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To the fearless queer pioneers for their bravery and perseverance in creating a community we could all live in safely. Thank you for your vulnerability, kindness, and fierce dedication to taking up space in the world.






WARNING

This book contains instances of alchemy, baiting, compassion, corn, corporate greed, dominance, fascism, gender dysphoria, gender questioning, government oppression, heteronormative assumptions, humor, idealism, ideas, inclusiveness, kindness, misgendering, noir sex, police actions, police ineptitude, queer everything, queer sex, rebellion, romance, sarcasm, sex, speculation, straight sex, submission, suspense, teasing, unidentifiable political stances, witchcraft, and zest.





Dear Reader,

If you’re of a certain age, you’ll recall the sound and feel of ’90s dial-up internet: the beeps, the buzzing, the wild sense of possibility. This was the World Wide Web, the Information Superhighway, a newfangled means of connection through chat rooms and electronic mail; it is the neon-bright, erotically charged, and pixelated backdrop of this very special book. Kate Bornstein and Caitlin Sullivan have tapped back into that old buzz to create a new kind of magic entirely.

When the first edition of Nearly Roadkill: Queer Love on the Run was written (original subtitle: An Infobahn Erotic Adventure), homophobia was a cultural norm and AIDS was killing people on a massive scale. Enter the internet, a place where desire could be joyfully explored, no-holds-barred. Caitlin recalls, “How fun was it to use this technology for hot, wicked sex (after you dialed up on your giant tower computer)? So fun.”

Sex was just one of the acts of queer resilience this new technology made possible. Back then, trans people didn’t gather in public. Kate says, “Trans identity was completely about our bodies, then—and most of us were too ashamed or afraid to go out in public, so there was no way to practice embodying the genders we wanted so badly to be. There was no way to meet and share information, to encourage or warn one another. The dawn of virtual reality made it possible for us to learn what words to say, how to flirt, and importantly: how best to say no.” Kate speaks lovingly of The Gazebo, a chat room on America Online founded in 1994 by trans elder and cyberspace superstar Gwendolyn Ann Smith. “The Gazebo was open 24/7 and provided a safe space for trans folk from around the world to gather and talk. That was the beginning of the trans movement—we grew up in cyberspace, and spilled over into real life.”

There was a parallel blossoming for Deaf people who had previously used TTY machines, if they were available, to communicate electronically. As an ally, Caitlin says, “The Deaf community’s online revolution was a joy to behold.” For many marginalized people, the dawn of the Internet marked an end to isolation.

The authors used real chat room culture as inspiration for the 1995 edition of this book but added their own speculative twist, asking, What if the internet was government-surveilled? What if gender identity was policed and commodified for corporate gain? Such imaginings are, of course, eerily prescient today. But Kate and Caitlin’s more hopeful visions have borne fruit too: Since the ’90s trans and queer communities have iterated and blossomed, online and off, not into utopian lockstep but into a vital, creative, and ongoing conversation. A conversation that is crucial as LGBTQ+ rights, immigrant rights, racial justice rights, disability rights, and reproductive rights are threatened or stripped away. A conversation not unlike the one begun by Nearly Roadkill’s lovebirds, Scratch and Winc, back in 1995, and continued by D.I. Drew reporting to us from 2025.

While Nearly Roadkill isn’t a time-travel story, this 30th anniversary “reboot” does bend the laws of time and space, pulling that old dusty ethernet cord as far as it can go, reaching backward from that giant tower computer and forward through the decades to let you know you’re plugged in, you’re part of the big picture, you’re worthy of love. By “you” we mean you, Reader: queer or straight or cis or trans or nonbinary beauty, rebellious lover or lonely heart, enthusiastic or fed-up surfer of Wi-Fi, seeker of justice and joy in a time of great global sorrow. Just like those chatrooms Scratch and Winc can’t stay away from, you have a place here if you want it, whoever you are.

Now, buckle up—the Information Superhighway is a twisting road, and you’re in for a ride.

With love,

Elaina Ellis & Amber Flame

Generous Press







NEARLY ROADKILL: QUEER LOVE ON THE RUN





To: Editor, They/Them magazine

From: D.I. Drew Sparrow

Subject: Nearly Roadkill aka Queer Love on the Run aka The Ballad of Scratch and Winc

Hi Asa,

Thank you so much for the go-ahead on this story. I am excited! Since we originally talked last year, I’ve done some serious sleuthing. I found witnesses, developed reliable online sources, and made deep dives into archival material. I’ve been surprised and moved by what I’ve found; I think you will be too.

The story unfolds over the months and weeks leading up to the infamous “day the Internet went silent” in March of 1995. Of course, the shutdown on that infamous day has been covered—I don’t know about you, but I’ve been hearing about it my whole life (my dad used it to lecture me about online safety)—but no one has ever told the personal story of the two folks who first called for the worldwide Internet strike. Nope, Scratch and Winc have been reduced to footnotes. Why? Who were they? Who were they to each other?

Here’s my elevator pitch: The story of Scratch and Winc is a love story, a queer love story, one of the great love stories of the age.

The bad news is, I haven’t been able to find a trace of Scratch or Winc in the 21st century. Are they dead? Still running? No one knows. It’s well-documented that they ran from the law and initially escaped. But what happened after they limped off into the sunset?

The good news is, the amount of material I have found is staggering: original logs, emails, reports, direct messages, and corporate memos. I scored a ton of internal archives, phone logs, and confidential reports from the Federal Bureau of Census and Statistics. It took me a full year to find and patch it all together into the right order. Now the players can tell their own story of queer love on the run.

There’s no way I can duplicate the experience of reading/living their words live onscreen. This was back in the wild and woolly days of the Internet frontier. No TikTok or Instagram. People actually talked with each other in chat rooms, live chat, direct messaging, you name it. I’ve formatted the manuscript to mimic, as much as possible, how it was coming down in real time.

The entire collection of archival material is book-length, but I’ve broken it into chapters with the idea of They/Them publishing it as a monthly serial. Can’t wait to hear what you think!

All the best,

Drew Sparrow aka D.I. Drew

To: D.I. Drew

From: Editor, They/Them magazine

Subject: Re: Nearly Roadkill aka Queer Love On The Run…

Hi Drew!

Wow, this is a cool concept! I remember our initial conversation and wondered what became of your idea. We’d love to see more.

Can you send some pages?

Thanks,

Asa

To: Editor, They/Them magazine

From: D.I. Drew

Subject: Floppy what?

Hi Asa,

Sweet! I’m so glad you’re interested. I’ve attached a few chapters.

A few things for context:

The most reliable narrative I’ve come across is written by a kid named Toobe. At the time he was a 15-y.o. computer whiz who kept a digital diary. He’s not the center of the love story, but he plays a special role—he documented the adventures of Winc, Scratch, and other Internet misfits.

Have you ever seen a floppy disk? Toobe backed up his own journals and chat logs from his friends onto about a million of them. Which is what I had to work from. Nods to SERVERPRO for their restoration tech. Toobe’s million floppy disks ended up on a 1TB flash drive!

The other logs I got from various sources as mentioned above; Scratch and Winc were very protective of Toobe and made sure he had no access to their explicit sex scenes. Noting this just in case you’re concerned about a teenager lurking online with grown-ups doing adult activities. They interacted with each other as part of a chosen family.

Note that there were no cell phones at the time, let alone smartphones or any kind of wireless Internet connection. Toobe would have to go to a huge “tower” computer just to write an email or join a chat room. Different times.

Right then, here we go!

Cheers,

D.I. Drew (she/they)

P.S. I think it might blow readers’ minds when this series gets published: queers (although they didn’t widely call themselves that) were already “refusing to submit to pronouns” in 1995. Pretty radical. Maybe it’s romantic of me to think this, but I see Scratch & Winc as the early disruptors who led to the wave of pronoun-talk and genderqueer/agender identification that’s been growing for decades. Even now, walking through the world as a nonbinary femme AFAB, it’s hard for most to grasp my fluid use of she/they. But in 1995, these folks are using “hir.” Wild, right?






01 THE LONG HELLO



1995 JOURNAL ENTRY BY TOOBE IF ANYBODY CARES

You can pretend it’s the future if you want to. I don’t give a rat’s furry behind what you need to believe. You can say this kind of stuff doesn’t exist yet, or that it’s really close, like tomorrow, but not today. No such thing as the kind of shit I’m writing, you can say, if that makes you feel better. Heh heh heh. G’head.

There’s all this insidious shit with the govt and electronic invasion. And my two friends are apparently at the heart of this mess. Real revolutionary material: One’s confused and one’s a ditz. They act like damn porpoises on some kind of perpetual cyberwave. Cuz they’re moony for each other.

But they’ve always been serious about one thing in particular: gender! What’s a man, what’s a woman, why do you have to be one or the other? Why do we care? That sort of serious. Both of them, so it’s inevitable that they met, I guess. They refuse to submit to regular pronouns. It’s some kind of thing with them.

People get really pissed when those two refuse to answer what gender they are. Or even gay, straight, or whatever! Talk about doubling your chances if you swing both ways—I guess they swing every which way they can.

But this is where I always get confused. Who does what to who and in what body seems kinda important—doesn’t it? Then Scratch goes into hir “what is gender anyway?” rap. (“Hir” is how they reject gender pronouns altogether.) And I start sputtering, cuz “what’s gender?” is a stupid question, but it’s not as simple as I think. What kind of fool would ask you what gender is?

Gender is the only thing we know, goddammit. But Winc says it’s the only thing we’re told from birth on out. We don’t really know gender; no one even explores or questions it. Ze says (“ze” is another anti-pronoun) that gender gets assigned when you’re born, but we never choose, not like we choose our clothes, jobs, cars, or lovers. Especially in this country, where you think you can choose anything, except the one thing that determines how you’ll be treated the rest of your life you don’t choose, so fuck your gender anyway. Can’t argue with that one.

Things are coming down, and I have a feeling the media is gonna have their usual field day with those two, so I’m making sure there is a true record. And I’m backing up everything.

Me? I’m not really important, but Winc would kill me if ze heard me saying that. I live with my dad in a little apartment in a big city, and I’m not a nerd, but I’m not the school president either. Scratch says it’s normal that I feel this whole life is a huge mass of water pulling down into a drain and I’m trying like hell not to go with it. It’s pulling me to be a boy, which is mostly okay, but there’s parts of me, well… I just don’t tick all the boxes all the time. And then there’s being pulled to be a grown-up, pulled to be socially adjusted, pulled to all this stuff I don’t have a clue about. And apparently I have to choose. Naw. I don’t want to be any one thing, but I don’t have an alternative. Scratch sez I will be something, that I’ll have to choose. Winc sez I won’t have to choose, that I don’t have to make up my mind ever and that even if I choose, I can change my mind and choose again later. Sometimes that’s a comfort, sometimes it just makes me more confused.

I like to think that somebody will find this journal, and it’ll be all poignant like Anne Frank’s Diary.

The first time Scratch and Winc met on America Online (AOL), they were hot for each other. Still are! They wouldn’t tell each other what they are, I mean what sex they are, or anything else for that matter, like how old or what color. It’s a game now with them. I’m not sure anything could make them reveal themselves. It drives me crazy, but they seem to like it. They used to trip out on whether they might be falling for someone of the “wrong” gender, but once they got over that, they got a little compulsive if you ask me, about making sure they didn’t find out. Like taping a football game and not wanting anyone to tell you the final score.

They made up the “ze” and “hir” thing—well, they ripped it off like they rip off so much other stuff, so I use it to write about them, to protect their identities. Or nonidentities. Oh man, I’m confused again.


THE EYES ARE HERE TO HELP YOU



Oh, that reminds me. Can you believe that pop-up arrived just as I was writing in my own journal? Yep. I was online, and this online service promises “complete privacy,” but as you can see… the Eyes found me. The Eyes are a new thing, well, a new term for an old concept.

See, we’re all connected via computers. You can send email or chat messages, very cool. For a long time, it was all chaos and everyone was connected, hopping on- and offline as they pleased, but then the govt got wind of it, and the ad agencies, too, and they said, “Unregulated? No way!” So they started doing little things to make sure everything is “monitored.” (Censored. Protected. Told you it was an old concept.)

So the Eyes are like online beat cops. You can say anything as long as it’s not subversive. ::rolls eyes:: So if they catch you at anything (whatever that is), then the Eye notes that, “for everyone’s own good.”


PERHAPS SOME

ASSISTANCE HERE?



No thanks, Eye, signing off soon.


EYE READ YOU LOUD AND CLEAR, TOOBE. SLEEP WELL.

EYE HAS LEFT THE LOG.



Fuck that noise. It’s creepy how they know my name without me telling them.

Back to my point: Scratch and Winc met online, which means they had no idea who the other was: tall, short, Black, white, whatever. They claim their “real” identities don’t matter, even if they ever meet in real life. But I say they will matter.

Here’s an early email from Winc, kinda shows what ze’s like. Ze cracks me up but also makes me wanna hug hir.


To: Toobe

From: Winc

Subj: IS THIS WORKING?

HEY DUDE, GOT MY MODEM HOOKED UP AND I MADE IT ONLINE. WOW OH WOW OH WOW THIS IS A WAY COOL WORLD. HOPE I’M SENDING THIS RIGHT AND THAT YOU GET IT.

HUGS TO YOU,

—WINC



So I wrote back:


To: Winc

From: Toobe

Subj: Read you LOUD and Clear

Got your message. Welcome to the Net! One little note: don’t write in ALL CAPS okay? That means you’re shouting when you’re online. And here’s a hug from me to you!

{{{{Winc}}}} means I’m hugging you. The more {{{{{{}}}}}}}, the bigger the hugs. A lot of people use them but they’re too cutesy. But I might give you a few sometimes. Or you can put stuff in double colons, like this: ::hugging you:: Anything in a double colon means an action, not what you’re actually saying. And if you want to emphasize something, just put an asterisk around the word; you may have noticed there’s no *italics*.

Have fun. I’m glad you’re here.

Your pal,

—Toobe

To: Toobe

From: Winc

Subj: Ohmigosh!

::shaking my head in amazement::

I am having so much *fun* here, Tooberoo! Sorry for the all caps, I’d never shout at you!

My mind is boggling at the possibilities of stretching who/what I am in this space.

—Winc



Winc always makes me feel good. Just when I think ze’s a major flake, ze comes through. Ze’s a friend, a real one. Doesn’t treat me like a kid. I’m glad ze doesn’t have to go to an office for work, which would kill hir like it kills most people.

A couple of weeks later, ze sends me this:


To: Toobe

From: Winc

Subj: Ohmigosh!

This is amazing! ‘Drag Queen’ is a mighty popular thing, I discovered. (Did you know this already?) Thank you thank you for introducing me to all this! And you’ve been traveling in this world all this time? You are one wise cookie, don’t you ever forget that, you hear me?

{{{{{{{{Toobe}}}}}}}}}

This online stuff: I can explore different ways of relating with people. I can be brave one night, timid the next. I can saunter or mince, attract or pursue.

Know what I mean, bean?

—Winc



I totally get what ze means, and I have no idea why ze knows I would, but I’m glad. Even if I act like a shit sometimes, ze still keeps talking to me like I understand, and so… I do.




END TOOBE ENTRY


To: Editor, They/Them magazine

From: D.I. Drew

Subject: Journals and privacy

Now onto your first excerpt from Winc’s journal, which I got from… never mind where, I have my sources. I was relieved to learn that anything in Scratch and Winc’s journals were for their eyes only, no Toobe allowed!

This next log by Winc seems to be from about when ze first started to record hir online encounters, conversations, etc. No one dated anything, dammit, so no embedded dates, but I’m guessing this was maybe late 1994?

Cheers,

Drew






WINC JOURNAL ENTRY

The bottom line here seems to be sex, yay! So that’s where I started.

Last night in a chat room I used a couple of different names, right? (Thanks to Toobe for teaching me *that* one.) I went into one room called the Flirt’s Nook, and this guy said, Wanna go private? and I said, Sure (no idea what it meant), so he gives me the name of this room.

So I go there, and he starts *taking off his clothes*! I mean, online he does. He used that double-colon thing, ::I’m stripping off my shirt:: etc. It’s amazing! So ::blush:: we have sex right there! He asks me what I look like, what I’m wearing, and it’s kind of like the phone sex work I do only better, because there’s even *more* to the imagination!

So he has his way with me ::grin:: and then he just *signs off*! Poof, he’s gone. ::wryly:: Guess he came, huh? That’s what guys do on the phone line, too, they come, then they hang up.

At that point, I figured in for a penny, in for a pound. So I signed off, then signed back on as, get this, a major macho dude! HAHAHAHAHAHA! And I had *more* sex—with some women this time! *Then* I signed off and signed back on as a DRAG QUEEN!

And I had all this sex with straight boyz and gay boyz AND straight girlz.

All of this is like when I’m working my phone line, being someone else for some guy. Only, online it’s really *me*, a different aspect of me. *For* me. Not for some guy who’s payin’ me to be his fantasy.

I want to learn to do *that* in the real world. My dream come true!




END WINC ENTRY


To: Editor, They/Them magazine

From: D.I. Drew

Subject: New character

Hi Asa,

Have I got a treat for you today!

Enter a character called Jabbathehut, apparently a friend of Toobe. Toobe calls Jabba “she,” so I will too. Jabba writes the technical and legal accounts of the story in a kind of narrative. Reminds me of a smoky film noir scene. Enjoy.

Let me know if you have questions about this next batch of materials—

Cheers,

Drew






NARRATIVE ENTRY, JABBATHEHUT

Green walls. Darker green trim. Wherever one might glance from the vantage point of Wally Budge’s well-worn government issue swivel chair, there’s some shade of green. The brightest green is the monitor into which Wally Budge is now peering: it’s positively glowing green. The lone window in his office is a pale brown-yellow: layers of nicotine obscure nature’s one shot at adding some real green to Wally Budge’s life at the Federal Bureau of Census and Statistics. Wally Budge couldn’t describe the color of his office walls if you paid him. He’s 46 years old, and the best he can come up with is: “The same color I went to school with.”

Cigarette wedged between his fingers, he reads the daily reports offered by the FBCS’s twin Cray supercomputers; he’s sucking at a hole in his teeth, an annoying habit, but Budge has no one left in his life to annoy. Three failed marriages and two lost custody battles, so no one to care about his three-pack-a-day cigarette habit, no one to wince at the soft sucking sounds his tongue makes as it pokes the well-traveled cracks and crevasses of his teeth. His nicotine-stained fingers are, ironically, well-manicured; they now dance clumsily across the worn and battered keyboard of one of the Bureau’s oldest desktop computers as he adds information to his spreadsheet. He peers up at the screen from time to time in search of a clue, a pattern. And for someone outside a pattern.

Wally Budge knows that once you have a pattern down, criminals show up outside it; criminals will inevitably break the patterns laid down by the law. He begins humming a mangled version of “London Bridge is Falling Down.” Good sign for him, bad sign for some poor sap trying to escape the length of this particular lawman’s long arm.

His monitor beeps, and on his screen flashes:


To: FBCS Investigations

From: DevilsOwn

Date: (transmission garbled)

Subj: Think about this, my fine-fettered friend…

“Of course the entire effort is to put oneself

Outside the ordinary range

Of what are called statistics.”

—Stephen Spender



Budge snorts once and hits SAVE. The hackers are getting downright poetic. At first he’d been alarmed by the ease with which some of these people could read his files, but he’s learned there is nothing you can do about them except collect what they send you, save their electronic signatures, and build a profile—those files are getting fat. Who knows, they might come in handy some day. He has, however, the persistent suspicion that the hackers are only letting him collect what they want him to collect.

It was easy enough to spot patterns in the old days: the object of everyone’s desire had been money, and money had very few possible pathways—into and out of banks, or into and out of the black market. Follow the money, and eventually you’d find your criminal. But money is on the way out, and the world is beginning to trade in information.

Information, Budge quickly discovered, can come from anywhere and can go anywhere else, be it cyberspace or real space. And there is no clearly defined black market for information. Well, none that the Registration Enforcement Task Force is aware of. That’s why Budge is humming happily: he’s discovered a pattern, and it’s finally starting to pay off.

Not that any of his supervisors had wanted to hear about it. A month ago, he’d tried to explain it to them:

“Most people sign onto the Net with whatever name they’re given by the system or whatever name pops into their head at the time,” he’d said to the roomful of FBCS brass. “They tend to go to more or less the same areas of the Net time after time.”

His audience had looked at him blankly. He was used to it.

“Okay,” he continued gamely. “Let’s say some Joe out there is going online using the name JoeBlow, and let’s say you’re going to find him night after night in a corner of the Net called, say, Flirt’s Corner. One guy, one name, one place to hang out and shoot the electronic breeze. With me?”

Heads nodding tentatively. The word flirt had made most of the men nervous.

“Right,” Budge continued, buoyed slightly.

“Then there’s this other type: the guy who changes his name night to night from JoeBlow to JoeCool to CoolBlue to Blue Velvet to whatever, but that’s still him in that Flirt’s Corner room, no matter what his name is. He’s got a lot of names, but only one personality, like a core identity. He’s no different, really, from the first guy.”

The half-dozen faces bore the unmistakable look of “Yeah, so?” But Budge was on a roll.

“Finally, there’s the guy who keeps changing not only his name but also his entire identity—he doesn’t have a single, unshakable identity.”

His audience had looked decidedly uncomfortable with that one. Single, unshakable identities were, after all, the basis of any social grouping and key to their profiling techniques.

Budge forged ahead. “These folks might hang out in Flirt’s Corner one night, Bible Talk the next night, and Love My Puppy the next. If they’re doing that online,” he’d concluded triumphantly, “they’ll do that offline too. Those are the folks who will refuse to Register their identities with you all.”

It was the undersecretary of the Bureau who’d broken the uneasy silence.

“Even if that is true,” she’d said quietly, “how do you propose to find them? Follow every person on the Net to see how many names each of them has?”

“No, ma’am, no, we don’t have to follow these… what do we call these people? Criminals? Rebels? Freaks? Nah, they’re going to announce themselves to us loud and clear when they fill out their own profiles.”

He thought it was so clear, but nothing but blank stares.

A memo flashing on his screen shakes Budge out of the memory of that meeting.


To: FBCS Investigations

From: Inspections&Reports

Subj: quotas

It has been noted that several departments have not submitted a projection on the status of Registration evaders. To complete the Divisional report, we need:


	A projection (in percentile figures) of Registration evaders in your online sectors;

	A summary of the tactics you plan to employ to identify the evaders.



Kindly respond by day’s end.

—RR



He shakes his head. Right. Good plan.

But in that meeting, he’d tried so hard to make things clear:

“So, Ol’ Joe, he keeps going into Flirt’s Corner… well, pretty soon he’s going to be targeted for breath fresheners, time-share condos in the islands, and adult videos. Fits a pattern. But if someone changes identities all the time, they’ll get ads for everything from—” and here Budge had paused, glanced down at a printout, smiled, and said, “mutual funds to skateboard insurance. So all you gotta do is watch who’s getting more than their fair share of ads.”

He might as well have been speaking Klingon.

“Look, there’s that whole marketing group, Allied Consumer Industries. They represent virtually every company that spends more than a nickel a year in advertising. Right now they keep records of who gets which ads and sort that by zip code. Right?”

Heads nodding slowly.

“Right! But now, with the Net, you can flip a switch and you will know exactly which individuals are getting which ads. All we have to do,” he’d pointed out, “is find someone who shows up in one too many marketing windows.”

More blank stares, but Budge ignored them. He was on a roll. He had a pattern, and he’d found some folks he suspected were breaking it.

“Those are the ones who won’t register an identity, the ones who don’t have an identity to begin with. Those are the folks who are telling us about themselves right now, three months before the Registration deadline.”

They’d looked at him with polite smiles, dismissing him without really saying a word. He’d seen that look before: they were giving him just enough rope to hang himself. Well, perhaps he would.

That was four weeks ago, before two names practically fell onto his screen, right out of one too many marketing windows. And now he stares at the printout again:


Scratch \\\ Winc

a.k.a.: (no alternates located)



“What’s W-I-N-C stand for?” he says out loud to his empty office with the green-green walls. “It’s an acronym for something, right?”




END JABBA NARRATIVE ENTRY


To: T. Sparrow

From: Drew

Subject: Chat rooms

Hi Dad,

Still working on my dang opus. It’s a ton of work, but I’m INSPIRED. It’s like I’m directly meeting my queer ancestors.

Speaking of back in the day, maybe next time we talk you could tell me more about chat rooms. From what I can tell, there were tons of chat rooms on America Online, and people actually used them to chat! i.e., have long conversations with one another. No one talks online that way now. We argue in the comments section or do private messages, but that’s different—right? Can you tell me more about that? It seems to me those spaces had a lot of freedoms that we don’t have now.

When I was reading chat room logs, it seemed freakin’ sad that they didn’t even anticipate that someday you’d be able to… well… become a troll and dox people with death threats on social media.

Thoughts?

Love,

Yer kid Drew






TOOBE ENTRY

You can give yourself any name you want online. Then you can set up “rooms”: little virtual places where people chat about whatever. Or you can go into some room called Love of Christ with the screen name of SatanDear, and then you might have a little trouble. That’s why it’s fun to come back five minutes later as ChristOnACrutch or something….

Anyway, one time Scratch chose a name that had “bere” in it cuz it’s Irish, but people took it as a misspelled “bear.” So in the pagan room they thought it meant that Scratch’s totem was a bear. In the Love My Beastie room, they thought that Scratch was being a teddy bear. In the gay room, the men thought it meant ze was a gay, hairy guy.

Winc sez I have no blinders on, like they left them off at the baby factory. Scratch sez I have no idea what’s taboo or not, and I’m mostly just curious, curious, curious. I don’t know what Scratch looks like in the real world, I only know hir online. I used to care what sex ze is, but now I talk to hir without thinking about that.

Scratch can get into these loops where it’s hard to get hir out. Ze starts spiraling down some helix that I can’t follow all the time. But one loop was pretty cool:


To: Toobe

From: Scratch

Subj: Online

I just got off the phone with my brother and he doesn’t get why people spend so much money to talk to strangers or have more email than they can handle. Stumped me for a minute, but then I got a theory. Ready for another one, ol’ pal?

It used to be you could talk to people on the street. You could chat about the weather or the news and then you’d go your separate ways. But you might have to worry that they’re psycho or they’re gonna ask you for something, or that they’ll think *you’re* weird. So we’ve shut ourselves down. We size somebody up in a second and we cross the street, either literally or figuratively. We judge people by how they look, of course, but it’s a complex assessment—in a flash!—based on so many little things that it takes up too large a portion of your brain.

The thing is, people still want to connect. You know when people do good deeds spontaneously, like keeping a whale alive when it’s washed ashore or helping somebody out during a fire or something? They all feel so fucking good, and they can’t quite explain it.

So in cyberspace, they’re talking to people again! They don’t have to worry that somebody’s gonna pull a gun if they say the wrong thing. And even if someone *is* acting like a shithead, nobody has to “see” each other again. And for women! Whoa! Suddenly they can tell assholes to fuck off without getting killed, or be really sexy in a way they would never be normally and just enjoy it in safety.

Which leads me to another theory, which is why so many men pose as women online. It’s like cyber-crossdressing. They give up the male role for a while, for the sheer relief of giving it up. Or pretend they’re lesbians. What cracks me up is that they’re probably doing it with other guys pretending to be women too! I got off the track. But do you know what I mean?

—S.



Before I met Scratch online, I wouldn’t have been thinking about this kind of stuff. But now, yeah, I know what ze means.

Here’s more about the word hir: I found out in English class that the English language used to have gender assigned to nouns, just like German and most other romance languages have. We still have some of that leftover, like ships are “she,” and Mother Nature is “she,” and of course, everything else is “he.” And in Chaucer, there’s the word hir. That’s how they used to say the possessive when they didn’t know the gender of the noun, or it was a neutral noun. Way back then! So it would be “The person sat down at hir computer and began to type.” (It was pronounced “here” sort of, with an English accent so who really knows. Ancient English is as dead as ancient Greek.) That’s why S&W use a word that they didn’t even make up!

Scratch and Winc don’t really know this yet, but they keep running into each other online, no matter who they’re being at the time. They’ll be in a room called Fooling Around and maybe Scratch has chosen for hir persona a big strapping hunk of a sexist pig, and sure enough Winc will have chosen tiny damsel in distress, and they’ll play it out, and then one of them will recognize the other’s “style” or something and they’ll crack up. Then one of them will say, “I know you’re a woman now,” and the other one will ask “How do you know?” and off they go again.

I’m a chronicler, I guess. And I’m a guy. I call myself “Toobe” (pronounced tube) cuz it sounds cool, and it’s a lot better than my real name.

They really challenge people about this, which I never thought of before. So here’s an example of Scratch messing with some poor dude who thinks ze’s a girl.


Forwarded Chat Log:

Scratch--->TOOBE

AWESOME: You a guy or a girl?

Scratch: Does it matter?

AWESOME: I’m pretty loose about most things, but I don’t fuck dudes.

Scratch: Ah, that’s a shame, hon. You’d probably enjoy it if you loosened up. That’s OK, I’m not anything tonight.

AWESOME: I take it you enjoy watching guys together. No, I don’t think I would enjoy it, and yes, I am pretty loose.

Scratch: I enjoy lots of things, like guys who can be receptive, as it were. :)



That little :) symbol is a smile (turn it on its side and you’ll see). I don’t use them, way too cute for me. Scratch doesn’t usually, either, but I guess ze was “in character.”


AWESOME: I can be very receptive to certain things. But I enjoy it more when I do the giving.

Scratch: Ain’t that sweet. And rare…

AWESOME: So do you just naturally have a fucked-up attitude, or is this your way of weeding out certain people?

Scratch: What the fuck do you know about my attitude, dude. ::firing up weedwhacker::

AWESOME: Somehow I get the impression you’re a guy. If that is the case, bring the weedwhacker over here and I will demonstrate on you how it is used properly… ha ha. Your attitude is all fucked up. LOL.

Scratch: I don’t give a fucking shit in hell what gender I am… I try to leave it in the car with the windows rolled up as much as possible.



I like when Scratch and Winc send me stuff. It makes me more brave.




END TOOBE ENTRY


To: Editor, They/Them magazine

From: D.I. Drew

Subject: Scratch and Winc’s first chat

Hi Asa,

From everything I’ve been able to put together, the following is a true narrative of the first time Scratch and Winc hooked up online. Look at this dance and how it gets so steamy fast. Love it!

Then I found a gold mine: an entry from Scratch hirself about the first time ze met Winc. It was a themed chat room that was monitored so you could kick out trolls. Sigh. So nice to have.

Not only was that the first time Scratch and Winc met, it shows how long the two of them could keep a conversation going (if a “conversation” can include sex—and why not, right?). Does a long convo even happen these days? Where? Seriously, I’d like to know. Maybe we can ask people to let us know in the comments of an online version.

Cheers,

Drew

PS: There’s a lot of great sex in this. Not sure if They/Them can publish it all. You’ll let me know, right?






NARRATIVE ENTRY, JABBATHEHUT

There’s a “pub” in the virtual world, which, despite the unlimited possibilities of description, the “patrons” have chosen to create as a slightly tacky lounge for more than tacky people to frequent. It’s all there—the polyester, the smoky haze, the blender drinks, and the elevator music. At any given time, day or night, this bar can be full of people, with a wide range of handles reflecting their status—usually heterosexual, married, and restless. They come because there are others like them; this is their first tentative step onto the worldwide connection to the Net.

It is here that Scratch has found hirself, bored out of hir mind but unable to sleep. Ze has signed on as Scratch, without a gender, waiting to see if someone else will fill in that blank. As ze fends off the third of a series of polyester advances, ze realizes wryly that ze must be giving off the scent of someone female, and muses on the invisible cues cyberspace somehow allows. Pissed off but curious, ze decides to give them what they want, but takes time crafting hir profile. Ze can see out hir window: riot grrls with backward baseball caps, combat boots, and skirts. They’re scary, angry, frenetic, and beautiful. Funny how even in this androgynous new generation, there is still a gender uniform for girls and boys.

“Okay,” ze says to hirself. “You want girl, I’ll be girl.”

Into this bar skateboards Winc, oblivious of the hour, the patrons, the atmosphere. He (for that’s the pronoun chosen at the moment) shakes the rain out of his long, dark hair like a puppy, again clueless of the startled stares his presence provokes. He turns on his “All Messages” option, allowing him to receive not only Private Messages from the other patrons, but also the news, public service announcements, and advertisements. In this virtual world, he sits down at the bar, orders a beer, and surveys the place.

“Cool,” he says. Onscreen is a lottery game, inset with a football broadcast, which he idly watches. He has a small waterfall tattooed under his right eye. His body is lithe, boyish, and he’s added a bit of mascara tonight.

Meanwhile, Scratch puts the final touches on “her” transformation. Unsuspecting souls checking her profile would see:


Member Profile

Name: Scratch

Occupation: Fully

Quote: Fuck your gender

□ click here to read more



Of course, the “more” part is what Scratch is still working on. Immediately after creating her profile, Scratch starts receiving advertisements. Since she elected to receive more info about fragrances, she has been pelted with pleas from the fashion industry for her attention, her time, her body fat, her virtual crow’s-feet. It’s helping. Her profile is getting more solidly centered in “pissy.” By the time a pastel-colored layout urges her to buy the latest PMS medication, she’s in full swing: young, female, angry. She hits the REFUSE button hard, almost breaking her mouse. She recovers by surfing the other patrons’ profiles, whose scintillating conversation is revealed:


Online Host

*** You are in room “The Tavern” ***

FredMan: Hey, honey, come sit closer to me.

Scratch: No thanks, I’m fine right here.

Tomgun: Don’t mind Fred, he’s harmless. But I’m not. ::grin::

FredMan: Not that harmless.

Scratch: Winc, how long is your skateboard?

Winc: Oh, it’s not a long one, it’s about average.

Azazello: LOL, Winc, tell her it’s huge!

Winc: ::startled:: huh? What do you mean?

Scratch: I’m sure it’s long enough, babe.

Hanzoo: Scratch wants your body, man.

Scratch: Thanks, Han, but you can go do yourself now.

Winc: ::to Scratch:: So I missed that one, eh? You want my body?

Scratch: Why don’t you come with me and see?

Winc: ::gazing at Scratch from beneath hooded eyes:: What’s in it for me?

Hanzoo: Go, Winc!

Scratch: ::shrugging:: Suit yourself, cautious one.



A soft chime sounds in the background. Everyone in the bar instantly becomes “quiet” and listens—no one is typing.


A Public Safety Announcement

from

the United States Government

Bureau of Census and Statistics

presented with the cooperation of your local Net service provider

Only three more months left until New Year’s Eve.

One more month to Register!

Registrants are still eligible for the following benefits:

• Entry by invitation to special areas of the Net

• Harassment insurance and protection by the Eye network

• Personalized advertisements which focus on what *you* want!

• A chance to win our SIX MILLION DOLLAR LOTTERY!

Tonight’s winners will be announced in 32 minutes.

All new registrants will be awarded a double chance to win tonight’s drawing.

So send those entry forms in now now now!

We apologize for interrupting your service temporarily, and we thank your local service access provider for their assistance in making this public safety announcement available to you.

End: PSA #3724



The silence continues until the last of the announcement fades from the screens of The Tavern attendees. Then gradually, the room’s ambience begins to return.


FredMan: I know someone who won last week’s lottery.

Hanzoo: Wow, what I could do with $6 million!

BarBun: You do, Fred, really? ::pouting:: I suppose I should Register.

FredMan: It wasn’t six million, Han, that’s only the grand prize. You haven’t Registered, Bun?!

Hanzoo: You haven’t Registered, BarBun?! Get with it, woman!

BarBun: I know, I know, it’s just all those questions they ask you!

Winc: I’m with you, BarBun. Major ick!

Hanzoo: The questions aren’t so bad, BarBun… just the standard age, sex, race, income, stuff like that…

Winc: ::whispering the name of a private room to Scratch::

Azazello: Yeah, and what else… simple stuff like sexprefs, brandprefs, zip, zip-plus, famzips… it’s not hard.

Scratch: Got it, Winc…

BarBun: All right, all right, you guys, I’ll fill out the forms now. Geez!

Winc: ::waving::

FredMan: If you win, BarBun, take me to the islands! I have a time-share condo, but no way to get there!

Scratch: No Reg for me. Too intrusive. Plus Reg messes up what’s so great about this place. We’re all the same, we can be whatever identity we want, the playing field is leveled.

Hanzoo: Leveled how?

Scratch: Huh?

Hanzoo: Don’t you think the default is white, and probably male?

Scratch: Well yeah in the world, but not here.

Hanzoo: Are you sure?

Scratch:?

Hanzoo: When you’re *not* a white person, you can tell what the vibe is in the room—real life or online—

Scratch: Oh.

Hanzoo: You probably assume everyone is white because you’re white.

Scratch: Right. But it doesn’t matter to me!

Hanzoo: To you. But for me, I need to know where I can have a good conversation and not be treated like shit. Let’s just say you won’t find me in the “Confederate flags for Jesus” chat room.

Scratch: Oh.

Hanzoo: And, ::very gently:: it’s usually white people who say the playing field is level.

Scratch: Oh.

Hanzoo: ::laughing:: It’s okay, hon.

Scratch: No it’s not.

Scratch: Yeah, sorry. Got a long way to go.

Hanzoo: Oh don’t we all. Just go with BarBun and register!






END JABBA NARRATIVE ENTRY




SCRATCH’S ONLINE JOURNAL

The first time I met Winc was unbelievable. Perfect that ze was there. If I’d heard another stupid line I would’ve thrown up right into my keyboard. I captured most of it:


Member Profile

Name: Winc

Age: 28

Occupation: hahahahahahahaha!

Hobbies: Skateboarding, it’s my life.

Quote: jus’ wanna be yer cherrybomb!



But just as I was to join the Winc dude in a private room, I get one of those Private Messages….


Private Message from Thesman

Thesman: Um, Scratch, just being friendly here, but if any member of this service catches your profile (you wrote: “the F-word your gender”) it will mean a quick end to your online days. You might want to take that offending word off and replace it with something more mainstream.

Scratch: Thanks, oh my goodness! I’m taking out my frustrations with Winc. Catch you next time.

Thesman: Leave him in one piece OK? See ya later…

Scratch: If he wants it. ;) bye.

Thesman: I’ll remember that… have fun…



Ah yes, self-policing—way more effective than actual law. As always.

I didn’t even care what this guy Winc was or if he was a guy. I was trapped in “girl,” with all these lounge lizards around me. Thought some cybersex would be nice. I gave him a whole lot of attitude, but he stuck around anyway.


You are in Private Room “Apt. 3G”

Scratch: Warning: I’m pissy and I’m horny and I want…

Winc: Yeah? ::grinning:: What is it you want?

Scratch: I don’t care what sex you are, I just wanna fuck. If that’s too rough for you piss off.

Winc: ::leaning forward, putting my hands on your shoulders:: Do your stuff, Scratch.

Scratch: ::crotch zing:: I like that in a partner. Gotta know about your hair. Long or short?

Winc: ::laughing, turning away, tossing long hair out of my eyes::

Scratch: <--- likes long hair.

Winc: You?

Scratch: Short, bristle, you have to ask to touch it.

Winc: What if I don’t wanna ask first? ::turning and walking back closer to you::

Scratch: Then you get a kick in the balls.

Winc: ::stopping short:: Ah… well… With what kind of shoe?

Scratch: They’re boots, dude. Bet you’re pretty in that long hair.

Winc: ::dropping to my knees, pressing my cheek against your boot:: ::purring:: I’m as pretty as they come.

Scratch: ::grabbing hair:: ::pulling face up to look at me:: Stay with me, though…

Winc: ::jerking to my feet::

Scratch: ::kissing your neck, pulling hair::

Winc: mmmmmmmmmm… nice, very nice…



I’ll summarize a bit: It’s a bare room, mattress on the floor, but we’re nowhere near it. I can practically hear our voices echoing, it’s so real. I’m horny as hell, urgent, with a kind of intensity I’ve never felt before. Like I don’t care what he wants. I’ll use him anyway, I’m not obligated to his rhythm.

I push him against the wall, and he gasps.

“You like it rough, huh girl?” he asks.

My hands are hungry, rough on him, rougher than I wanna be, but now I understand that phrase “I can’t help it.” He shudders, I bring my hands to his chest, squeezing his nipples. I squeeze them hard, and his eyes go wide. It makes me laugh softly. I’ve pegged him; his hardness turns me on, but it’s the way he yields that takes me over the top. I’ve never been here before, it’s not some bitch in high heels with a whip I’m being, but I’m definitely running this thing. I can feel my own desire take over, spill out, let it guide my fingers on the keys, my hands along his body. I lift his shirt, suddenly impatient.

“I want it off!”

He tosses his head, making his hair whip my face a bit.

“Make me,” he says.

He still doesn’t get it. He’s describing himself, and I begin seeing him. Lithe boy body, soft hair on his belly, sinewy. I ease up to his chest, kittenish, unassuming, kissing his chest, but then bite his nipples hard. He gasps.

“Shirt off,” I repeat. He’s breathing hard but pauses, maybe in confusion, maybe still impudent. “Off!”

He pulls his torn T-shirt over his head. He folds his arms across his chest: I pull his arms down, knead his chest with my hands. He gasps, and I press myself fully against him, kissing him deeply.

He lifts his arms up and around my shoulders. I lean into him, suddenly grateful for his strong body, his boy strength.

“Yes,” I say, “hold me strong.”

He opens his mouth wide for me, pulling my tongue deep inside. I press against his pelvis, and he moans into my mouth. My hands are around his back, digging in.


Winc: ::pushing hard against you, kneading your shoulders with long strong fingers… my cock harder now::

Scratch: ::Hand drifting absently down to the top of your jeans::

Winc: ::whimpering::



I tug on his jeans; he shivers. I rub his bulge through the jeans.


Winc: Oh

my

gosh

Scratch: ::backing up, pulling off my shirt::



I turn him around, rubbing my breasts on his back. His back is warm, and a moan escapes, startling us both. He pushes his ass back against my crotch, as I wrap my arms around his belly.


Winc: ::sighing::

Scratch: ::sliding my hands down to your hips, pulling you against my crotch, pushing you hard, bending you over::

Winc: ::lifting my hands above my head, against the wall::

::turning my head to face you… questioning::



I push him into the wall, crotch pressed against his ass.

“Questioning what, boy?”

He gasps, shakes his head. “What are you doing to me?”

“Gonna take you, boy, are you complaining?”

“No… not complaining, no.”

I pull away from him, lean against the wall next to him. And suddenly look at him, a grin on my face. I have my hands across my chest.


Winc: ::breathing hard… looking in your eyes:: ::softly:: I want you… please.

Scratch: I know… stand up.

Winc: ::standing up… shakily::

Scratch: ::coming over to you, putting fingers on top of your jeans::

Winc: ::cock throbbing in my jeans::

Scratch: ::Pulling first button slowly, plup!:: ::watching cock::

Winc: Ahhhh. ::not moving… watching you closely::

Scratch: There, all free now? ::smirk:: Or do you need more buttons undone?

Winc: ::head of my cock peeking out over undone top button::

Scratch: ::pressing against you, feeling tip of cock on my belly::

Winc: M-m-more, I think.



His tentative desire makes me laugh. His arms go up around me, I grab his hair with one hand, buttons with the other. Plup, plup, plup, and he’s free. The odd thing is, while I’m typing that, he’s typing this:


Winc: ::cock springs free from my jeans::



It keeps happening, this kind of simultaneous post, what Winc and I have come to call “simulpost” where despite the delay of online time, we’re in sync.

He leans forward, burying his face into my neck. I grab his cock, squeezing gently. I feel the hair around his balls. He sighs happily, licking my shoulder and throat. I slide my hands around his ass, under his jeans, pressing against his cock, squeezing his ass. His hands work up and down my bare back. My crotch is throbbing, the wetness warm against my clothes.

He pushes his hips hard against me, I pull his hand to my breast. I slide my hand back around to his cock, pushing his jeans down. He’s squeezing my breasts softly, kneading. His jeans are down to his knees. I push him to the floor.


Winc: ::startled… falling back::

Scratch: Yeah. I like that. Don’t move.

Winc: ::looking up at you… hungry::

Scratch: ::Walking around you, stopping behind your head, looking down at you::

Winc: ::wiping hair out from in front of my eyes::

Scratch: ::Pulling off my own jeans::

Winc: ::moaning::

Scratch: ::Standing straight up, straddling your head, bending over from the waist::

Winc: Oh yes!

Scratch: ::Cunt hair wet::

Winc: ::pushing my face forward, inhaling you::

Scratch: ::placing my hands on either side of you, I lower my mouth down to your cock::

Winc: ahhhhhhhhhhhhh

Scratch: ::Licking, once, twice, a few soft swipes with my tongue::

Winc: ::licking up and down your cunt lips gently::

Scratch: ::Lowering my cunt to just a few inches from your mouth lower, lower:: ::moaning as I feel your tongue, licking your cock::



I suddenly stand up, walk away from him; he cries out.


Winc: ::falling back onto the floor::



I walk back to his side, grasping his cock with my hand, bringing my mouth to it.


Winc: Oh!

Scratch: ::Other hand on my pussy, rubbing juices around. Rubbing juices on your cock::

Winc: ::my hands go to your breasts… tweaking your nipples, pinching harder::

Scratch: ::moaning::



I bring my mouth back up to his…


Winc: ::hungry mouth meeting yours::



… slap his hand, kiss him hard, bite his lip.


Winc: ::crying out, tasting my own blood::

Scratch: ::Pulling your jeans all the way off:: Turn over.

Winc: Huh?

Scratch: Turn the fuck over.

Winc: ::mumbling, confused::… OK. OK…

Scratch: You want a bed or something? Turn over.

Winc: ::turning over:: ::looking at you over my shoulder::

Scratch: ::Pressing you into the floor:: ::Straddling you::

Winc: Oh!

Scratch: ::Sitting on your ass, my cunt on your butt bone:: ::Rubbing, rocking back and forth::

Winc: ::pushing my ass back to meet you::

Scratch: ::moaning::

Winc: ::moving my ass side to side against you::

Scratch: oh, gawd… yes… ::pressing your cock into the floor::

Winc: ::pushing back harder, twisting against you::

Scratch: Does it hurt, does it hurt, boy?

Winc: ::crying out:: YES!

Scratch: ahhhhhhh

Winc: Hurts reallllll good!



I bite his neck, pushing against him.


Winc: ::tears spring to my eyes, twisting against you::



I rub my juices on my hand, rubbing his ass, squeezing. It’s so nasty, this wetness all over him, not caring what it does to him. I can smell myself, sweet and tangy, wafting up to me. I circle two fingers closer to his hole.


Winc: ::gasping:: ::clenching my asshole tight::

Scratch: ::Teasing, entering just a little, coming back out::

Winc: ::shuddering::

Scratch: ::Sliding one finger all the way in, wet with my juices::

Winc: ::moaning:: ohyesohyesohyes ::pushing up against your finger::

Scratch: ::Reaching around you with my other hand, grabbing your cock:: That feels good in my hand.

Winc: ::moaning:: ::clenching, unclenching around your finger::



I can feel his own wetness on the tip of his cock, as I slide another finger in hard, deep.


Winc: ::whimpering::

Scratch: ::Pushing both fingers deep inside you::

Winc: YAHHHHH!



I slide his cock up and down in my hand.


Winc: ::rotating my ass back against you::

::shuddering::

oh geez

Scratch: ::Sliding around to the side of you, turning you slightly::

I want you, I want you, boy.

::Turning you over again, on your back::

Winc: ::looking into your face… tears in eyes, bloody lip::

Want you to take me, grrrl.



I rub his blood all over my breasts.


Winc: Want you real bad.

Scratch: Want more of that.



I watch his cock, swelling at the head. He pushes forward, hungrily, licking his blood off my breasts. I squeeze his balls in my hand, pinching his nipples, kissing him with my teeth.


Winc: ::leaning back, arching my neck back:: Bite me… bite me hard. Please!



At the same time, I type what he’s just said:


Scratch: ::biting you on the nipples hard, feeling blood on my tongue::

::biting you up to your neck, bites all the way   up your chest::

Winc: ::crying, laughing:: Oh yes!



I pin both his arms to the floor.


Winc: ::startled… looking up at you::



I slide up his body, straddling his cock, just above it. I dangle my cunt hairs, teasing his cock.


Winc: ::lifting my hips up to meet your cunt::

Scratch: uhhhhhh… ::pushing your cock against my clit::






END SCRATCH JOURNAL ENTRY




WINC JOURNAL ENTRY

This wasn’t my first round of cybersex, not by a long shot. But it sure was the best.


Winc: ::wriggling my cock back and forth against you::

Scratch: ::sliding in a little, then back out to my clit, rubbing.

::moaning:: yessss

Winc: ::moaning:: oh yes!

Scratch: ::sliding down hard on your cock, taking it deep inside me::

Winc: ::urgently pushing up against you::

::gasping… feeling you wet and hot around my cock::

Scratch: ::Feeling you stirring inside me::

Winc: ::pumping my hips hard into you::

Scratch: ::sliding off you abruptly again, bending down to your cock with my mouth::

Winc: ::crying out:: OH!

Scratch: ::sly smile::

Whatsa matter, huh?

Winc: ::shuddering::

Pleeeeeeease!

Scratch: Please what? What do you want? Say it. Say the nasty words, boy.

Winc: Want you so bad!

Want you on top of me… fucking me… please!

Want your cunt swallowing my cock!

Want you dripping juice all over me!

Scratch: Good boy, good good boy.



Yup. Good boy, that was me! She grabbed my cock with both hands, pulling it hard, up and down. Then, just as suddenly, she stopped and said:


Scratch: No.

Winc: Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!

::tossing head side to side frustrated::



So then she stood up again, walked around by my head, and pulled me across the floor by my hair. I got to my knees quick enough to scramble along as she pulled me. She straddled my head, dipping her cunt to my face.


Scratch: Not ready yet.

Winc: ::on my knees in front of you… looking up into your eyes::

::cock throbbing::

Winc: ::precum glistening with your juices on my cock::

Scratch: Whatcha gonna do for me now, huh?

Winc: ::swallowing hard:: I… I want to lick your cunt… want to taste you, fuck you with my tongue. ::breathing hard::

Scratch: Lie back down…

Winc: ::not moving, looking at you::

Scratch: ::Straddling your face… pressing my pussy into your mouth hands on floor on either side of you::

Winc: ::moaning into your pussy::

Scratch: ::dropping my body down onto your chest::

Winc: ::kissing up and down your lips:: ::lapping you with the broad of my tongue::

Scratch: yessssss.

Winc: ::swallowing your juice:: ::flicking your clit with the tip of my tongue:: ::over and over::

Scratch: ::pulling on your cock, squeezing your balls::

Winc: ::gasping::

Scratch: ::tugging on your hairs::

Winc: ::pushing my tongue up inside you::

Scratch: ::Knees pressing into floor, hurting, sending pain straight to my cunt::

Winc: ::lapping at you like a dog::



And that’s when I started to get these private messages from FoolsGold! Of course, Scratch couldn’t see them, but I ended up still in the scene with Scratch, while flirting with FoolsGold at the same time. Hey, don’t judge me. It happens all the time.


Private Message to Winc

FoolsGold: Look upon my garden gate a snail that’s what it is.

Winc: ::gasp:: What a lovely note to send. *So* much better than “what are you wearing”!

FoolsGold: Well, I like the song and that’s what I could remember of the lyrics.

Winc: ::laughing:: And what song is that?

FoolsGold: By the way, what are you wearing? Only joking.




Scratch: ::bringing my mouth to the tip of your cock. lapping at you::

Winc: ::shuddering:: ::hips pumping against your mouth::

Scratch: ::grasping your tongue with my cunt, letting my body fall completely down onto you, taking your cock all the way into my mouth::

Winc: ::moaning:: oh yesssssssssssssss

Scratch: ::Juices pour out of me::

Winc: ::wrapping long arms up around you::




Private Message to Winc

FoolsGold: An old song by Donovan. First there is a mountain… is part of the lyrics. As is the snail part.

Winc: That’s right, he made a song out of that!

FoolsGold: I’m showing my age, I fear.

Winc: <--- has a penchant for hippies.

FoolsGold: Kind of a Zen feeling to it. Or Taoist.

Well I used to be a hippie… ::wink::




Scratch: ::throat contracting around your cock. Moaning, building, pulling away from you:: ::panting:: Can’t, can’t stay there…

Winc: ::crying out:: NO!

Scratch: ::Sweat on my back, sliding your hands around my back::

Winc: ::trembling fingers kneading into your back::

Scratch: ::Coming back around to gaze at you, still playing with your cock::

Winc: ::licking my lips… your juice and my blood::

Scratch: ::sliding up to it, lowering myself slowly down on it, looking at you, not flinching::

Winc: ::looking at you, adoring you::




Private Message to FoolsGold

Winc: The phrase “first there is a mountain, then there is no mountain, then there is,” is part of an old koan. ::grinning:: I know you, don’t I?




Scratch: ::holding your arms, rocking up and down, closing eyes, throwing head back::

Winc: Yesssss.



I thought this guy FoolsGold mighta been Jabba! But no, I don’t think it was. ::grin:: Not J’s style. Still… I kinda wished I had more hands.


Private Message to Winc

FoolsGold: Relating to the spiritual growth of the student and his/her perception of reality.

Winc: ::eyes widening:: Yeah… I *do* know you, don’t I?

FoolsGold: I don’t know, perhaps in a past incarnation. We might have been possums in the same pouch.

Winc: Or fishies in the same pond. Snails on the same garden gate?

FoolsGold: In fact I seem to have a vague memory of something like that, but maybe it’s just the mushrooms.

Winc: ::snapping my fingers:: Shrooms! That’s it! Golden Gate Park!



This double conversation was doing a number on my head. Not a bad number, mind you, but a number nonetheless. ::grin:: Meanwhile, back in Apartment 3G…


Winc: ::tasting your blood:: ::lapping at your shoulder, pumping my cock into you:: ::my balls slamming up under your cunt::

Scratch: ::Juice gushing down onto your cock, not caring what you do, just rocking hard pumping, using your cock in me, using you::

Winc: ::hair on my stomach rubbing against you:: ::tossing my head from side to side… out of control::

Scratch: ::putting a finger in your mouth:: Suck it, boy, Suck your ass…

Winc: ::sucking your finger my ass your finger::

Scratch: ::Cunt tightening:: ::gasping::



It was getting a lot harder to pay attention to FoolsGold, but I left off being myself and… splattered myself across the two simultaneous identities I was creating: the sexpassion with Scratch and the mindspirit with FoolsGold were spilling into each other.


Private Message to Winc

FoolsGold: I don’t know if we have indeed met before, but I have the feeling that I would like to be acquainted with you, if that’s not too forward.

Winc: ::grinning:: To be honest, I thought you were someone I know from Seattle. She surfs as a guy sometimes.

FoolsGold: I’m assuming that you are a woman, but you might be a guy. Still you seem to be a friendly creature. And I am not a woman, I’m glad to say. I have all the respect in the world for them, but wouldn’t want to be one.

Winc: ::blinking:: Why not?

FoolsGold: Well, they have to put up with a lot of crap, some of it biological, and some from men.

Winc: ::nodding:: For sure!

FoolsGold: Are you a woman?




Winc: ::tasting myself on you, licking sucking::

Scratch: ::Reaching under, grasping your balls, squeezing::

Winc: ::thighs trembling:: oh yesssssss… yesssss ::cock throbbing inside you::

Scratch: ::feeling you swelling bigger inside me, clamping down on you::

Winc: ::balls tightening::

gonna…

wanna…

Scratch: I’m gonna… I’m gonna, don’t you dare youmotherfucker I’m gonna

Winc: p-pp-p…

Scratch: ::Legs shuddering rocking against you—frenzy::

Winc: ::groaning::

I

need

to…

Scratch: Higher higher, Cccccominggggggyou fucker you comeyoucome

Winc: YAAAHHHHHH!

Scratch: ::shaking, shuddering:: ohhhhhhhhhhhhhh

Winc: ::pumping hot cum up inside you::

Scratch: yeah.

Winc: yeaaah.

Scratch: ::Rocking slower, slower, digging my hands into your chest::

::throbbing, cunt raw, sore::

Winc: ::panting, gasping:: ::reaching up around you:: ::pulling you tightly against me::

Scratch: ::my hand sliding up to your throat… tightening:: ::leaning over to kiss you deep, my hand around your throat, tight, squeezing::

Winc: ::kissing you deeply… no breath::

Scratch: ::Biting your lips again::

Winc: ::can’t breathe, world is slowing down… kissing you… tasting more of my blood::

Scratch: ::rubbing my clit, contracting again and again around your cock::

Winc: ::relaxing into your hand around my throat::

Scratch: ::releasing your throat, putting both hands on your chest, falling down on you, sliding your cock out slowly:: ::panting:: ::sweat all over us::

Winc: ::gulping air::



I was a goner. But deeper than a casual I-love-you. How could that happen in such a short space of time? ::shaking my head:: I thought I was gonna really die. I love that. Some day I wanna die in Scratch’s arms.


Scratch: ::pulling your hair gently::

Winc: ::wrapping around you:: I… I could die like that… happily.




Private Message to Winc

FoolsGold: You haven’t answered me. Are you a woman?

Winc: ::blinking:: Isn’t that a rather personal question? ::laughing delightedly at your need to know::




Scratch: ::smile:: ::Playing with hairs on your belly:: No hairs on your chest?

Winc: ::laughing softly:: Yeah… hair on my chest… soft hair.

Scratch: ::you could be a girl here ::touching:: and here.

Winc: yeah… could be.




Private Message to Winc

FoolsGold: Well, I’m enjoying the conversation regardless of your sex or sexual orientation.

Winc: ::laughing:: As am I!

FoolsGold: Just trying to form a mental image.

Winc: <--- tall, copper hair, green eyes, waterfall tattoo spilling down from under my right eye. Rose tattoo on right thigh (rose has a whip curled up around it).




Scratch: But not there: ::patting cock::

Winc: ::gasp:: No, not there… not… well…

Scratch: ::rubbing hands all over sweaty bodies:: ::rubbing my juices all over you::

Winc: ::licking your neck and shoulders::

Scratch: Shit.

Winc: ::taking your face in my hands:: What?

Scratch: Want you real time.

Winc: ::smiling::




Private Message to Winc

FoolsGold: Is that how you keep guys in line? With a whip?

Winc: ::grinning:: Perhaps. Is that your interest?




Scratch: Real hands on real crotch right now. Hate this part. I mean, real time hate this part.

Winc: Where are you? No! Don’t tell me.

Scratch: What?!

Winc: Can’t say stuff like where and who… I keep forgetting.

Scratch: Nope, you can’t.




Private Message to Winc

FoolsGold: Well, I do enjoy it at times when a woman takes control, but I have my limits.
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