







I Stared at the Screen for Ten Minutes, Reading the Words Over and Over Again.

Actual fan mail. People had sent me fan mail. I couldn’t believe how quickly it had happened. I had just written the Barbie entry. How had so many people read it already?…

It felt like Christmas morning. I wanted a column, a book, a book tour. A body of work that took up a shelf. A house. A dog. I wanted to see my paperbacks with the covers ripped off piled in a used-books store, all beat up and worn with the memory of a thousand different fingers.

I wrote another entry immediately where I introduced myself….
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“With wit and spark, Ribon hopscotches through the high-bandwidth dramas of the modern girl’s life.”

—Pagan Kennedy

“A sexy, muscular ride through the irresistible thrills of online flirting and the all-too-familiar heartaches of real life romance. [The] writing is as moving as it is funny, with a shock and a delight on every page.”

—Claire Lazebnik, author of Same As It Never Was

“Reading the irresistible WHY GIRLS ARE WEIRD is like hanging out with your best friend just when you need to most.”

—Melissa Senate, author of See Jane Date
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My heart beats:

“Mommy. Bosie. Stephen.”






“I’m a modern girl, but I fold in half so easily

When I put myself in the picture of success.”

—RILO KILEY
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The House of Smut Revealed

24 JUNE


It’s been a long time since I’ve played with dolls. I’ve never really thought back on my time with plastic humans before, but today, as I was watching a group of giggly young girls browsing Barbies in the Wal-Mart, I remembered that feeling—that strange sexual energy and giddy shame of playing Barbies in my bedroom. It was a spinning, dizzy sensation. My friends and I spoke in hushed tones as we held these dolls in various stages of dress. If our parents had ever found out what we were doing, those dolls certainly would have been taken away from us. It wasn’t our fault Barbie and her pals released our initial sexuality. We were young and full of questions and those dolls are shaped like hand-held sexpots.

Barbie has big, incredible breasts with this soft spot between them that your thumb fits into just perfectly. She’s not wearing anything underneath her clothing. You can put her in panties and a bra for a quick jog or you can have her make eggs in the Barbie Dream Kitchen wearing only a pair of spiked heels. You can pull her hair up or have it going down all the way to her high and tight ass.

Ken is big and bold and square. He’s got a strong chin and jaw. His hair is blond, and sort of wavy. You can run your fingernail along the hard ridges on his head. Or can you? I can’t remember if Ken had real hair. I think some of my Kens did. He is very muscular, and the bulge under his pants is impressive enough that you wonder if all boys polish their bulge as often as you’d polish Ken’s with Windex. Ken has a nice, defined butt that looks good in a pair of swim trunks.

Barbie and Ken were very different from Donny and Marie. Yes, Donny and Marie Osmond. The fact that I loved Donny and Marie at three or four or however old I was might clue you in on the kind of childhood I had. I spent too much time in front of the television and I loved variety shows. What four-year-old loves variety shows? And were there so many four-year-olds in love with Donny and Marie that they had to make dolls of them? And why did I still have these dolls once I turned ten? Why didn’t I get new dolls? I can’t really start thinking too much about the hows or whys because it’s all so fucked up that I end up wanting to go back in time to scoop up tiny little me and hold her and tell her about the Partridge Family. Anyway, I had these Mormon musical star dolls, but I had no idea what a Mormon was, so they ended up being gigantic sinners in my house.

Marie had short brown hair that was like Sally Field’s helmet in Steel Magnolias. She was completely flat-chested. As bad as Skipper, if I remember correctly. Clothes just sat on her, and there was never a need for a belt. Her hand had a hole in it. You could stick her microphone there, but I knew just enough about Mormons to fit a diamond ring in the spot. I had Donny and Marie married, because I was young and thought anyone could get married as long as they loved each other.

Donny was wearing plastic tighty-whiteys. Seriously. There was an extra ridge of plastic that went around Donny’s waist and legs. There was no bulge. His hair was dark and slicked down. A plastic shield—there was no fucking around with Donny Osmond’s hair. His smile was so bright and big. I think they painted stars in his eyes. He also had a hole in his hand, but if you did it just right, you could stick one of Barbie’s spiked heels in the hole and have him sniff Barbie’s shoe. Donny and Marie didn’t have enough money for rent, so they lived off their love in a Buster Brown shoebox. Only a ten-year-old can create an incestuous Mormon celebrity relationship and have it be romantic.

Barbie’s legs were very difficult to open. You had to jam Ken between them. Donny’s arms were already bent at just enough of an angle that you could prop Barbie’s legs on each one and they were good to go. Marie’s head could turn all the way around. The hole in her hand could also hold a small martini glass. Most of my dolls had marks on their backs from being bound, gagged, and jammed into the bed of my Tonka 4x4.

The Barbie without a left pinkie was the fetishist and she’d often blindfold Strawberry Shortcake and sniff her all over. Custard wore a spiked collar made of toothpicks.

One day the Barbie without a head convinced Donny and Marie to put pink and blue Life pegs through the holes in their hands. The Barbies pretended the pegs were hits of acid and got the Osmonds to think they could fly.

The Barbie Town House had a pulley system for the house elevator. Ken and Skipper enjoyed a quick romp on top of the elevator while it was going up, jumping off on the third floor just before they’d be crushed to death.

I had to give some of my dolls distinguishing marks so I could keep track of all of their fetishes. I didn’t want the nudist Barbies to end up bathing with the dolls that liked to sleep with Weebles. Barbie GreenHair liked to take baths in cotton balls. She also enjoyed wrapping herself from head to toe in toilet paper. Skipper MarkerFace enjoyed cutting the hair off other Barbie dolls and taping it to her back. One doll had hair that would grow if you pushed a button on her back or shorten if you twisted her arm. The other Barbies would torture her by pulling on her hair while twisting her arm at the same time. Then they’d eat her hair. Barbie BackwardsLegs enjoyed riding cats. She’d strap herself on and hang on for dear life while they’d buck and toss and eventually eat her head. She was a wild one, Barbie BackwardsLegs. I miss the hell out of her.

Boys loved girls, girls loved girls, boys loved boys, and boys loved girls that loved girls. Anything went in the Barbie Town House.

And, oh, man, they still talk about the day Jem and the Holograms showed up with six bottles of tequila and a roll of paper towels.

Love until later,

Anna K
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So that’s how all of this mess got started. I wrote a story about sex kitten Barbies, put it online, and my life changed forever. From the best I can tell, this entry got passed around from co-worker to co-worker, friend to friend. Those strangers and friends of strangers kept coming back to see what I’d write next. What I thought would be a tiny little webpage that just a few people knew about turned into one that thousands of people read every day. I thought the web was supposed to be dead. Wasn’t that what everyone had been saying? “The death of the Internet!” That was why I couldn’t get a better job than my library admin thing. It was why I was so bored and started all of this. I was trying to find a time killer at work and decided to teach myself a little HTML. I soon realized that the more I was typing, the more it looked like I was working. Anyone passing by my workstation would think I was hard at work improving myself, but in reality I was writing story after story, creating an entire life on the Internet. Slutty Barbies (and the fact that e-mail will never be dead) took me from Anna Koval, a nothing-special-twenty-something, to Anna K: web celebrity.

I don’t know what I thought would happen. In hindsight, I don’t know how I thought nothing would come of it.

But I’m ending the story of Anna K—right here, right now. I’m closing down this website. I want to explain everything before I take it all away. Some people have been with me from the beginning, and I’d feel bad leaving after a year without so much as a good-bye.

It’s been a year of strange choices and often embarrassing decisions on my part. I’ve made new relationships and lost others. Some people involved with all of this were more innocent than others. Those who weren’t know who they are. There are others that will be shocked by what I have to say here. There are some who probably knew what I was doing all along. My only defense is that I never meant to hurt anybody. Looking back now, I know I was searching for something. I exposed myself until there was almost nothing left of me to hide. And now I’m removing the final bits of fabric, standing in front of you completely naked. It’ll be our last time together like this, and I don’t want to keep anything from you anymore.

It all started the night I watched my best friend, Dale, bathing. He had hurt his hand moving his new couch into his apartment and for the first time in a while he was asking me for help.

“You’re very cute,” I said as I stood over his bathtub.

He lowered himself and floated a washcloth over his crotch: “Just hurry up and then get the hell out of here.” He tried to hide his rubber duck behind him, but I had already seen it.

Dale and I met at our first crappy jobs here in Austin right out of college. We waited tables at this restaurant over a Whole Foods store. Three good things about that job: an in-house masseuse, drinking smoothies between rushes, and meeting each other. Every other facet of that place sucked ass.

Dale’s my friend who knows the joke I’m about to say because he was about to say it at that exact moment. Like this one time we were both in my car stopped at a red light and a girl wearing a miniskirt and enormous shoes ate shit right in front of us. We both busted up at the sight of those white platforms smacking up and hitting her in the ass as she made this face like she was on The Benny Hill Show. She fell to the ground and flipped back upright in almost one swift motion, her hands pulling the bottom of her skirt down as her purse knocked at her knees. But it was the moment when she walked back to stare down the crack in the street that caused her fall—when she had to go back just to show all of us that it was the pavement’s fault and not those gigantic shoes—that we completely lost it. It’s that laugh that’s deep in your stomach where you’re sure you’ll never breathe again, and nobody else in the entire world but the two of you know why what just happened is the funniest thing that will ever happen in the history of funny moments ever. That’s Dale and me.

“I still don’t know why Jason can’t do this for you.” I wet my hands in the water, careful not to brush against his skin. “This is why we have boyfriends to begin with, Dale.”

“He can’t come over until at least tomorrow and I’m tired of feeling so dirty. I can’t clean my hair with just one hand and I hate feeling like I’m wearing a wig.”

I grabbed the shampoo bottle and squeezed the liquid into my palm. “A wig?”

“I have very thick hair. Now close your eyes and wash.”

“You’re not the boss of me,” I mumbled. I didn’t close my eyes. I watched Dale lean his head back into my hands. As I lathered up his head, I couldn’t stop staring at his body in the water. It wasn’t sexual. In fact, I was fascinated by how nonsexual it was.

“And why am I the one that gets to come over here and bathe you?” I asked.

Dale opened his eyes and moved his head from my hands. A stream of lather ran down his forehead, threatening to run into his left eye. “You aren’t bathing me. You’re just washing my hair. And you’re the only one Jason trusts not to try anything funny.” He ran his hand over his forehead and leaned back again, waiting.

I wiped my chin, tasting shampoo on my lower lip. I sat back to dry my mouth. “‘Try anything funny?’ When did you join the cartoon mafia? What if I pounced on you right now? I could do that.”

“You wouldn’t,” Dale said, inching back toward my hands as I leaned over the tub again. “We both know it’d be gross, and even Jason knows you haven’t touched a man since Ian moved out.”

There wasn’t much left to say after that. I knew Dale regretted the words. I could feel him trying to think of a way to lighten the air between us and get us joking again. When something that honest is said it usually needs a few minutes of silence to dissipate.

I was rinsing his hair when he finally whispered, “I’m sorry.”

“It’s okay, Dale. I know.”

Ian and I had broken up six months ago. I tried to act like it wasn’t a sore subject with me, but all of my friends knew that it was.

Dale changed the subject by talking about his screenplay. He’d been working on a film based on his ninth-grade science project. To this day he felt the contest was rigged and he should have taken first place. His movie will expose the inadequacies of state science fair judges and finally vindicate his second-place ribbon. It’s going to be brilliant.

Dale was washing his underarms as he explained the love story between the girl who did her project on earthworm regeneration and the boy who determined the best metal for conducting sound.

“She’s going to cheat on her project and he won’t know if he can still love her.”

Watching Dale in the water, I saw just how much a bathtub could emasculate a man. His body looked smaller than usual, even though it filled the tub. The water made everything look suspended. The washcloth had floated to the foot of the tub, bunched and soggy like a discarded bandage. Dale’s body seemed younger and weak. I saw how his dick seemed completely powerless. It bobbed inside the water quietly. Wet like that, it didn’t look like a “dick.” It was a “penis” in that safe, Health class way. It was almost feminine in there, in the shadows of the bathtub. The water lapped around Dale’s shoulders as he soaked, now silent in his thoughts of the lunchroom battle particulars, his wet head making him appear even more innocuous. He was a wet child in a basin. It was hard to see someone I thought of as a “capital M” Man reduced to a bobbing waterbaby. I was just about to look away when Dale popped his eyes open.

“All right, Pervy. I need some ‘me’ time, okay?”

I went to the living room and watched a rerun of Friends.

Except for the bath, this was the usual Thursday night at Dale’s: “Must See” TV followed by beers on his balcony. But that week the shows were reruns and his hand was hurting, so we decided it’d be bathing and beers. I watched him enter the room still in his bathrobe. He brought out a bowl of popcorn and almost stepped on his cat. Almost, as he and his cat have an elaborate song and dance. Dale and Trevor move completely in step, and although it looked like one of them should trip over the other, they never did. They danced perfect figure eights around the living room, both of them talking but never to each other. I hate that Dale named his cat after a member of O-Town. Dale hates that I won’t bleach my hair again.

“You know if you tell anyone about this bath, I’ll kill you.” His hair was almost completely dry already. It was so much shorter than he kept it when we first met two years ago. Now he hated it when it grew past his eyebrows. When it was longer, I loved how it would flop in his face when he laughed because he’d look just like Paul McCartney. It only happened when he laughed and it only happened when he had his brown hair in that bowl cut, but it was one of my favorite things in the world.

“Hey, for my birthday will you write me a story?” he asked.

I threw myself down on the couch, a cloud of new-couch smell greeting my face. The fabric felt stiff under my arms, and the cushions weren’t welcoming yet. “I’m too depressed to write,” I said. This was the elaborate song and dance that Dale and I do. I pout while Dale primps me.

“Where is this big book about falling in love with India?” he asked.

“You never listen when I speak. It’s about an Indian woman falling in love with a newscaster.”

“It sounds wonderfully retarded.”

“That’s why I’m naming it after you.”

“I like it when we’re seven,” Dale beamed.

“Me too. Being a grown-up is way dull.”

“It’s dorky.”

“Crappy.”

Dale hid his face in his hands and whispered, “Shitty!”

“I’m so telling!”

Dale giggled and then pretended to be quite serious. “Write me a story,” he demanded with a stamp of his foot. “And I need some body gel. And an R.E.M. CD. Wait. Let me get some paper. I’ll make you a list.”

I went home and wrote the Barbie entry.
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Subject: Yay!!!!


Dear Anna K,

I feel silly writing to you, but I wanted you to know that I just found your webpage. I really like it and I hope you keep writing because it’s really good. I used to do that stuff with my Barbies, too!

Well, I’m going to go before I feel stupid for writing this fan letter, but I wanted to tell you that I think you’re very cool. How old are you?

Thanks,


Tess

-----



Subject: Questions About You.


Anna K,

Your Barbie entry is hysterical! One of my girlfriends sent it to me. I love it! We printed it out here at my work and we pasted it by the copier. You should see the looks of the men in the office when they read it. We got our intern Ted to blush!

We keep coming back to read more, but you haven’t posted anything else. Would you mind telling us more about you? Do you have other places where you’ve written? More, please!

-Kristen

-----



I stared at the screen for ten minutes, reading the words over and over again. Actual fan mail. People had sent fan mail. I couldn’t believe how quickly it had happened. I had just written the Barbie entry. How had so many people read it already? Not only that, but they loved it. They loved the words I had written. I had fans. Fan s—plural!

When I was eleven I wrote my one and only piece of fan mail, to one of the actors on Head of the Class. I had just moved to a new school and was lonely. I wanted a classroom like the one on Head of the Class, where the only thing that mattered was fifth-period History and the people in it. I wanted a gifted class where the ten or twelve of us were a family, with a wisecracking teacher as our father. So I wrote to the girl who played Simone, the redheaded poet. My thinking was that of all the actors on the show, she was the one most likely to write me back because she seemed so nice and sensitive.

I told her all about me, and asked if she’d write back to say she got my letter. She didn’t. I promised myself back then that if I ever got fan mail I’d write back to everyone. And now here I was. Take that, Simone.

-----

Subject: re: Yay!!!


Dear Tess,

Thanks so much for writing. It’s good to know who’s reading. Hope you stick around. I’m twenty-four years old, but sometimes I’m really just sixteen.

Anna K

-----



Subject: re: Questions About You.


Kristen,

Don’t get poor Ted fired. I’d never be able to live with myself. I’m not published anywhere else yet, but I’ll let you know as soon as it happens. Thanks for writing!

-AK

-----



It felt like Christmas morning, just after all of the presents had been opened. I wanted more. I wanted a column, a book, a book tour. A body of work that took up a shelf. A house. A dog. A dog to write about in my books. I wanted to see my paperbacks with the covers ripped off piled in a used-books store, all beat up and worn with the memory of a thousand different fingers.

I wrote another entry immediately where I introduced myself. I said I was twenty-four and still trying to figure out what I wanted to be when I grew up. I said I liked roller-blading, but the truth was I’d never even tried it. I guess I wanted to appear sporty, but not athletic.

I thought about the stories I’d tell Dale that would put him in hysterics. This was his birthday present after all, so I wanted to fill the website with stories he loved. Then I remembered the story that never failed to crack Dale up. It was back when I was dating Ian, but I figured a little time fudging wouldn’t hurt anyone. There was no reason Anna K couldn’t have a boyfriend just because I didn’t. Besides, they already thought Anna K had it all. Why not give her my ex-boyfriend, too?

The Book

29 JUNE


At a sex shop in San Francisco my boyfriend and I purchased a book called 101 Nights of Grrreat Sex. Note the repeated r’s, as I assume they are supposed to contribute to the fun. Or is it “funnn”?

The first page warns that if you are satisfied in your love life, then the book wasn’t for you. I wish I had known that earlier, but since I purchased it sealed there was no going back.

The book comes with a series of sealed envelopes, half “For Her Eyes Only” and half “For His Eyes Only.” You are supposed to sit together and pick an envelope each week to read in private. That way you know at some point during the week you’ll be surprised with a romantic act.

My first envelope was called “Fantasies of the Orient” and involved honey and hot tea. Following the directions, I made a pot of Chinese tea, draped a black blanket over our futon, and made my boyfriend take off all his clothes. Acting like I wasn’t allowed to speak, I pushed him back onto the blanket, poured honey on his leg, and then licked it off. Then I had to put the tea in my mouth and let it hit his skin through my lips as I kissed him. First I scalded his neck and then I burned the inside of his elbow. Soon my tongue was aching from the near boiling liquid, but since I wasn’t allowed to speak I just quietly cried on his stomach as I got sick from too much honey. I couldn’t eat anything for the next two days.

We decided that it was just a bad envelope and tried again. My next envelope (“Treasure Trail”) instructed me to cut out paper outlines of my feet to make a trail from the door to my “hiding place,” where I was supposed to “pounce” on my “mate.”

By the way, the only time that you ever hear your boyfriend or girlfriend described as a “mate” is when you’re reading a sex-help book. Mate is the unsexiest word. Besides tuna. And uvula. Those are the three unsexiest words. But the last two are hardly found in the pages of Cosmo, now are they?

While making the cutouts the little voice in my head muttered, What the hell are we doing here? How old are you? I used my glitter crayons to make the feet say funny things. It takes a long time to trace, cut, and color feet to tape from your front door to your hiding spot. Plus the card said I should make them go in and out of several rooms in the house. We have a one-bedroom apartment, so I had the feet go into the bathroom, up the wall, and around the corner on the ceiling. Just a little Lionel Richie in there to get him motivated.

I’m sitting in the closet waiting for my boyfriend to get home from work and I’m thinking, Gosh, I hope he doesn’t go out for a drink after work. I hope he just comes home on time. I wonder what I look like in here. Ow. I’m sitting on a high heel. I’m thirsty. Maybe I’ll go get something to drink. No, I can’t go out there, what if he comes home and I’m standing in a trail of my own toes? This isn’t sexy. This isn’t even cute.

It was solitary confinement.

He did come home—late, of course—and apparently didn’t even notice the new foot trail installed on our carpeting. I heard him call out: “Hello? Baby? Where are you?” I didn’t know if I was supposed to answer. I heard the refrigerator door open and close. The television snapped on and the sounds of a basketball game filled the apartment. Unbelievable. He wasn’t going to notice. What if in three hours he finally decided to do something about it? What would I do if he called the police and they came over, followed the paper trail, and found me asleep in the closet cradling a tin of Altoids, wearing only my panties?

I panicked, making noises that were a combination of whimpers and shrieks until I heard him get off the couch. When he finally found me five minutes later, he looked at me with a face that read: “Hello. Did you get lost? Do I need to call a hospital? Do you still understand English?” Then he laughed, and I knew this book was making a moron out of me.

His assignment that week focused on kissing. That was fun.

I pulled my third assignment. I was to make a sex game creating two sets of cards—one with body parts listed on them and the other with verbs. I tried all week, but I just kept wondering what would happen if he pulled the two cards that said “Thrust!” and “Ear!”

I refused to do my next assignment as well, where I had to “innocently” take him to a miniature golf course (because we putt-putt all the time?). I was supposed to go to the bathroom, take off my panties, wrap them around the golf ball, and hand them to him. Can you imagine? I’m sure he’d say, “What the hell—Hey!” And everyone would look up to see my panties on hole nine. Besides, there are children on Putt-Putt courses, mostly due to the fact that Putt-Putt is supposed to be a game for seven-year olds.

The only thing I liked about the book was that while planning those ridiculous things, I thought about my boyfriend. I liked thinking that sometime that week there was going to be a surprise for me. But in general the two of us were much more creative than that book—which still sits in the bedroom, by the way, mocking me. Feeling like a dork is a really bad way to spice up your sex life. And come on, do you really want me showing my naked butt to innocent putt-putting children?

Love until later,

Anna K

-----



Subject: Me Again!


Anna K,

It’s me again. I just wanted to thank you for posting all of the new entries. Now I can forward your webpage to all of my friends. You’re my new favorite place. I laugh so hard when you talk about your boyfriend because it’s the same stuff I went through during my last relationship. That story you told about fighting over the car stereo? That’s just like my old boyfriend. I eventually dumped his Classic-Rock-lovin’ ass.

Thanks,


Tess

-----



Subject: The Book


Hi, Anna,

My husband and I got that book as a honeymoon present. Can you believe that? You’d think they’d give us just a bit more credit in the beginning. Apparently they know the sex is going to go downhill, huh? It hasn’t yet, thankfully. I don’t know why I just told you that. In any event, I wanted to commiserate on that book. I opened one envelope that told me to strip for my husband. There’s nothing worse than trying to give your husband a lapdance and getting your high heel caught in your underwear. I fell, Anna. I fell.

I’m not one to support book burning, but maybe we could make an exception in this case?

A fan in Syracuse,


Gwen

-----



I felt dizzy with excitement. This was becoming more than just Dale’s birthday present. I suddenly had a body of work that people were gobbling up as fast as I could write it. It was so easy to write something and then post it online. The instant feedback was infectious. People loved Anna K. I was creating a celebrity.
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How to Fake a Football Orgasm

30 JUNE


This is my favorite time of the year because there’s absolutely no football. If you ever saw just how much football I have to watch, you might start crying. I’ve been dating Ian for over three years now and we’ve lived together for more than a year. He has no idea that I actually can’t stand football. He doesn’t know I find it repetitive and boring. How have I done this? How have I tricked this man into thinking I’m the coolest girlfriend ever? Because I am an expert at faking a football orgasm.

That’s right. I can wiggle, shout, and cheer with the best of them. I spill beer and throw chips and just about paint my face blue and silver every weekend. It’s not just a game for me anymore; it’s become an art form. I’m willing to share my secrets because I think we’re all friends here now, aren’t we? Plus I’d like to contribute to happy, healthy relationships.

If you break any of the following rules, it will be obvious that you are faking it, so be careful. Here we go.

1. Don’t walk in front of the television while the ball is in play, while they are doing an instant replay, or while the ball is at something called “the line of scrimmage.”

2. Walk (and by “walk,” I mean “run”) past the television only during the commercials.

2a. If you are watching the Super Bowl stay clear of the television at all times.

3. Offer beers to everyone when you stand up. You’ll be the coolest girl there, and it’s still a feminist move if you’re already on your way to get your own beer.

4. Be familiar with shouting the words “asshole” and “pussy.”

5. When the ref throws a flag (it’s yellow), start shouting possible reasons why. Try “Foul!” “Pass interference!” or “Face mask!” Don’t worry, the boys will yell, too. Continue shouting through the ref explaining why the flag was thrown, at which point you will all stop and ask, “What was the call?” Then you will all argue about what the call must have been.

6. Anytime there is a call against your team, it is time for you to yell, “Oh, that’s BULLSHIT!” Just like that. Try it. It’s fun. I like to say it at the bank when they say, “It looks like you have five dollars in your account.”

7. It is called a “touchdown.” That’s worth six points.

8. Then they try to kick an extra point. That’s worth one. Generally they will get the extra point. If it is a close game, they may try for two points. We don’t have enough time, so I’m not going into this here. Just trust me on this: If it is a close game and one team gets a touchdown, say, “Do you think they’ll go for two?” This will cause a boy debate about field goals and ranges and red zones and things you don’t need to worry yourself about. Just sit back and think, Oh, yeah. You look so cool. See, girlie? We’re gonna make it through this.

9. If the guys are suddenly really upset, ask them what happened. They will be more than happy to shout the injustice of the last play. Let them vent.

10. Do NOT attempt to kiss your boyfriend at any time during the game. Do NOT go “TOUCHDOWN! KISSES!” You will not get them, and people will hate you.

11. NEVER TOUCH THE REMOTE CONTROL.

12. You don’t need to know every athlete, but it helps if you know a few names. Here is the athlete that makes you sound like you know your shit. Ready? Vinnie Testaverde (VIN-ee test-a-VER-dee). Is that a great name or what? He plays for the Jets. I think. Or he used to. It doesn’t matter. Just say things like, “Well, he’s no Vinnie Testaverde.” What I like saying is “Well, I was really comparing him to someone like Vinnie Testaverde.” Chances are they’ll all tip their heads back and say, “Oh. Well, yeah. If you’re doing that.” It works like a fucking charm, I’m telling you.

13. Know that being a girl means that if there is an argument about sports, even if you know you are right, they will say that you, the girl, are wrong. They will find a loophole in your logic and there’s nothing you can do about it because you were born with ovaries.

14. You are supposed to be happy about overtime. It means more football.

15. Make sure you know which two teams are playing because they’re going to switch channels during commercials. They’ll watch other games at the same time, so be on your toes. If you’re only rooting for “the guys in blue,” you could end up cheering for the enemy of a different game. At any moment, there might be three different games on the television within an hour. I know. I’m sorry.

16. If, like me, you’re ever in a situation where you are in a public place and your boyfriend is standing in the middle of the bar shouting, “That’s what I’m talking about! You cannot fuck with the Cowboys!” it is completely okay to pretend you do not know him at all. Get someone to buy you a drink.

17. I don’t care how persuasive they are, it is not tradition to take off your shirt when there’s a turnover. You don’t have to do it.

18. The Super Bowls are counted off in Roman numerals. Don’t say the X’s and I’s. Hey, I don’t know what level of expertise you’re on. I’m just checking.

19. If you are watching the Super Bowl, you will probably have to sit through the pregame and the postgame festivities. It’s okay to laugh at the pregame stuff (which involves a terrible film of some guy making the Super Bowl ring), but it is not okay to laugh at the postgame footage. The levels of beer consumption are so drastically different before and after the game that it’s best not to have any reaction that might affect an emotionally vulnerable, boozy sports fan.

20. The season does end eventually. Then you get to watch hockey, basketball, and baseball! (These are things you’re supposed to be excited about.)

Now go out there and fake it like a pro. That swirly feeling you might get at first is only the guilt from completely lying to the people that you love. You just have to break through that. It gets much easier with time. Go team!

Love until later,

Anna K

    -----



Subject: Orgasms


ANNA K, I WILL GIVE YOU A REAL ORGASM IF YOU WRITE TO ME AND SEND PANTIES PLEASE YOU WON’T NEED A BOOK WITH ME.

ED

-----



Was it wrong that I even loved my creepy fan mail?
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Dale’s birthday party was in three days and my stories were coming along nicely. I knew he was going to love his present. I printed out some of my fan mail to brag about my “audience.”

My sister Shannon called to find out what I was getting Dale. She and Dale have always gotten along since last Easter, when he flew home with me. I couldn’t find either of them for two hours. Turned out they were hiding in the garage, smoking dope, and going through my fifth-grade diary.

“Is he still into those stained-glass things?” she asked.

“That was last year,” I said as I walked out to my balcony, crooking the phone under my head. I gave a quick look back to see if my cat was planning his great escape, but Taylor was sacked out on the kitchen table.

“I can’t keep up with his fads,” Shannon said. I heard her light a cigarette.

“You know what to get him,” I said.

“I am not buying anyone a theatre mask.”

Dale collects theatrical happy/sad masks. Some are paintings, others are statues. His Christmas tree is a terrifying ornamental ordeal. We’ve all spent several nights outside of Dale’s company complaining about how creepy the collection is.

“It’s cheesy and wrong and it makes me not want to be his friend,” she said.

I laughed. “I’ll tell him you said that,” I said.

“Shut up. I think for his birthday I’m going to rid his bedroom of all the scary masks and it’ll be the best gift ever.”

“I just don’t go into his bedroom. It works out better for all of us that way.”

“It only works out better for Jason.” We often joked that Dale’s boyfriend, Jason, actually hated all of us, which was why we rarely saw him. Apparently Jason didn’t want Dale to feel like his relationship had to be his entire life, but I think the truth was that Jason couldn’t stand us.

“Hey,” Shannon said, and I could picture her grin. I could see her leaning forward, her brown hair brushing over her forearms as she giggled into the phone. “Don’t you think that those masks over their bed leave this deep mark on Jason’s psyche that never goes away? They’re trying to have sex and it’s like, ‘Mask in your face! Mask far away. Laughing at you! Crying far away. Laughing! Crying. Closer! Closer! Closer!’ You think Jason ever sleeps? I mean, no wonder he’s such a grouch.”

“Shannon, you’re scaring me. Are you coming to my apartment or are we meeting up at Dale’s?”

“Go to Dale’s. I don’t know exactly what time I’ll get in. I’ve got a test in my three o’clock I can’t skip. Traffic’s gonna be a bitch.”

“Are you staying the night?” I asked. I wondered if I had any clean sheets in the apartment for the futon. I thought about the monster laundry beast that was squeezed up against the closet door, threatening to take over my bedroom. I debated doing laundry for the fifth time that week.

“Nah, probably not. Just in and out. I don’t know. If we drink I might crash at your place. Or Dale’s. Jason makes yummy omelets.”

“So now you’re a big Jason fan,” I said.

“Love his omelets; don’t necessarily love him. Are you going to Hartford for Mom’s birthday?”

“Maybe I’m not invited. She hasn’t said anything about it to me.”

“She will. I gotta go, Stinky.”

We hung up and I went back in to feed Taylor.

I found my cat slumped around the pillow on my futon, sleeping with one eye open. He always crawled into the place I just left, hoping to find the warm spot made by my ass.

He jumped down onto the hardwood floor and stretched out his hind legs. His gray and white fur spiked up around his neck as he hunched himself forward. His tail lowered as he pulled himself back. He stopped to sniff at the coffee table but saw that I had already cleaned my sandwich plate.

He jumped to the counter. He brushed up against the coffee maker as I offered him a choice: “Chicken or fish?”

He mewed, brushing his left side along a bottle of wine. I caught the bottle before it tipped into the sink. I opened the can and plopped the solid hockey puck of food into a small bowl. The kitchen filled with the sharp scent of cheap tuna fish as I sang “The Taylor Song.” It goes: “Taylor! Taylor! The cat with the fur on his face! Taylor!” I was confident the song didn’t make me a crazy cat lady, by the way.

Once back on the futon, I held a pillow to my chest. Taylor had recently been eating the corner of the pillow, so the damp stuffing was pushing though the cheap green fabric on one side. It was quiet in the small room. I glanced at my television, my laptop, and my stereo. Nothing was calling to me. I bounced in place. I thought about doing my nails, but it seemed like too much work. The sound of Taylor’s wet chomping filled the room. I was so restless, I was excited to hear the phone suddenly ring.

The Caller ID said it was Becca. I hadn’t heard from her in a long time. I searched for the cordless, hoping for a twenty-minute chat that ended with an invite to go out with a group of her friends. Dinner and a movie, maybe, or even just watching television at someone’s apartment. Becca’s timing couldn’t have been better.

“Hello?”

“Anna, it’s Becca! I’m getting married!” She said it quickly, like I’d been expecting her to call and say exactly that.

Normally those three words produce shrieks and giggles, sending a room or even an entire house into chaos. But those three words were coming out of Becca’s mouth, so they only produced a small, worried mental hum that flatlined underneath my restless jitters. See, Becca wasn’t the closest friend of mine, but she was a woman in my social circle. Now she was a woman who’d moved up another rung on the ladder of life, while I was still down below. Someone was getting married. Someone else. Another person that wasn’t me. As I sat still listening to her recite the engagement story, the hum in my head turned into a murmur. Then it sizzled into a loud, vibrating buzz. I hated that feeling of dread weighing down my arms, that heaviness making my stomach feel so empty. I hated it because I never expected to feel it. I didn’t think I was that kind of girl. I looked down to see that my palms were sweating; there were also tiny half-moons indented from my fingernails. I opened my mouth wide when I realized I’d been clenching my jaw. What was happening to me?

“So anyway, we’re finally doing it. Married. Hitched! Can you believe it?” Her voice cracked on the last word, and I could tell this phone call was way up in the double digits on her list. By now she was reciting a well-rehearsed monologue. She might not notice I wasn’t picking up my cues.

Becca and Mark had been together for about four years and had been talking about marriage for the past year, waiting until they had enough money saved up. I didn’t even have someone I was debating marrying to discuss savings and budgets with. Someone else had done all of that searching and finding, and that girl—she wasn’t me.

“Congratulations.” I hoped I sounded sincere. “When’s the wedding?”

“In nine months.”

“Oh!”

“No. No baby,” she said quickly, laughing. No, nothing was sordid or imperfect about this impending wedding. Hers was just fine. Everything was great. Becca had been declared “A Keeper.” She was getting married. I was not. I was “A Releaser.” Or maybe even “A RunLikeHellFromHer.”

“We wanted a wedding in the spring, and I’d like some time to get myself in shape,” she continued.

Becca was what my mother would call “well put together.” Always wearing an “outfit” and not just clothes, she’s the only person I know who wears a blazer to a bar.

“How’d you like to be a bridesmaid?” she asked me.

I didn’t expect this offer, as I hadn’t been one of Becca’s closest friends. Ian was the closer one to this circle of people. They were Ian’s friends first. I had fully expected to lose them after we split up. I appreciated that they all stayed my friends after the breakup. They really liked Dale and were pretty considerate about not forcing Ian and me to get back together.

“Wow, Becca. Thank you. I can’t believe you’re asking me.”

“Donna’s not going to be able to make the wedding because she’s got a family reunion that weekend.”

Oh.

“Oh.”

“Shit. I didn’t mean that the way it sounded. I’m just glad that I can ask you. I was worried we wouldn’t have enough room to have everyone in our wedding party that we wanted and now we can. Besides, you and Ian were really there for us that one time we almost broke up and it would just mean so much to us if—”

“Becca. It’s okay. I’ll be in your wedding.” I politely cut her off before she had to fabricate a loving history between us. I was flattered enough that she was thinking of me. “I’d be honored,” I added, in case she was still feeling guilty.

Now, I’m not the kind of girl who defines her personal status and self-worth by the length and quality of her relationships. Or at least, that’s what I thought about myself before I picked up that phone to hear Becca’s good news. Then I was flooded with the jealousy of another person getting picked first. I didn’t need a husband to prove I was worth something. I just hated being second.

Or last. God, don’t let me be last. The Spinster. The Old Maid. Aunt Anna With the Cats. I don’t have to be next, but please, please, please, I can’t be last.

The guy at the Circle K already had a pack of Marlboro Lights and a 20-ounce Diet Coke sitting on the counter when I walked in. “I saw you walking up! I know what you want!” He beamed. How did everyone else know what I wanted? Why couldn’t I have that insight?

I got home, grabbed a bottle of beer, smacked my pack of cigarettes against the inside of my wrist and then opened them. I sat down to my computer. I lit a cigarette, took a breath, and I wrote. I wanted it to be okay to feel like this. It’d be okay if I were Anna K.
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Girlie Thoughts

LATER, 30 JUNE


I never start this off by saying “Dear Diary.” Sometimes I wonder if I should. Tonight, because I want to sound more like a diary than a column, I’m going to.

 

Dear Diary,

I’m going to pretend that you’re quiet, secret pages locked somewhere in a drawer and that you’re not the Internet. I’m going to pretend it’s just me here tonight because what I’m about to say makes me appear to be weaker than I ever thought myself to be. Dear Diary, I’m sad tonight.

A friend of mine is getting married, and even though that doesn’t make me any less of a person, and being single at this age is perfectly normal, I want to say right here and right now that I feel like I’m not on the right path. No, maybe I am. I don’t know. It’s just not the path that my parents followed, and it’s not the path that movies are made out of.

My life so far isn’t going to make much of a movie. That’s something I’ve been thinking about lately. If my life were a movie, how would I want it to end? Does someone swoop in and carry me off into the sunset? Is it Ian? Does anyone have to? Can’t I be the swooper? Why do I have to wait to be chosen?

I like to think that I’m a completely independent woman capable of running her own life without the help of others. I like to think that. I know it’s not true. I depend on others for fun, advice, help, and favors. Right now there’s nobody around, and nobody’s home, and there’s nobody to commiserate with about someone else just getting chosen to get out of the game. I’m alone tonight because my friends are busy and Ian’s not here. He’s been out of town and will be for a while, so I don’t know when things are going to get easier. I hate that I feel this way. I hate breaking down, shutting down, just because there’s nobody around to keep me up.

Last night I went to get a glass of water, but I couldn’t find a glass. They were in the dishwasher, dirty. As I turned the dishwasher on, I realized that it’s quite possible I haven’t run a load of dishes in over two weeks.

I never remember to do laundry. If I do, I usually forget to put it in the dryer. The next day, when I do put the clothes in the dryer, I forget to hang them up. I run out of steam right there. I’ll pull all of the clean, warm clothes out of the dryer, give them a half-assed fold, and then put the basket on the floor of my bedroom. I honestly can’t remember the last time I went to the store to buy groceries.

But that’s nothing compared to the hardest part. When it gets this lonely, and I’m feeling this down, I can’t sleep. I sit silently on my couch, listening to the wind hitting the building, and I think about things I should be doing or things I want to do. I worry about things I haven’t done yet. I worry I’m running out of time.

I can’t sleep. I try to clear my head by creating a pillow-and-blanket boyfriend to spoon against. It doesn’t help. Pillow Boyfriend is way too mushy, and Blanket Boy makes me sweat.

When will I be good enough to be chosen? What do I get to choose? Why does everyone go away?

Weddings bring out the worst in me. All of this paranoia is due to my friend’s announcement. I feel silly for getting this upset. When will I be as strong as I give myself credit for? When will I actually feel as independent as I act? Weddings make me hate myself as I count down the days, working to get “pretty enough” to be seen at the wedding, attractive enough to tolerate dancing in front of old friends and ex-lovers. Once I’m at the reception I get mushy and sad, drink way too much, and convince myself that nobody will ever love me and I’ll never be as happy as everyone else. It’s not pretty, it’s not healthy, but it’s all a part of being a woman. It’s a cycle I’ve got down to a science.

Love until later,

Anna K
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