured out how to open the door I had to resist pushing her through it.

Meanwhile more texts arrived.

I’m half way over the Williamsburg bridge.

Alice had indeed mistaken noon for midnight but I laughed it off like it was something I did all the time.

Hahahahahaha

I might have asked if she thought it a little too dark to be midday but the JPEG she’d sent earlier in the week wearing a garter belt and thigh-high stockings muffled any misgivings I might have had about her sanity. Or mine.

Drinnggggg

Twenty minutes later she was standing in my doorway looking gorgeous and sounding crazy. Absolutely gorgeous. Absolutely crazy. It was crucial to her that I be made immediately aware of what drugs she was on. Presumably this was so I could brief the emergency staff if she passed out. Like it had happened before. And though I marveled at her ability to pronounce the names of the drugs without slurring or missing a syllable I mentally pressed mute so I could focus on her undulating lips as they made all manner of cock-friendly shapes. After a dazzling camera-flash of a smile the tongue-twisting polysyllabic nomenclatures of pharmaceuticals subsided in favor of what began to at least look like normal speech.

“I fucked a guy this morning.”

Or evening, depending on whose time zone you subscribed to. Could this be some sort of joke she played on fawning idiots like me? Was that a brooch-shaped camera on her lapel? Was this going out live on RealDatesRealLife.com? Maybe one of the many young men I’d duped into buying my book had hired her to enact this sting. Right now he was ensconced in an armchair somewhere watching us on a widescreen. I thought about waving just to let him know that I knew, but such an act would make Alice the sanest person in the room, and that was unthinkable after seventeen years in AA.

She handed me a brown paper bag with a broken bagel inside it because in her poor befuddled mind: “Breakfast.”

Paradoxes crackled in the air around her.

She was a devout Christian and relied on Jesus even though she had just told me she had committed adultery that morning (which in reality must have meant the previous night). Her husband had served her with the divorce papers so she didn’t feel like she was responsible for the failure of the marriage. She did, however, confess to an ongoing campaign to emasculate him. So much so, she felt like she was now married to a woman and she told him so. In fact she kept returning to this: her husband’s lack of manhood. It made me want to assert mine.

“So do you think, do I have any chance of … you know …”

I nodded at the general area of her groin. She seemed amused by this and immediately shook her head.

“Oh no, doubtful, I don’t think so, shall we go to bed?”

All in the one sentence.

“Are you sure you want to stay? I mean if you want to go I won’t be hurt or angry.”

She was standing up now looking around her, unsure, her nipples visible under the expensive lamb’s wool sweater.

“Awww?” she said as if these were the exact words she had been waiting for me to say.

And just like that we were kissing.

She was like a thin, young, underfed man in my arms. I fretted for a second that she might be transgender and that I was about to feel the hot bulge of an erection against my own. But no, she was just another ex-model who had confused day for night and her husband for a wife. Shaking her pajamas from the tote bag she began to prepare for bed right there, right in front of me. She was topless now as one arm searched for a sleeve.

She had woken up at eleven PM thinking it was eleven AM and rushed out to meet me for what she believed was a midday coffee date. It worked out pretty well though because once we got under the covers she turned out to be very loving and sensual. She was unusually slim but chubby in exactly the right places. I motioned her bony fingers to my cock and she fell easily into sexual step.

The drugs prevented her from having an orgasm, she said, but she was looking forward to mine. Her son had been a caesarean birth because she wanted to preserve her pussy. I slipped my thumb into it from underneath and with my other hand tapped her clit from the front. A deep moan escaped from her as she pushed my hand away and plunged in there with her own. I thought she was going to finger herself but she was checking to see if she was as wet as she thought she was. She stared first at her glistening fingers and then at me as if maybe her trip hadn’t been a waste of time after all.

“Oh my gosh, you have skills. I’m surprised, I mean, I wasn’t expecting …”

I kept at it because basically I didn’t have anything else to do. I hadn’t been sleeping since I broke up with Marian so I might as well finger-fuck a drug-addled gash as binge-watch four more episodes of Renaissance TV.

“I don’t feel like I’m doing enough for you.”

She insisted on sucking my cock and although it was nice (she looked up to ask if she was doing it right) the best thing about it was the sight of her slim body and those pointy tits going in and out of silhouette. Like a seventies actress lit by an Italian cinematographer, or, and I tried not to acknowledge this but I couldn’t help it, like Marian was back.

“If I wasn’t on all these drugs I’d have come four times by now.”

She was worried that divorcing her husband was a mistake. The guy she’d fucked earlier wanted her to watch porn with him.

“Men who watch porn are disgusting.”

When I told her most men were like that she began to talk about how good a catch her husband was in comparison. She married him because he was the opposite of her womanizing manipulative father but now he bored her. She went on about her reliance on Jesus, which was laughable because her reliance on drugs was so much more obvious. And her beauty. She said she used men instead of mirrors. If she wanted to know whether she looked good on a particular day she gauged the level of her attraction from the looks she received from men in the street. Women hated her, and having to be so overly pleasant to them was exhausting. She said the love she felt for her young son was reminiscent of an adolescent romance. Her second chance at first love. Having made life hell for her husband for so long, she knew he would eventually have to divorce her. He was now using the fact that she was on drugs to prove she was an unfit mother.

This was how it worked. They decided it was all over when they were still with you. They starved you of sex and affection. Watched you dry up. Burgled your balls and then delighted in your attempts at retrieving them.

Trazpene was one of the more pronounceable drugs she mentioned and after looking it up I learned that it was an extremely strong antidepressant and that one of its many side effects was a sense of confusion about the time of day and location.

Drinnggggg

Kennedy eventually arrived at 10:10 the following night after originally agreeing to eight PM, but I didn’t mind at all because of her pleasantly ditzy demeanor and all that unexpectedly exposed pale luminous skin. What a rollicking fuck she’d be. Mischief didn’t quite describe what she had in her eyes. Self-destruction maybe. A spirited innocence. As if life itself was crammed into that tiny frame.

At twenty-one all things were still possible. Maybe even sex with the likes of me. She wanted to develop a VR helmet that stimulated the part of the brain governing the orgasm. Not as outlandish as it sounded when you learned that she had spent a year assisting one of London’s top brain surgeons and had already clocked up many hours of valuable experience in the operating theater. She’d resigned though, after some upper-class twats, as she called them, performed a totally unnecessary procedure that went horribly wrong and as a result the patient was fucked-up for life. It was all covered up of course but she couldn’t bear the idea that she was working for such assholes. It didn’t help that they’d mocked her accent. I was left to wonder what offended her more—the malpractice or the accent shaming. But then as if to erase any good impression she might have made she announced she was desperately looking for tickets to Burning Man. One glimpse of her blinding white cleavage and I was tolerant even of this.

The sparkle of a lit fuse.

That’s what I saw in her eyes. She looked out from within herself in the knowledge that time was limited and the game was excellent. The latest contestant in this wobbly-wheeled trolley-dash through the cosmic supermarket. I must have seemed jaded to her. A spent force. Someone who’d had his shot and missed. She excused herself as she thumbed a lengthy text into her phone.

“Sorry, I know this is rude.”

She had already decided I was a nonstarter so there was no need to stand on ceremony. Suddenly her face froze. Reaching for my teacup, my hand had caught her eye like something that had crept onto the table from the floor. Following her gaze I saw why. There, to my horror, and obviously hers, was the indented impression of the side seam of my jeans. Yes, I was old enough to have skin where marks such as these lingered.

She all but shivered with disgust.

Did it now become the subject of her text?

Please call me … I’m sitting here with a dirty old nasty-assed man who has obviously lied about his age (and his height) but I’m too nice to tell him and anyway why should I be the one to set him straight … please call me so I have an excuse to escape!!

Or maybe she had seen all this as soon as she walked in two hours late and there I was licking my lips far too happy to be allowed near anything as luscious as her. I had actually taken the entire day to wash my jeans and shirt and socks and generally prepare for my big date.

Mercifully Alice called as I watched Kennedy texting. I let my phone hum and revolve on the table long enough for her name to be visible for anyone who wanted to know.

Kennedy might not want me but there were those who did.

But then a text: WHO ARE YOU??? PLEASE STOP CALLING ME

She didn’t remember who I was.

I darted a look at Kennedy just as her eyes returned to her own phone. She was going to pretend she hadn’t seen it but I could already see the blush on her cheeks as the interior entertainment looked for an outlet. Then her phone began to vibrate right there between her texting fingers. She answered it.

“Okay great I’ll be right over.”

A friend had just been offered two free tickets but she’d have to leave immediately to pick them up. Did I mind? We could pick this up next time. I was now on the receiving end of the same technique I used only now I had to pretend I didn’t know. My audition was over. Any optimism she’d had about meeting me had been very efficiently snuffed out by meeting me. The Extinguished Man.



She was capable of looking so much better.

And though it was a huge relief not to want to fuck her I couldn’t help feeling cheated that she hadn’t made more of an effort. Even if it was just to show me what I could no longer have. The fact that she hadn’t given any thought to her appearance was a clear statement of disinterest. I shouldn’t mistake this meeting for anything more than a platonic lunch.

Marian was dropping off a fold-up table she’d lugged all the way from Park Slope. This was where she now lived. The place where dreams go to die was how I had once described it when we were together. But I wasn’t about to remind her of that now as I helped her wedge the thing between the diner booth and the wall. It must have been quite an undertaking to get it onto the subway and up the escalator. Such Herculean effort seemed to indicate that she approved of my latest idea to sell books. I had been reluctant to shut down the fake dating profile that harnessed some of the more intimate photos I’d taken of her. Setting up that profile had been an undeniably scummy thing to do and I would have understood if she never spoke to me again.

But the fact that she was sitting there across from me now seemed to me to imply there might be an outside chance for us. At least she was willing to meet me. Or maybe she was just enjoying the prospect of seeing me on the street trying to sell books to uncaring New Yorkers.

It wasn’t going to be easy.

This approach would need to be more successful than a beautiful, seminaked, supposedly French photographer/model who promised sex in exchange for buying a book. How could a guy standing behind a table compete with that?

She picked up the salt shaker.

“You want me to balance it?”

This referred to the time, three years earlier, when she had caused an identical shaker to stand at an impossible angle, propped invisibly on a couple of grains of salt. I was transfixed at the time not so much by the trick itself but by the flush of triumph in her face as she pulled it off. I had taken a photo, ostensibly of the leaning salt cellar, but I made sure she was very much in focus. It turned out to be one of those heartbreaking photos I could now hardly bear to look at.

She looked ravaged.

By the city? By me? Did she sense this had been a beautiful moment in the early flush of our romance? How skillful of her to revisit it now juxtaposed as it was with the stalemate that represented our present feelings for each other. It was the same technique a film director used to make his audience cry. First make them fall in love with the characters. Invite them to share in the laughter and charm. Seduce them, stir their souls, open their hearts, wait until they’re enthralled. Then start the arguments and show the disagreements. Begin breaking the spell so that by the time the on-screen couple are sulking and separated the viewer is also hardened and resigned. That’s the moment to remind them of the halcyon days with a surgically placed flashback.

The specific brand of folding table in question was no longer being manufactured and was actually quite sought-after. She knew this because her roommate had at one point used it to sell jewelry on Brooklyn sidewalks. Basically Marian was calling my bluff. To be fair, I had lied to her (and by association, her roommate) so many times already they couldn’t really be sure what to believe.

If I was ever going to fondle that lovely pale ass again I would have to go through with it, but I couldn’t shake the feeling that having announced my intention to self-flagellate she had just made me the gift of a beautifully crafted whip.
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She had to be at least seventy years old.

Maybe more. Everything seemed to hang from her: clothes, hair, skin.

“Bridgit left you a message?”

The head of a little dog poked out of her tote bag.

I had of course seen her in the corridor many times and nodded or exchanged banalities about the weather or the corresponding holiday depending on the time of year.

I was indefinitely indebted to Bridgit for getting me into a two-bedroom rent-controlled apartment in the East Village. If I had a first-born she would have been well within her rights to it. She was welcome to whatever favors I could muster.

Mrs. Sejenko, my downstairs neighbor, was leaving for a week to visit a relative in Kansas and she couldn’t take her Chihuahua with her. Would I mind keeping an eye on him for a few days? Keeping an eye on him sounded like something I could do from a distance. It sounded like the equivalent of watering a few plants. So I agreed. But apparently a dog needed to be taken out at least twice a day and fed too. And Chihuahuas were particularly needy little fuckers.

A plant would have been preferable.

Anyway, I was introduced to a beige rat called Barney and handed a leash and some blue plastic bags (for picking up his shit) and a bag of edible pellets with which to manufacture the shit. Pre-shit. Shit-in-waiting.

“Thank you so much for doing this,” she said, handing me a piece of paper with some handwritten instructions and a phone number on it. She seemed overly grateful. I found out later that real dog-sitters charge as much as $300 a day.

But Barney seemed cool.

Until she left.

As soon as the door closed, there escaped from his little throat a kind of unremitting shriek that seemed to enter my skull under my eyelids and stab at the interior with aural knives. I was virtually a hermit apart from the occasional female so this was definitely going to be an imposition. But a hermit needed a cave and I was eternally grateful to Bridgit for providing me with one.

I would do her this favor or any other she asked of me. In her email she had tried to sweeten the deal by reminding me that girls love to see a guy walking a dog and though it seemed like salesmanship I was eager to test out the theory. I didn’t tell her that I already knew the reason women were attracted to men with dogs was because they imagined they’d make great fathers. Or more accurately that in owning a dog he demonstrated a willingness to deal with all manner of excretion. Not something I wanted a girl thinking I was good at. Anyway, as it turned out I didn’t attract even one girl. But Barney did. They began smiling fifty paces away. As Barney’s butler I would receive no more than a salutatory nod. And yet I could see how such encounters could be intensely erotic. When two dogs met they made straight for the other’s genitals. Or tried to. In fact the dogs behaved in a way that all New Yorkers would if it weren’t for the cultural constraints that bound us. But these women ignored the conversational potential of two animals basically eating other out until the unfettered carnality taking place at our feet was reduced to a cutesy interchange. Oh he’s so cute!! How old? I love his collar!!

I had been looking forward to sharing a bench with the models I’d seen in the Tompkins Square dog run, but line three on my sheet of paper forbade me from bringing him there since Chihuahuas were known to be “antisocial.” Basically I should walk him twice a day, pick up his shit, and feed him.

After one of our walks on a ridiculously humid day we got back to my apartment, I kicked off my sneakers, and Barney pounced thirstily on my feet. His long pink tongue protruded and retreated in and out of the nasty sweat-filled crevices between my toes. The nastier the toe-jam the more frenzied his slurping. He looked like he’d lost all reason. Whatever dog-logic had governed him up to that point dissolved. If I moved my foot to get more comfortable he whined in panic, pawing at my toes. The frantic scratching and screaming only stopped when I spread my toes again, giving that darting tongue access to the most unmentionable nooks. Here it seemed was where the gold resided. The unexpected effect was a cooling down of my fevered frontal lobe as if my brain was being magically air-conditioned. Barney got busy. Whenever I tired slightly of holding my toes wide he helpfully slid a paw sideways between them, ensuring continued access. Of the week he spent with me it was obvious that he was happiest at moments like these and so, I have to admit, was I. He had no interest in me after I showered. None whatsoever. So much so I felt rejected.

He literally turned up his nose.

An unbidden thought arrived in me: If it feels that good on your feet … One day after a grueling trudge around the block in ninety-degree heat we arrived back up the stairs and as was customary for me in such conditions I shrugged off my sweaty shorts, sneakers, and T-shirt and made straight for the air conditioner. But on this day I decided to try something new. I stripped off as usual but this time I lay on the couch. I didn’t need to invite Barney to join me since he was already licking my feet before they were even out of their socks.

The scent drove him crazy.

I would tease him by drawing the sock back and forth over the dizzying fumes. He’d scrape at the sock hoping it would just fall away but he had to learn that carnal desire is all the more satisfying when it is denied. Barney would know the anguish I had had to endure in my pursuit of human honey. But who among us can refuse the repeated attempts of such persistent passion? To be the custodian of so much joy was in itself intoxicating. In the end I acquiesced and yes, he would have his wicked, stinky-tongued way with me. After a mind-cooling minute of this sort of wanton bacchanalia (Barney never quite stopped, he just slowed down) the frenzy gave way to a more methodical, less intense tongue and slurp. He had already consumed the cream and was now merely mopping up. Soon he would lose interest and begin licking what there was left on his lips. Reason would restore itself and he’d resume his hunt for a perfect nesting place around my apartment, scraping crazily at cushions as if they were mounds of earth. This was when I opened my thighs. He actually looked at me. I blushed. Would he growl? I had obviously crossed a yet-to-be-drawn line between the animal and human kingdoms. Surely something instinctive would intervene, some genealogical cock-block that prevented the birth of unspeakable creatures. Barney didn’t have a word for what was happening and neither did I.

But it was happening.



People strode past with such regularity their passing vertical forms created a strobing effect. It caused an illusion where my table appeared to be moving. It made me queasy. Or maybe I was just sick with myself for being out on the street trying to sell books to cliff-faced New Yorkers. Eye contact was tantamount to physical assault so apart from the occasional sad sympathetic smile, I was completely ignored. How embarrassing for them to have to acknowledge the vagrant behind his table. Why should they be subjected to this? The sidewalk would be that much wider without me. I repositioned my sign.


NOT SO MUCH A MEMOIR AS A LITERARY SELFIE

#TheOxygenThiefDiaries



They could have given a fuck. Just as well I’d brought along some alternatives.


HAVING TROUBLE GIVING A FUCK?

#TheOxygenThiefDiaries



This got some wry smiles and one girl even crouched and took a photo but still nobody stopped. Someone shouted behind me and the queasiness blossomed into paranoia. I’d be stabbed in the spleen by the street vendor whose spot I had surely stolen. Looking nervously around while at the same time trying to induce passersby to stop was dizzying. Man Stabbed on Prince Street. I’d be on the evening news. Would Marian see it? At least she’d realize I was serious about getting her back. What photo would they use? Would they show the book? I’d be okay with losing a kidney if the book got a mention on national TV. But I could be lying dead in a pool of blood and these fuckers still wouldn’t stop. They’d probably quicken their pace. This was now my life? I selected my most philosophical sign. I’d been of two minds about using it since it wasn’t exactly the most cheery of my quotes but they were leaving me no choice. I placed it in front of the others.


SPOILER ALERT, WE ALL DIE AT THE END

#TheOxygenThiefDiaries



If nothing else, I had plenty of time to think.

How lucky I’d been to have Marian. How stupid I was to lose her. How tolerant she’d been of me when in fact I’d thought I was the one tolerating her.

A graphic example came to mind.

The day she gave me the table, she escorted me to Prince Street, partly, I thought, to see if I really was going to go through with it. Unloading my repurposed laundry cart, I became aware, as she read my signs for the first time, that she had noticed something on one of them. Half-raising her arm she looked like she was about to point it out but then seemed to think better of it.

I wanted her to believe that the only reason I was out there was to demonstrate my willingness to generate sales without using photos of her ass. That shutting down the fake profile was the only option open to me because doing right by her was more important than booksales. This was bookselling at its most self-flagellatory. I wanted her to watch as I humiliated myself trying to get New Yorkers to give a shit about my brutally honest memoir. Surely any man willing to prostrate himself thusly was worthy of a second chance.

But the truth was datemedotcom had shut me down.

Someone complained.

Actually a lot of people complained. And the yacht-owning entrepreneur who had initially acknowledged my brilliance as a marketer disappeared when he realized he wasn’t going to meet the beautiful Françoise. That, in fact, she didn’t exist.

Marian retrieved her hand and instead made a comment about it looking like rain. This was an explosive enough subject to distract a fledgling street vendor like myself from remembering to ask what she was going to say. Rain had taken on new significance, representing, as it now did, the urgent need to pack up my wares and seek shelter. But as her hand returned to her side and I sacrificed what little dignity I had left to the frenzy of packing up, I forgot all about it until some months later when a would-be wag in a tweed suit and a flat cap took enormous pleasure in pointing out a typo located in exactly the same spot Marian had decided not to draw attention to.


F. SCOTT FITZGERALD FOR THE IPAD GERNERATION

—Richard Nash, Soft Skull Publishing



Tipping his pretentious thirties-style James Joyce cap, he bade me adieu and strode away, shaking his head at the good of it. I was humiliated of course. Especially since I had just spent ten minutes trying to convince him that Lars von Trier’s production company was looking at a treatment of the book. But even more humbling was the realization that Marian had considered our relationship so irreparable there was no point in bringing the error to my attention. I’d only accuse her of enjoying my misfortune or of kicking me when I was down. Or had she decided it was more satisfying to let me stand out there represented by typos?

She’d already told me that when we’d split the bill in restaurants she secretly accepted less than half the full amount since I objected when the total came to even a penny more than the menu price. Being European I conveniently ignored the need to factor in tax and tips. To keep the peace she paid the extra dollars without telling me. Really? Charming wonderful me? The advertising hotshot who once thought nothing of buying hundred-dollar dinners for his dates.


FROM MIDAS TO TIGHT-ASS

#TheOxygenThiefDiaries



I would soon learn there was only one trustworthy indicator of rain on Prince Street and that his name was Stone Cold Joe. A Korean jewelry vendor who read the surrounding environs like an Aborigine. Three droplets of moisture on the surface of his table was tantamount to exfiltration. And he wasn’t fooled by artificial rain from air conditioners or the jettisoned contents of airline toilets. He’d been doing this for twenty-five years. In fact if you googled Prince Street you’d see him and his table from three different angles on Street View. He was as much a part of the street as the hydrants. No surprise then that the moment he began to disassemble his table the rest of the vendors followed. Within seconds, two, three, sometimes more Asian men appeared out of nowhere pushing shopping trolleys stuffed with every imaginable sort of umbrella, racing for the best spots on Broadway. They were already giddy with excitement since the sight of Stone Cold Joe packing up meant they were about to make a killing.

“You wan a yellow?”

This was what he called a banana. Presumably if the concept worked for an orange then it was worth extending. I must have looked downhearted because he offered me one now.

He had inherited the wife of a friend, another Korean vendor, who had died some years earlier. The street vending license passed to her. Every day at noon he helped Mrs. Lee set up shop next to me. They were the closest thing to a couple we had out there. They’d argue pleasantly over who should pay for the disgusting trays of slop silently delivered to them by a fallow Asian on an electric bicycle. He waited patiently while Mrs. Lee, who was regularly mistaken for Yoko Ono, and Stone Cold Joe went through the charade of trying to secure from the other the privilege of paying.

Stone Cold usually won. But not without a fight.

The real Yoko Ono lived around the corner in a loft on Greene Street and when, on the rare occasions, she walked among mortals our resident vendor of hats (in summer) and socks (in winter) filmed her on his phone and posted the results on @HatsAndSocksTom.

Mrs. Lee sold onesies with the legend PARTY IN MY ROOM 4AM BRING A BOTTLE emblazoned across the front. People, women mostly, stopped, pointed, and went limp with laughter before taking a picture and making a purchase. The onesies sold steadily at $15 each but on more than one occasion I noticed an artsy type, usually a man, considering not just the onesies but Mrs. Lee herself. Before long, others stopped to stare at what he was staring at. This happened so often Mrs. Lee recognized the signs and in a bid to deflect the unwanted attention covered her table and sauntered off up the street in the hope that they’d lose interest and be gone by the time she returned. But the more she avoided them the more likely it seemed to the culturally astute that Yoko Ono was curating a sort of postmodern consumer-centric comment on the nature of capitalism.

After all, such occurrences were not without precedent.

Only a few blocks away the elusive and anonymous graffiti artist Banksy had hired an elderly actor to sit with his paintings and pose as an artist/vendor, and no one realized it until the story broke the next day and the man who paid $20 for a painting learned he was a millionaire. New York’s intellectual elite would not be caught out twice.

Beginning with tentative nods of the head it evolved to finger-pointing and escalated to the taking of pictures. Before long, a crowd gathered around her table. The attention might have been welcome had they bought onesies but they were too busy trying to keep Mrs. Lee in focus. Having learned that the best thing to do was just walk away, thereby removing the temptation, she’d sometimes arrive at my table with her entourage in tow. I took photos of her holding my book and Tweeted it under the caption Cultural Icons. It was retweeted so much and attracted so many comments and likes I would have clarified that we shouldn’t confuse a widowed Korean vendor of onesies with the woman who broke up the Beatles, but such a complex idea was impossible to convey in less than two hundred and forty charac



Drinnggggg and Ping

I’m outside

Marian was about to take me on a road trip to New Paltz.

She insisted I bring some laundry because she knew a cool fifties-style laundromat there. The trip had all the makings of a memorable outing. I knew I couldn’t overtly point to anything romantic but all the ingredients were in place should the opportunity arise.

Fearful that she’d get honked at for holding up traffic I pummeled down the stairs and burst out the door to find her already out of the car and sauntering toward me. This was so unexpected I stopped in my tracks. She wore a tiny black cardigan buttoned over a black T-shirt and skintight black leggings that stopped just short of a pair of matte black ankle-high cowboy boots.

It certainly didn’t help that she looked better than I’d ever seen her. Had she selected this outfit especially for me? It had to be for me because we were about to spend the day together.

“Fucking hell!” I said.

It was so uncharacteristic.

She had never gotten out of her car like this in all the time we’d been together. She hated idling in the street because Manhattan’s drivers only allowed a few seconds’ grace before the honking began. I hoped it was because she wanted me to absorb the full, unfiltered force of her attraction before we set off. She met my hug halfway but stiffened on my approach like she was bracing herself against a chest-high wave. The result was an extremely awkward misdirected kiss to her neck.

And as if to confirm my sense of alarm a car honked behind us. Having done such horrible things to her I was surprised she’d want to be with me under any heading and yet here she was. There was a luminous flash of calf above the short black cowboy boot as she turned to get back in the car, and her logic-melting ass made a momentary appearance before concealing itself in the driver’s seat. I stood in the street transfixed as she slammed her door and adjusted what looked like a new pair of Jackie O sunglasses helmeted by the oh-so-French-looking bangs.

Another honk and then two more in quick succession.

And she was being so chatty. Again this was unusual for her. Since we were en route to the town where she’d gone to college, every hydrant, road sign, and storefront evoked memories and stories only half-related before the next prompt arrived around a bend. It was as if her better self waited for us in the town ahead and she couldn’t wait to introduce me. She looked like a pale East European art student, amazed at everything. I felt fortunate to be in the car with her, to be allowed to look at her. This was not the girl I had so cynically gotten rid of. This was the beauty I’d felt unworthy of when we first met.

She wanted to revisit a forest trail that led to the ruins of an old mill she’d explored years before. The denuded forest stood ankle-deep in brown and yellow leaves and blushed in the deepening orange of the setting sun. I couldn’t decide how to behave. Weren’t we supposed to be just friends now? Was she showing me this secret place so I could get to know her better?

To see new sides of her? Or was I just castrated company on a trip down memory lane?

Astonishingly, she posed for pictures.

She wasn’t afraid I’d use them for another fake profile? This was a good sign. She even tolerated a minor adjustment to one of her poses. Surely there had to be some feeling left over from our three years together. I decided to behave like we were still together. It was all I knew how to do. If nothing else it’d remind her of what she was missing: the lighthearted, witty, confident, easygoing, self-effacing Irishman.

She smiled, acknowledging the effort from the perspective of a detached observer. It was as if she could see how well it would work on someone else. This went on for longer than I would have thought bearable. For the most part she said nothing, only breaking her silence to correct me. I had just referred to the sunset as being azure and pronounced the word with as much of a French accent as I could muster. There was a time when she would have loved this.

“Yeah, azure is blue,” she said matter-of-factly.

No apology, no concern for my feelings. She might as well have been out for a walk with someone with Alzheimer’s. As if she knew the correction wouldn’t register but she was duty-bound to make it. The sky was so orange now it tinted us. I tried to alleviate the tension by offering to take her picture in this light and she immediately folded her arms in a playful gangsta pose. She looked incredibly beautiful in that instant but she was gone again as soon as the picture was taken. I had until that moment always imagined that azure meant orange. It was shameful for an award-winning art director to be humbled by this glowingly lit girl.

“Will you send me those pictures?” she said, regretting the need to have to ask me for something.

We managed to get our laundry loaded into the washers and with an hour to kill as the machines churned we decided to get something to eat. But as soon as we sat down in the cute little blue-and-white café serving Greek gyros I gave in to an urge to blurt. She was keeping me at a distance and it wasn’t fair. Surely we needed to clarify what was going on.

She looked embarrassed. For me, not for herself.

“I’m in the same place,” she said, which I immediately mistook to mean we were on the same page—that she agreed with me. But hang on. In the same place? Meaning the same place she was when she said no the last time. And yet she didn’t seem at all sure of what she was saying.

I began to cry.

It wasn’t something I had planned.

She looked so good and loving through my tears. She even kissed one or two away, which only encouraged me to emote all the more. If tears got me kissed then tears it would be. She held my hand over the table and smiled kindly, more comfortable now in the role of nurse.

But she was nurse and malady in one.

She seemed more relieved than I was. Did she need to see me in tears before she could believe anything I said? Maybe she was just enjoying the sight of me suffering. I had been a complete cunt to her while we were together, but I felt justified since I was sure she just wanted to trap me into cohabitation, marriage, and baby-rearing. She was extra sweet to me now almost as if she approved of the crying. I would have been mortified if she had been the one crying in a café with other people around but she actually seemed proud of me. It was the first time since I’d known her that she wanted to show me off.

But since I now had her full attention I ventured further out onto the ice. I told her that I now found myself in the position where I was yearning for a text or an email from her and that when we met I was all trembly about what she was going to say next and that when I was away from her again I was obsessively checking my email.

“That’s how I was when I was with you.”

I’d lost her again. In the car on the way back to New York she held my hand tightly like she was afraid I’d drift out the window into the passing trees. She pretty much drove with one hand all the way back to New York and I pretty much cried all the way, partly from necessity and partly because I knew she liked it.

When we arrived back in New York she turned to me.

“How are you doing?”

I had recovered and was enjoying myself far too much. I was giddy in fact.

“How am I doing?” I was so happy, I thought I might start crying again. “How are we doing?”

She looked disappointed, I had ruined not just the moment but the entire trip. I got out and found the trunk already popped. She was now in a hurry to get away. A car honked behind me. Retrieving my laundry bag, I hugged it without meaning to. It would absorb the force of the recoil as she accelerated away from me.

I began to compose an email.

Thank you for the clarity today … as I think you could see it’s just too difficult for me to be around you when there’s no chance of us getting back together … maybe we should take a break from seeing each other and see how that goes?



Isabel was a spherical Haitian woman who wore the most amount of color I’d ever seen on one person. The effect was that she seemed already audible before she spoke. Her table was the next one down from Stone Cold Joe and Mrs. Lee. Not that you could see it buried under the proliferation of scarves, sunglasses, bracelets, and beads. Sitting on a fold-up chair, she looked like her wares had spilled off the table into a human-shaped heap at one end.

I marveled as she repeatedly employed her fail-safe sales technique on the countless customers who tried to bargain her down.

“That’s racist,” she announced in a voice loud enough for everyone to hear.

They immediately bought hats, scarves, and sometimes sunglasses, the better to hide their shame. It was an interesting strategy. Draw on the bottomless well of Caucasian guilt and slake your thirst for revenge and recompense. Inspired, I harnessed a less intense but equally entrenched source of prejudice.


NO, I DON’T HAVE FUCKING TOURETTE’S, I’M IRISH

#TheOxygenThiefDiaries



A tall angular young man stopped abruptly. I waited for him to congratulate me on my new sign but it was the book that caught his eye. He sent worried looks up and down the street and I got the impression he would have liked to check under my table but he was exercising restraint. His eyes continued to dart left and right before returning to me, obviously disappointed.

“I read this book …” he said at last and then stopped himself, as if regretting having told me. As if he was being forced to reveal information he’d rather hold on to.

“A friend recommended it.”

“Really?” I said. “Who was that?”

“This really hot chick said I should read it if I wanted to meet her.”

I was careful not to overreact.

“And … you read it.”

“Yah.”

“Did you like it?

“It was all right.”

“Did you meet her?”

His eyes searched mine. I thought for a second he was going to lunge at me but instead he looked around again hoping the object of his desire would return from her coffee break. Maybe I could provide a clue to her whereabouts. He was reluctant to leave. I tried to imagine some further use I could make of him but as far as I was concerned he was a spent force. A wandering soul. He’d obviously bought the book on Françoise’s recommendation, but selling him the sequel, in which he was listed among the gullible fools stiffed by my marketing prowess, would expose me as the Oxygen Thief and put my precious spot at risk when he returned with his friends looking for satisfaction.

“No. She just disappeared.”

He stood there hoping I’d contradict him.

Ping

Tilden Beach? Saturday?

It was the owner of the very ass that bewitched this poor guy. Far from addressing my email suggesting we take a break, she was just going to ignore it. I obviously hadn’t meant it so she was saving me the embarrassment of having to acknowledge I’d ever sent it. Where did she get the confidence to know I was so besotted with her? That Saturday I answered my own question.

“You look like a fifties film star.”

I didn’t care how she took the information, I just wanted her to know it. Why keep it from her? That was what I’d always done, withheld compliments so she wouldn’t have power over me. I didn’t dare look at her directly in case she thought I was waiting for a reward but I imagined her resisting a natural urge to smile. Why would she resist smiling? Because she knew its dizzying effect was like drugs to me and she would want to deny me that. It was gut-wrenching not being able to touch her or be in any way romantic and yet I was grateful to be beside her in the passenger seat. It was as if we were learning about each other for the first time. Or maybe I was now willing to open myself up to her since I had concealed so much the first time around. The first time around? My emotions were like the children of divorced parents desperately trying to dress up a platonic trip to the beach as a romantic reunion.

Three years earlier, if I noticed something distasteful about her I’d ignore it because well, what was the point? She’d soon be dumped and there was no sense in wasting time nurturing something that would soon be discarded. But now that I wanted her back this could never be said out loud: Marian, for the three years we were together I didn’t care what you said or did because I knew I was going to dump you, but now that I might want to keep you around I’m willing to at least entertain the idea of understanding you … can we have sex now?

I had no way of knowing she had put on a bikini under her clothes so when she began to undress right there in front of me any hopes I had of seeing her naked plummeted like shot-down doves. Stepping out of her shorts, she spun round and basically slapped me in the face with the sight of a bush so unkempt it had outgrown the confines of her navy bikini bottom. So unchecked was its proliferation it had begun to encroach on the beautiful pale skin of her inner thighs and the world in general.

I was instinctively insulted.

Its progress said more about her feelings for me than anything she could ever have articulated. And she was so proud of it, brandishing it around in front of my meticulously shaved head and face. I felt hot. Panicky even. The ocean began to look inviting not just because I could soothe my fevered thoughts but because it would conceal the tears I felt welling up inside me.

The term bushwhacked presented itself.

I sensed her disgust at my subjugation. I needed to get away from this. I needed to take what I’d learned, if anything, away with me. We couldn’t ever get back to where we once were. This girl didn’t even like me now, let alone love me. None of this was acknowledged of course, and I tried to behave as if I was squinting philosophically out to sea.

I tried not to ogle a very shapely girl who got up from a blue towel beside us and sauntered toward the ocean. She looked like a model in a commercial. She was probably in her late thirties but she had a quiet contented smile that made her seem much younger. I would have loved to spend the day with her instead but I felt I owed Marian more opportunities to torture me. To avenge herself. I had no say in how she took this revenge; all I could do was turn up and stand still while she obtained satisfaction. It seemed fair. Hopefully she’d get it out of her system and we could move on.

“Nice butt,” she remarked as the girl sashayed past.

Now we were buddies checking out chicks?

“I prefer yours,” I said, and she immediately made a face.

It was time to jump in the ocean.

At one point a huge wave knocked her over and when it subsided she sat in the surf dazed with her bikini top knocked sideways and her gorgeous tits in plain view. Smiling in the way people do when they’re not sure what has just happened, she looked around trying to catch her breath. Still blinking the water away she looked over at me. I said nothing. I was far enough away that she couldn’t make out how longingly I looked at those perfect breasts or how satisfied I was to see her knocked on her ass. I had been knocked a couple of times too and I wondered if she had enjoyed that sight as much as I was enjoying this one. She had certainly laughed hard enough. A mean, impractical laugh. She must have wondered why I was still standing there up to my waist in water looking at her because suddenly her head dipped and she realized she’d been virtually topless for the preceding forty seconds. Without looking at me she quickly adjusted herself and those lovely tits disappeared forever.
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