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Part One

What Up





CHAPTER ONE

A NATTY LIGHT–SLUGGING HERO
OF THE SOUTHWEST

I first met Derek not long after Tryscha and I hooked up. I’d been real hungover but I won’t tell you much about it, except that it was a result of a six-foot-five douchebag and a beer bong. It totally blew. When Derek Morrisey cruised into town, he got my life on the bro’d bumpin’. I’d always wanted to roll West to try In-N-Out burgers and scope hot actress chicks, but I always got too hammered at frat parties in Ohio and had to sleep it off the next day. Derek is an awesome road trip buddy because he knows how to fucking party. I heard about that dude from Chaz Kerry, who’d reshared some Facebook status updates written by Derek from the Arizona State Beta Phi Omega house. I was stoked about Derek’s status updates because they were funny as shit, asking Chaz to rate some pictures of girls he hooked up with the night before. Sometimes Carl Marcus and I texted about the status updates and wondered if we could ever hang with the epic Derek Morrisey. This was like forever ago, when Derek was just a young Communications major instead of the crazy fucking jagoff he is today. We heard that Derek was sick of ASU and was transferring to Ohio State; and we heard that he was cruising in with some slam piece named Maryann.

One night I was playing flipcup at the Ohio State Delta house and Chaz and Tom Grover told me Derek just got in and was crashing at the Holiday Inn Express near East Campus. Derek had rolled up the night before, his first time ever in Columbus, with his hot-ass stacked trixie Maryann; they busted out of his Land Rover, checked his phone for some grub, and plowed into a Buffalo Wild Wings, and since then B-Dubs has always been a favorite place in Columbus for Derek. They threw down cash for mad-good wings and brewdogs.

Derek was always spitting shit like this to Maryann: “Yo, babe, we’re at OSU, and even though I haven’t laid down the plan for you, we gotta forget about whatever stupid shit happened between us in Phoenix and just start thinking about where we’re gonna pregame tonight …” and whatever like he always did back then.

I rolled up to the Holiday Inn Express with my buddies, and Derek opened the door wearing his lacrosse shorts. Maryann was totally topless; Derek was totally getting his bone on, ’cause he thought boning was the most tits thing in the world—although he had to do some jobs and whatever to keep beer in the fridge. You could tell that he loved his junk from how he stood around, checking out porn on his iPhone, but pulling a mad fake-out, so you thought he was listening to you and not looking at phone porn, saying a bunch of “Hell yeas” and “Right ons.” I thought Derek was sorta like a less assholey The Situation—ripped, funny as shit, with spiked hair—a Natty Light–slugging hero of the Southwest. And for real, he had been in the hospital for alcohol poisoning before hooking up with Maryann and coming to Ohio State. Maryann was a nine-out-of-ten with a Mystic Tan and a crazy rack; she chilled on the edge of the couch with her iPhone and her oversized Dolce & Gabbana sunglasses, looking sorta like a less-hot Megan Fox in that first Transformers movie. And like most hotties, she could be a total bitch. That night we all slammed Bud Light Limes ’till sunrise, and in the morning, while we sat around hungover as shit, Derek got up like a total pimp and asked Maryann to make us some food. “We gotta have some breakfast burritos, babe.” She had some kind of bitchfest about it and I peaced out.

Next week, Derek told Chaz Kerry that he totally had to learn how to play the acoustic guitar; Chaz said that I played some awesome Oasis songs at a party a while ago and that he should come to me for advice. Meanwhile Derek had gotten a personal trainer job at Bally Total Fitness, had a fight with Maryann in a Hooters—can’t believe that fucking dude took her there—and she was so pissed that she told the cops Derek was holding, and Derek had to get the fuck out of the Holiday Inn Express. He had nowhere to crash. So one night when I was blasting through my first P90X workout DVD in my apartment there was a knock on the door and Derek was there, hammered, smelling of Axe Body Spray in the dark of the hall, all like, “What up, I’m Derek. You gotta teach me how to play ‘Wonderwall.’”

“Where’s Maryann at?” I asked, and Derek told me that she’d flipped her shit and hauled ass back to Phoenix. We rolled out to slam a few brews ’cause we couldn’t hang around my roommate Ty, who was totally putting the moves on this hottie. As soon as he met Derek he knew he’d try to pull the robbery on his lady.

We went to Buffalo Wild Wings and I told Derek, “Dude, I know you didn’t just come to me to learn how to play acoustic, and honestly the only things I know are how to play chords in first position and how to make sensitive faces to the hotties watching me play.” And he was like, “Right on, bro, I feel you and I thought of that, but you know it’s all like, you know and shit …” We talked about things I didn’t get and neither did he. Back then, Derek didn’t know what he was talking about; he was just a young player who wanted to become a legendary pimp, but on the DL he was already pretty close to pimp status, and after he chilled with Carl Marcus for a while he got all in it with all the pimp terms and frontin’. But we were like natural bros, and I let him crash on my couch as long as he promised to road trip it West with me.

This one time when Derek was drinking Natty Light at my place—he had already hit the gym earlier—Derek said, “Come on bro, we gotta meet these hotties, hurry up.” I was like, “Chill the fuck out, we’ll roll out as soon as I finish these lunges,” and they were some of the hardest lunges in the whole P90X system. Then I geared up and we headed out to hang with some chicks. We rolled into the party scene of South Campus, passing around Derek’s flask; I was starting to get pretty buzzed like Derek. He was a totally solid dude and, even though he could be kind of a douche, it was only because he was like crazy-focused on partying and laying any hottie within arm’s reach. He was being sort of a douche to me and I knew it (crashing at my pad and learning the acoustic guitar, etc.), but I didn’t give a shit and we still partied like hell—no bitching and moaning. I started to learn how to party from him as he learned how to play acoustic guitar from me. Whenever I played stuff, he was like, “Hell yeah, I love all those songs.” He watched me play classic Lifehouse songs, all like “Yeah! That’s the best fucking song!” and “No fucking joke!” and then he slammed a Natty Light. “Bro, there’s so many good fucking Lifehouse songs. How to even begin to learn all of them …”

We were at Dave & Busters and nuclear explosions practically blasted from Derek’s Oakleys as he talked about boning chicks. He talked about it so graphically that buzzkills left the arcade to get away from his gross-ass talk. But he was pimping; at ASU the dude spent a third of his time at the bar, a third in the sack, and a third at the Beta Phi Omega house. Townies saw him running around, no shirt, with a forty duct-taped to each hand, or sneaking around to get into some Alpha Phi hotties’ rooms, where he spent hours just going at it.

We went to a party at Alpha Tau Omega—we were supposed to meet up with a pair of hotties by the flipcup table but they didn’t show up. We went over to his buddy P-Rock’s room where Derek shotgunned a beer and whatever, and then rolled out. That was when Derek partied with Carl Marcus. A legit thing happened when Derek met Carl Marcus. Two total players that they are, they wanted to get wild together ASAP. One jacked arm fistbumped with another jacked arm—one belonging to the beer-slugging player with the lacrosse shorts, the other to the MGD-chugging player with the popped collar who is Carl Marcus. After that I didn’t get to hang with Derek that much, which was sorta lame. Their vibes totally tangled and I was a prude next to them; I couldn’t shotgun PBRs as fast as them and could only do like eighteen to twenty shots at a time. The whole insane clusterfuck of everything that was to come began then; it would mix up all the bros I knew in one massive house party stretching across the American Night. Carl told Derek about his crew, P-Rock; D-Rock; Jenni; C-Rock in Texas; J-Rock in Toronto; and M-Rock wandering in Times Square, fucking drunk out of his skull. And Derek told Carl of players at ASU like T-Rock, the ripped-as-hell bouncer and online poker genius. He told him of J-Rock, B-Rock, his old school bros, his frat buddies, his hookups and Hustler mags, and his best, worst, and most strategic fantasy football draft picks. Carl and Derek rolled into parties together, bonging brews, which later became totally stupid and lame and annoying. But then they strutted down the streets like total pimps, and I strutted after as I’ve been doing all my life, because the only bros for me are the awesome ones, the ones who are mad to chug, mad to party, mad to bone, mad to get hammered, the ones who never turn down a Natty Light but chug, chug, chug like fucking awesome players exploding like spiders across an Ed Hardy shirt and in the middle you see the silver skull pop and everybody goes “Fuck yeah!” Wanting like hell to learn how to be a total pimp like Carl, Derek was all up in his face with a need to get wild: “Bro, Carl, listen to this—I’m being fucking real here.” I didn’t hang with them for a couple weeks while they ramped their partying up to epic proportions.

Then it was March, the time for spring break, and all my bros were getting ready to hit Cabo or Cancun. I was busting ass through the fifth disc of P90X and after I finished tricking out my triceps, and after a trip to Miami Beach with Ty, I got ready to beast it West for the first time.

Derek rolled out earlier. We had a party at the Bar Louie in the Arena District. We got real hammered and took some pictures with our phones. Carl turned his Ed Hardy hat to the side and looked badass. Derek showed his sick bicep tat of an ASU Sun Devil pissing on an Arizona Wildcat. My picture made me look like a fucking RoboCop who’d kill anybody for anything. Carl and Derek saved their pictures as their iPhone backgrounds. Derek was rolling back to ASU; he’d finished his first semester in Columbus. I say semester, but the dude never went to class and mostly just worked as a trainer at Bally. The most badass personal trainer in the world, Derek can get a fat chick through like ten squats, spot a hottie at the elliptical, motor over to her, spit game so hard you’d think you were watching Cassa-fucking-nova on crack, get her into the back office, beast it, get out, tell the fattie good job, max out on the bench, then spot another hottie and do the same thing all over again; he worked like that without pause for four to five hours every Tuesday and alternating Wednesday wearing his uniform, Sun Devils lacrosse shorts, a sideways visor, and Adidas flip-flops. Now Derek had a hilarious new tee to hit the road in—red with “Female Body Inspector” written across it—and an acoustic/electric Fender guitar that he was going to start playing at ASU as soon as he re-enrolled. We noshed on some sliders and Bud Light in Bar Louie, and then Derek hauled ass into the night. I had to bust out West once summer break happened.

And this was how my road trip started, and the shit that happened later is too off-the-chain not to spit at you.

The fact that I was a party god and was always looking to get wild wasn’t why I wanted to hang with Derek more, and it wasn’t ’cause I’d pretty much banged every hot chick on the Ohio State campus; it was because, even though he was total West-coast style, the dude was like some long-lost bro. The look of his spiked hair with the frosted tips made me remember back when I was chilling in the frat houses and dorm rooms freshman year. His Hollister shirts clung to his abs like spray paint. And in his voice I heard the voices of old bros from high school. All my other bros were cool as hell—Chaz the natural lady-slayer, Carl Marcus and his off-the-chain double-fisted party vibe, Old Brad Lewis and his awesome WTF sense of humor—or else they were sort of assholes like E-Rock, who always had to get in fucking fights or J-Rock who was always ready to fuck up anybody over flipcup. But Derek’s awesomeness was just as sick and killer and off-the-chain, without any of the asshole shit. And the way he could be a douche wasn’t really all that shitty; it was kind of a kick-in-the-dick of American awesomeness, a totally West Coast dose of awesome from the quads of Arizona State, something sick as hell. He was only a douche when he needed to be. Besides, all my OSU bros were fighting to maintain their awesome reps on campus, but Derek just crashed the party, hungry for kegstands and boning; he didn’t give a shit if people didn’t want him there, “as long as I can nail that little hottie, bro,” and “as long as we can eat some fucking wings! I’m fucking starving, let’s pound some wings right now!”—and off we’d rush to eat, ’cause, you know, “dudes gotta fucking wing it.”

A western player of epic proportions, Derek. Although Ty told me he might be too big a douche, I could see some awesome times in the future. And I even knew there’d be some fucked-up times dealing with Derek’s totally asshole moves in shitty sports bars and Sunglass Huts, why the fuck should I give a shit? I was a young player and I had to get my party on.

Somewhere along the line I knew there’d be hotties, foam parties, everything. Somewhere along the line the bottle service and a VIP table would just be handed to me.





CHAPTER TWO

TOLEDO IS A BITCH

In July, after having pulled down a couple thousand from online poker, I finally got my shit together to roll to the West Coast. My buddy Ricky Bronco had sent me some texts from San Francisco, telling me to roll out there and party on his dad’s yacht. He swore he could totally get me laid in international waters. I texted back and told him I’d be cool with getting laid on land as long as the chick was at least an eight-out-of-ten and drinks were free. Ricky had a place in Mill City and said I could spend some time boning and drinking while we waited for his dad’s yacht to get out of dry dock (it was having surround sound installed). Ricky was crashing with his slam piece Liana; he said she had a posse of hot friends and everything would be raw as hell. Ricky and I played lacrosse back in the day; he was from Miami Beach and a pretty hard-core dude. He was expecting me to roll up in about ten days. My parents were fine with my trip West; they didn’t really care because my grades at OSU were fine and only a couple of my DUI charges were going to stick. The only drag was they wouldn’t let me take the Land Rover, but I decided I’d hitch my ass there. I’d save cash for beer, meet some awesome dudes on the way, and smash with mad hotties with cars. Leaving my P90X DVDs in my DVD rack, and locking up my tequila so Ty wouldn’t bogart it, I packed my North Face bag full of party essentials and rolled out for the West Coast.

I’d been MapQuesting shit on my iPhone for a couple days, checking out awesome bars along the way, and there was a long-ass yellow line called I-80 that led from Teaneck, New Jersey, clear to San Fran. I figured I’d just hang on 80 and I started moving. I had to haul ass to Toledo to catch I-80. Thinking like mad about all the tail I’d slay in Chicago, Denver, and then San Fran, I took a city bus up to Worthington and got out near the bank of the Olentangy River. I started hitching up Route 23. Five non-hottie-filled rides got my ass to Toledo, where I found an onramp for I-80. Toledo was boring as hell and it started raining like a bitch when I got there. I had to get under some trees to stop getting drenched and I started to get angry. I was like 120 miles north of Columbus; the whole time heading here I’d been pissed that I was moving north instead of west and now my ass was stranded. I busted ass to a closed Subway and stood under the overhang. Overhead the clouds sent down thunderclaps that were loud as shit. All I could see were closed gas stations and restaurants without liquor licenses. “WTF?” I punched the wall of the Subway; it was hard as fuck. “All these dudes are having an awesome time! I can’t believe I’m not there! When the hell will I get there!”—and whatever. Like forever later, a car stopped at the closed Subway; the dude and two chicks in it were looking at a map or something. I strutted over and gave a “what up” nod to them; I looked like a raw mess. I was soaked and my North Face bag was as dirty as shit. I had been wearing flip-flops, which are comfy as hell for hanging, but total bullshit for standing under an overhang in a rainstorm in Toledo. Luckily the dude and chicks let me in and hauled my ass back to fucking Columbus, which was at least better than being stuck in Toledo for the rest of forever. “Anyway,” the dude was like, “there’s barely any girls along I-80. Everybody knows that hotties flock to I-70,” and he was probably right. My MapQuesting had been dumb as hell, like it would be easy to roll down one yellow line across MapQuest and not even print out some fucking directions.

It was less wet in Columbus. I had to roll back to my apartment in a city bus with a bunch of not-hot bitches who were talking about some bullshit conference—bitch-bitch, whatever-whatever—and I was crazy pissed about how much poker cash I’d wasted. I wanted to get moving and instead I’d dicked around all day going up to Toledo and back like an idiot; it was like a keg party where some asshole loses the fucking tap. I had to get to Chicago tomorrow, and that was no joke, so I grabbed a Southwest flight, drained most of my Rapid Rewards points, and figured, whatever, I’d just have to beast it in Chicago fast.





CHAPTER THREE

WHERE THE FUCK IS MY PHONE?

It was a dumb plane ride with whiny-ass babies and stewardesses that could be hotter. I downed one mini bottle of Dewar’s after another, until we got up to cruising altitude and flew straight across Indiana. I landed in Midway in the afternoon, got a room at the Holiday Inn Express, and grabbed some sleep. With half my poker dollars left, I brought the party to Chi-town after exploding my nap bomb.

I checked out the hotties on Lake Michigan and Jägerbombs, yard-long beers, and one shitshow after another in Wrigleyville, where some grenades followed me like a fucking disease. At this time, Kanye West was blasting like hell everywhere and the clubs on Weed Street dropped the beat. As I pumped my fist, I thought of all my bros from one end of the country to the other and how they were really all in the same vast game of flipcup, getting ultra-hammed. And then for the first time since I was like six and my family went to Disneyland, I headed out West. I had to get out of Chicago traffic, so I rocked a bus to Joliet, Illinois, posted up by the road after some margaritas and appeteasers at the Chili’s, and got my hitch on. I’d made like a baller from C-Bus to Joliet and had totally wrecked my online poker cash and Rapid Rewards points.

I got a ride on a Bud Light truck and the truckdriver showed me all the truckstops where he had gotten his smash on with trucker chicks. Around three o’clock, after a Bloomin’ Onion and a Miller Light at an Outback Steakhouse, some chick stopped for me in a Sebring. I sprung an undercover chub as I ran after the car. But that chick was a not-hot cougar, and wanted help driving to Iowa. I figured whatevs. Iowa was sorta close to Denver where Derek was, and once I rolled up to Denver I could beast it. The chick drove for a couple hours and made us go look at a stupid old monument or something, like we were fucking idiots, and then I got my drive on. And even though I’m not into driving anything that can’t off-road, we blasted through Illinois to Davenport, Iowa. There I saw the Olive Garden, offering a Never Ending Pasta Bowl in the summer haze and low-priced happy hour drinks and a T.G.I. Friday’s—with wings, onion rings, and a large drink menu—just across the street. The cougar had to keep rolling on some other road, so I got out.

It was getting dark and I drank like ten to twelve Natty Ices then strutted to the outskirts of town and nearly tossed my shit. A bunch of dudes were heading home from work in Tauruses, Civics, and whatever other stupid rides, just like idiots drive all over wherever. A dude hauled my drunk ass up to a boring-ass intersection near a field. It sucked there. A bunch of farmers drove by and looked at me like I was some kind of asshole; I flexed my neck; don’t fuck with me. No trucks anywhere. Some cars rolled past and a douche in a tricked-out Civic cruised past me with his bullshit music blaring. It got totally dark and I was stuck there, totally fucked. It was so dark and there weren’t any lights anywhere; in a second I’d be totally invisible. Then finally some jagoff from Davenport gave me a ride back. My ass was right where it had been before.

I sat in an Outback to think things over. I pounded a Bloomin’ Onion and a Miller Lite; that’s the stuff I noshed on for my whole trip, ’cause it’s filling and pretty fucking delicious. Then I decided to stop fucking around. After a nice scope session on the Outback’s lady bartender, I rocked a bus out to the edge of town, sorta near some truck stops. The trucks were seriously big, and in a hot second a dude pulled over to give me a ride. I bolted for it and was stoked as hell. The driver was a crazy motherfucker—a huge fat crazy motherfucker with a lazy eye and deep-ass voice who like went batshit crazy on the road and couldn’t give two shits about me. Which meant that I could chill for a hot second, because the dumbest thing about hitching is that you have to talk to all the douchebags so they don’t regret picking you up; you have to make them think you think they’re cool, which is all lame as hell when the only thing you’re shooting for is to lay a damn nap bomb. The trucker yelled over the music and I just yelled back, and we got our chill on. And dude cranked straight to Iowa City and told me some funny-ass shit about how he dodges cops or whatever. When we rolled into Iowa City he saw another truck coming up on us and did me a solid by blinking his lights. The other dude slowed down to pick up my ass, and in a hot second I was in another truck, ready to haul ass across the night, and I was stoked as hell. And this new trucker dude was as off the chain as the other trucker dude and just yelled crazy shit too, so all I had to do was chill. Now I could see Denver looming ahead of me, way the fuck out wherever, across the Texas Roadhouses of Iowa and the On The Borders of Nebraska, and I could see the vision of San Francisco beyond. The trucker hauled ass and spat stories for a little, and then, when we rolled up into this city in Iowa where a couple years later Derek and I were pulled over after we shoplifted some PowerBar Gel, he passed out for a few hours in his seat. I set off a nap bomb too, and took one XL piss on the side of a Citgo, with the prairie chilling out past the car wash and the garbage smelling like a Bacardi Girl who’s had one too many.

The trucker woke up like crazy at dawn. Off we rolled, and a hot second later the Pizza Hut/Wing Street of Des Moines appeared ahead over the green cornfields. Dude had to get his Wing Street on and I refuse to eat wings that don’t come from Buffalo Wild Wings, so I kept going to Des Moines, nabbing a ride with a couple of d-bags from University of Iowa (fuck the Hawkeyes—for real); and it was so lame to sit in their Ford Focus and listen to them talk about nerd shit and their lame football team as we rolled into town. Now I wanted to rock some legit sleep. I rolled up to the Holiday Inn Express to grab a room; motherfuckers didn’t have shit, so like by reflex I wandered toward the Texas Roadhouse—and there are a ton of them in the Des Moines metro area—and I ended up in a Red Roof Inn by the Texas Roadhouse’s killer patio, and spent a long day passed out on a twin-sized bed. I woke up when the red neon Texas Roadhouse sign was turning on and that was a totally stupid time because I couldn’t find my phone—my ass was in Iowa, beat as shit, in a lame Red Roof Inn that didn’t even have continental breakfast, hearing the maids doing whatever, and the couple banging next door, and some kid whining above me, and it was all crazy annoying, and I looked at the HBO-less TV and for real couldn’t figure out where the hell my phone was. It was real stupid; I needed my phone to play Angry Birds, and I hadn’t checked Facebook in a day, maybe two. I had left it inside the pocket of my jeans that were inside my bag and so I never even heard it ring, so maybe that’s why I couldn’t find my phone on that stupid day.

Since I found it I had to get a fucking move on and stop bitching, so I picked up my bag, said peace out to the dickwad at the front desk watching Two and a Half Men, and went to eat. I noshed on a Bloomin’ Onion and a Miller Light—which was getting more delicious the more I ate it, the Bloomin’ Onion bigger, the happy hour specials a little less heinous. There were the most off-the-chain thickets of hotties all over Des Moines that afternoon—a bunch were total high school chicks—so I couldn’t risk some jailbait situation, but I was totally looking forward to beasting of-age chicks like crazy in Denver. Carl Marcus was all up in Denver; Derek was doing his thing; Chaz Kerry and Tom Grover were chilling there, it was their hood; Maryann was hooking up with Derek there; and I’d gotten some texts about a crazy fucking crew there like Rob Riggins, his hot-as-shit sister Beth; the hot waitresses Derek chilled with; and even my dude Ryan Minor, who I played mad beer pong with at OSU. I was stoked as hell to see all of them. So I had to skip those jailbait hotties, but I’m being real when I say that Des Moines has the hottest jailbait in the world.

Some tool with a tricked-out Escalade, a total poser ride, took me a couple miles, then some farmer and his son grabbed me and hauled me to Adel, Iowa. Then near the parking lot of a Joe’s Crab Shack, I bro’d up with another hitchhiker, a total New York dude, a player who’d been pulling mad cash in venture capital but now was going to Denver to chill. Seems like the dude was trying to leave some shit in NYC behind, probably like a heinous grenade or something. He was thirty and kind of a guido asshole and I wouldn’t have partied with him normally, but I was hurting for some party bros. This dude was wearing some Under Armour Tactical gear and didn’t have like a bag or anything—only an iPhone and a tax-free bottle of Grey Goose that he picked up in New Hampshire and he wanted to hitch together. I should have been like “Naw,” since he seemed like he’d be pretty dickholey after a while, but we ended up grabbing rides together; some dude took us to Stuart, Iowa, which turned out to be a major shitshow. The two of us waited for what seemed like forever by the CVS there, looking for some cars ’till it got dark. We talked about stuff like fantasy sports and hookups and whatever, then we just played games on our phones. Shit was boring. I figured I’d house some dollars for some brews so we rolled up to a sports bar and domed some Natty. This dude got legit hammered, and kept yelling shit at me that I couldn’t even understand. I didn’t totally hate the dude, mainly because he had a crazy fucking alcohol tolerance. We tried to get more rides in the dark and fucking nobody came by. Shit dragged on forever. We tried to sleep on the bench outside the CVS, but the automatic door opened and closed all night and we couldn’t sleep at all, and big trains were being noisy outside. We could have tried to jump on a train, but we didn’t know anything about that; we weren’t some kind of poor assholes who did that kind of stuff. When this dude saw a Greyhound to Omaha cruise by at the asshole of dawn he jumped on and sat down—I had to pay for his fucking fare, cheap dickwad. Teddy was the dude’s name. He was sorta like my cousin’s husband from Jersey. Most of the reason I rolled with him was ’cause it was sorta like having an old bro along, a shotgunning, only-sorta-douche kind of dude to party with.

The bus rolled into Council Bluffs at like 5 A.M.; I checked that shit out. I’d heard that back in the day there were mad wet T-shirt ragers around there before everybody started heading to Cabo for spring break; now there were just boring houses, looking dumb as hell with their green lawns. Then we rolled into Omaha, and for real, I saw my first legit cowboy, a rough dude in a hat getting hammered on Bud inside a beige booth of a Pizza Hut Italian Bistro, looking like he could totally be a bro at a Delta party except for his outfit. We got off the bus and strutted up the big-ass hill, an annoying hill that was a total dick move on geology’s part, then got our hitch on at the top. This player in a Yankees hat picked us up and told us that the hotties of the Platte were just as smoking as the hotties of Cabo. At first I thought this was totally dumb but then we passed a Hooters that overflowed with total smokeshows and a couple of eight-out-of-tens, and I thought that maybe dude knew what he was talking about. A little later we were chilling at an intersection and this other cowboy dude, who was like literally five hundred years old, hollered at us and asked if we could drive. Both of us had licenses, but I was sort of toasted from sucking on Teddy’s Grey Goose. This old dude was trying to get two cars back to Montana. His wife was waiting around Grand Island in Nebraska and then she could take over the driving. By then, he’d be rolling north, so we’d need to get the fuck off. Still, we could roll a solid hundred miles through Nebraska, so we signed on. Teddy drove one car by himself while the old dude and I took the other car, and as soon as we got into some open road, Teddy started to beast it like hell at ninety miles an hour. “Goddamn it, what the hell is he up to?” the old-ass dude asked and hit the gas to catch him. It felt sorta like The Fast and the Furious: Tokyo Drift. For a hot second it seemed like Teddy was gonna jack the car—and he totally could have. But the old dude kept on his ass and got him to pull over. “Damn, boy. You’re gonna get a flat at that speed. Can’t you relax?”

“Oh shit, bro, was I really rocking it at ninety?” said Teddy. “I totally didn’t notice it with the asphalt being all smooth and shit.”

“Just take it easy and we’ll all get to Grand Island in one piece.”

“Right on.” So we kept cruising. Teddy had chilled out and probably even needed to lay a nap bomb. We kept hauling ass through Nebraska, checking out the abundant hotties of the Platte.

“During the depression,” the cowboy was like, “I used to bed ladies on freights at least once a month. In those days, you’d see hundreds of fellas getting lucky in a flatcar or a boxcar, and they weren’t just bums, they were all kinds of fellas out of work and going from one girl to another and some of them just making eyes at ’em. It was like that all over the West. Brakemen let you have all sorts of sex in boxcars in those days. I don’t know about today. Nebraska’s nothing like that today. Soon as that dust cloud rolled out, there wasn’t no action left for a fella in the whole goddamned state. They can give Nebraska back to the Indians for all I care. I hate this shit state more than any place in the world. Montana’s my place now—Missoula. You roll up there sometime and see God’s ladies.” A little later I passed out in his front seat when he stopped spitting stories—which was too bad because he spat some pretty awesome stories.

We got off at an exit to pound some grub. The old-ass cowboy had to get a tire fixed, and Teddy and I rocked it in an Outback. I heard a Kanye ringtone, the awesomest Kanye ringtone you’ve ever heard, and into the Outback walked a ripped-as-hell Nebraska player with a deep crew of dudes; his Kanye ringtone blasted over the plains, across the whole raw world and beyond. All the chicks wanted on that. Dude didn’t have a shred of fat on him and was like a magnet for women. I thought, Dude, check out that bro spit game. The West is legit, and I’m all up in it. Dude just rolled into the Outback and called for the waitress who served the choicest Bloomin’ Onions in Nebraska, and I chowed one with a frosty Miller Light on the side. “Babe, sling me some grub before I gotta start sucking snatch for nutrients.” And he threw himself in a booth and went “for real, for real, for real. And throw some Aussie Fries with it.” I felt like the most amazing player of the West was chilling next to me. I wished I was Facebook friends with him so I could check out what other shit he’d been up to besides pounding appetizers like a champ. Off the fucking chain, I thought, and the old cowboy got his tire fixed and we hauled ass to Grand Island.

We hit Grand Island in a hot second. The cowboy left to find his wife and do whatever while Teddy and I got back to hitching. A couple of lamewads picked us up—nerds, freshmen, rural dicks in a four-cylinder-at-best Pontiac—and let us out in some crappy rain. After that, some silent old dude—who the hell knows what his deal was—dropped us in Shelton. Teddy looked bummed as hell. He looked at the water tower that said SHELTON. “Fuck me,” Teddy was like, “I’ve been in this town before. It was years ago, during a lacrosse road trip, at night, late at night when everybody was at a clutch house party. I went out on the front porch to spit some game, and there I was on the porch alone with a total grenade, and I looked up and see that name Shelton written on the water tank. Bound for a night with a horse-face, hammered as hell, and I only stayed for a few minutes, weighing the options or something, and off we went to her room. I’ve hated this shithole ever since!” Our asses were trapped in Shelton. Sorta like in Davenport, Iowa, most of the cars were just full of farmers, but one time we saw a Tahoe, and Tahoes are super lame, with d-bags at the wheel and their girlfriends bitching about whatever, and sitting back not realizing that they can’t really off-road.

The drizzle increased and Teddy started shivering like a bitch; he was kind of a bitch. I pulled a black North Face fleece from my bag and Teddy wore it. He bitched less. I felt totally gross. I bought a mini-bottle of Captain Morgan in a gas station. I downed the bottle and sent Derek a text. We tried to grab a ride. That stupid water tower was totally rubbing it in our faces. A train passed. It was full of Amtrak assholes. Those assholes busted out West like we wanted to. It started to rain like a bitch.

This weird dude in a hat pulled over and came over to us; he looked like a rough dude. We got ready for a fucking rumble. He walked all slow and shit. “You guys headed anywhere, or just looking for a good time?” That didn’t make sense to us, but somehow it was totally awesome.

“What up?” we were like.

“Well, I own a little strip club that’s a few miles down the road and I’m looking for some old boys willing to work and make a buck for themselves. I’ve got a couple of bouncer jobs, you know, the kind where you keep guys from touching the girls. You boys want to work for me, you can get thirty percent of the door.”

“Free drinks?”

“You can get two trips to the buffet per night but no drinks. You’ll have to pay at the bar. We open early on holidays.” We put that in our brains. “It’s a good club,” he was like, and stood there waiting for us to decide. It was pretty awkward-times-ten and we didn’t know how to handle this, and I knew I didn’t want to get tangled up with a strip club with a buffet. I had to get shit started with my dudes in Denver.

I was like, “Naw man, I’m hauling ass as fast as I can and I don’t think I have time for this.” Teddy thought that would be pretty dumb too, and the dude peaced out to his ride and busted out. That was it. We cracked up about it and imagined what would have gone down if we’d said yes. I had visions of a dank and dirty place on the plains, and the mad racks of Nebraska strippers getting their jiggle on, with the pervy audience looking at everything with boners, and I know I would have felt like a total skeez-bag watching to see if any of the creeps started touching. And the neon lights flashing in the flatlands darkness, and, to top it all off, the expensive-as-hell prices of the drinks and me wanting to get the hell to Denver—and having to avoid the strippers’ advances because they’d totally want to get with me but stripper chicks are nasty.

Teddy pulled a total douche move next. Some kind of shitty trailer came by, hauling a bunch of trash and driven by some weird dude. He pulled over for us. We ran to it and the driver was saying like he could only fit one of us; like a King Douche Teddy got in and they took off, and motherfucker was still wearing my fleece. The fleece was gone; I had like six others anyway and North Face is sort of over so I didn’t mind so much. I hung around in lame-as-hell Shelton for forever. Denver, fucking Denver, when the hell was I gonna get to Denver? I was like inches away from just going to grab another Bloomin’ Onion when some dude in an Elantra stopped for me. I chased that shit down.

“Where you going?”

“Denver.”

“Well, I can haul you a hundred miles up the road.”

“Dude, you saved my life.”

“I used to get my hitch on, that’s why I always pick up a bro.”

“I would too, if I had my fucking Land Rover.” So dude drove me and he talked about his lame self and I set off some nap bombs ’till Gothenburg, where the dude dropped me off.





CHAPTER FOUR

SHIT IS RAW

The most epic ride in my life went down next, a huge-ass RV, with a bar in back, and like seven bros all chilling out in it, and the drivers, two legendary players from Minnesota, were giving rides to pretty much everybody on that road. They were the most ripped, chill-as-fuck couple of bros in America, both wearing Pony polos, Diesel jeans, and aviators; both jacked-up and tan as hell, with broad gofuckyourself grins for any douche that tried to step to them. I ran up, was like “Can I nab a ride?” They were like, “Fuck yeah, get in, shit is raw.”

The RV sped off before I could sit down, but a bro grabbed me and I nabbed a seat. Somebody threw me a can of Natty. I shotgunned it in the air-conditioned, party-filled air of the RV. “Fuck yeah, let’s do this!” yelled a bro in a New Era hat, and the driver jacked the RV up to eighty and tore it up. “We’ve been getting hammered in this shit since Des Moines. These players never stop. Every now and then you have to yell to get them to stop for a piss, otherwise you have to piss in the RV bathroom, and another dude already puked all over it.”

I checked out my fellow bros. There were a couple of young bros from rural North Dakota named Chad wearing Cornhuskers hats, which is what like everybody wears out there, and these dudes were looking for some wild scenes; their dads let them have an awesome summer road trip. These two other bros from Ohio were also named Chad, football-playing bros, eating Big Macs, cracking up, and they were just partying all over the country.

“We’re gonna get wild in LA!” they yelled.

“What are you gonna do there?”

“More like who are we going to do there!”

There was this other dude named Chad who looked like a total redneck. “Where’re you from?” I was like. We were sitting next to each other, shotgunning; there was no way you could shotgun standing up cause the RV had shitty suspension. The dude turned to me, finished his brew, and was like, “Montana, bro.”

And then there was Mississippi Chad and his buddy. Mississippi Chad was a this lanky tan dude who surfed couches across the country, never making real dough but just chilling, slamming brews, and keeping up a real solid natural tan. He hung out in the RV double-fisting, staring into his beer for hours without saying anything, then all of a sudden he looked at me and was like, “Where the fuck you headed?”

I told him I was rolling to Denver.

“I got a slam piece there but I haven’t smashed with her for like ever.” He talked like a real raw dude. He was legit. His buddy was young as fuck, like sixteen, wearing the same sort of busted gear; I mean that they wore out-of-date polo shirts stained by the splash of beer pong and the ash of cigars and the shit on their buddies’ couches. The kid was quiet as fuck and he probably was running from like a psycho grenade or something. Montana Chad tried to give them shit with his d-baggy smile. They didn’t give a fuck. Montana Chad could be a real dick. His asshole grin sorta pissed me off the way he got all in your face.

“You got any cash?” he was like.

“Fuck no, maybe enough for a case of Natty ’till I get to Denver. What about you?”

“I know where you can score some.”

“Where?”

“Just bust into a bedroom at a frat party and steal that shit. Cash and DVDs, you feel me?”

“Yeah, but that’s sort of a dick move.”

“I’ll do that when I really need some dough. Headed up to Montana to see my bros. I’ll have to get off this whip at Cheyenne and roll up some other way. These motherfuckers are going straight to Los Angeles.”

“For real?”

“For real—if you want to hang in LA you got a ride.”

I thought it over; being able to haul ass through Nebraska, Wyoming, and Utah in a hot few seconds, and then blasting through Nevada the next day and cruising into Los Angles after that almost made me change my mind. But I needed to get my ass to Denver. I’d have to peace out at Cheyenne and figure out how to get there.

I got stoked when the two Minnesota bros driving the RV pulled over in North Platte to slam grub; I totally wanted to hang out with those dudes. As we came out of the RV they fistbumped with everybody. “Piss it up, bros!” one was like. “Nosh o’clock!” the other was like. They strutted into Johnny Rockets and we all strutted after them, and ate some Rocket Double burgers and flavored coke while they pounded onion rings and brewdogs like it was their job. They were tight; they were going to LA for their fantasy football draft and having a good fucking time doing it. On the way to LA they picked up everybody who looked like they wanted to party. This was like the fifth time they did this; it was totally tits. They partied everywhere. They chugged like whales. I tried to chill with them—I was awkward as fuck and just looked like an idiot—and all they did was give me a couple of badass nods and two flashes of bright white-stripped teeth.

All the dudes from the RV were in the Johnny Rockets except Mississippi Chad and his buddy. They were chilling in RV, getting pretty drunk and sleeping. Shit was getting dark. The bros who were driving were doing a quick workout to stay loose. I knew I had to use the time to go buy a case of Natty to keep the party bumpin’ ’till sunrise. They were like, “Yeah bro, make it fast.”

“I’ll totally let you nab a couple cans!” I was like.

“Nah bro, we only drink Miller products.”

Montana Chad and the Nebraska Chads came with me on the beer run. They threw a few dollars my way, and Montana Chad a few, and I bought a 30 rack. Some loser dudes watched us go by from their stupid offices; everything there seemed boring as shit. It was just a whole bunch of flat nothing past every stupid street. I felt like I had to take a wicked dump in North Platte, I didn’t know why. Turns out I went one Bloomin’ Onion too far. I blasted that out of me, got back on the RV, and rolled out. It got dark fast. We all shotgunned a Natty, and all of a sudden everything around was just like desert or something, a ton of sand and whatever the fuck grows in sand. I was like “Fuck.”

“What the hell is this?” I asked Montana Chad.

“We’re in the legit West, bro. Feed me another Natty.”

“Fuck yeah!” the high-school Chads were like. “Ohio, eat these nuts! What would our buddies say if they saw us now? Bam!”

The bros up front had switched to let the less-drunk brother drive; dude gunned it like crazy. The road got really bad: all humped out with ditches and shit, and the RV drifted from one side to the other—luckily not when other cars were coming the other way or we’d have totally murdered them. Dudes could for real drive. The RV flew like a G6 through the Nebraska chode—the little part that sticks out over Colorado. It hit my brain that I was close as hell to Colorado, not there yet, but so close it felt like I could piss on it. I got stoked as fuck. We shotgunned some Natties. Our shirts came off, we arm-wrestled. I felt like Christian Bale in Terminator Salvation when he blows up Skynet.

From nowhere, Mississippi Chad took a break from his shotgunning, looked at me, and was like, “This shit reminds me of UT-Austin.”

“Are you a Longhorn?”

“Fuck no, I’m an Ole-fucking-Miss Rebel.” And that was for real how he said it.

“Where’s your lil’ bro from?”

“He got into some kind of shit during a college visit at Ole Miss, so I offered to do him a solid. Lil’ bro’s never been out on his own. I do him solids as best as I can, he’s only a kid.” Although this might sound totally racist, even though Mississippi Chad was white there was something straight-up gangster in him, sorta like my dude Eddie Hammer, who pounded Four Loko on OSU campus, but a rawdog Hammer, an off-the-chain Hammer, beasting it all over the place all the time, Vail in the winter and Key West in the summer, all ’cause the dude couldn’t crash anywhere for more than a week without banging somebody’s sister and because he had a ridiculous credit limit on his Visa.

“I’ve chilled in Ogden a couple times. If you want to ride on to Ogden I know some hotties there who have bangable sisters we could smash with.”

“I’m going to Denver from Cheyenne.”

“Fuck, plow straight through, dudes don’t get a ride like this every day.”

Shit sounded good. But how bangable were the sisters? “How bangable are the sisters?” I was like.

“They’re the hotties that most bros would slice off a nut for; you’re liable to blow your dick when you see them.”

During sophomore year I went on semester at sea with this crazy dude from Louisiana we called Big Jim Halverson, Ronnie Jameson Halverson, who knew he wanted to be a bro since he was little. He was eight and saw this bro come up to compliment his mom’s rack, and she was totally frigid, and when the bro went off in his Cherokee the little bro had said, “Mom, what’s up with that guy?” “That’s a disgusting bro.” “Mom, I want to be a bro when I grow up.” “Shut your mouth, no Halversons will ever become bros.” But dude never forgot that shit, and when he grew up, after a little time playing football at LSU, he did become a bro. Big Jim and I spent a ton of nights slugging brews and spitting game at sea-faring hotties. Mississippi Chad’s alcohol tolerance was so similar to Big Jim’s that I had to be like, “Did you ever party with a bro called Big Jim Halverson somewhere?”

And he was like, “You mean the tall-ass motherfucker with the jacked-up triceps?”

“For real. Dude was from like Ruston, Louisiana.”

“Fuck yeah! Louisiana Jim he’s sometimes called. Right on, I have totally hung with Big Jim.”

“And he used to get his workout on in the East Texas Crunch gym?”

“Crunch is right. And now he’s all about 24 Hour Fitness.”

And that was right on the money; and it blew my skull that Mississippi Chad had for real partied with Jim, who I’d been texting for pretty much ever. “And he used to get his workout on in the New York Athletic Club?”

“Aw dude, I don’t know.”

“I guess you only partied with him in the West.”

“Totes. I’ve never rolled to New York.”

“Well fuck me, I’m stoked you partied with him. This is a big-ass country. Yet I fucking knew you must have partied with him.”

“Yeah dude, I partied with Big Jim pretty hard. Always generous with his fifth of Jägermeister when he’s got one. Mean-ass brawler too; I saw him flatten a fifth-year senior on the porch of the Beta house over a game of beer bong with one punch.” That was Big Jim all over; dude always took beer pong so seriously; he looked like Brekin Meyer, but a ripped-ass Brekin Meyer who loved Jäger.

“Hell yeah!” I shouted, and I shotgunned another Natty, and was getting pretty awesome-crunk. The fucking awesome fun of playing Madden on the RV’s Xbox wiped away the bitter Natty aftertaste, and the crunkness hugged me like a blanket. “Cheyenne, I’ma blow you up!” I was all like. “Denver, look out for my dick!”

Montana Chad pointed at my Urban Outfitters flip-flops, and was like, “You fucking think you could even play a half-court game in that shit?”—looking serious as hell, of course, and the other bros heard him and cracked the shit up. I can’t deny they were sort of lame shoes; I wore them ’cause I didn’t want my feet to sweat like balls, and except for the rain in fucking Toledo they were totally clutch shoes for the trip. So I had to crack up like hell with them. The flip-flops were totally jacked by now too, with the straps falling off and they stunk like ass. We shotgunned another beer and cracked the shit up even harder. Like in 2 Fast 2 Furious we hauled ass through some jank-ass towns in the dark, and passed Ford Escorts full of fugly bitches under the stars. They scoped us driving by, and we saw them lick their lips from inside their stupid cars—those ugly bitches wished they could get with us.

There were also a good amount of hotties around; they were home for break. The Dakota Chads were fidgeting. “I think we’ll bust ass out of here at the next piss call; seems like there’s mad tail around here.”

“All you gotta do is beast it north when you run out of slam pieces,” Montana Chad was like, “and just follow the hotties ’till you get to Canada.” The Dakota Chads weren’t impressed; they thought he was full of shit.

All this time the little blond bro just chilled; occasionally Mississippi Chad leaned out of his Buddhistic chug-trance over the rushing blast of Madden and said something funny as shit in to him. The little bro cracked up. Mississippi Chad was doing him a solid, clutch and raw. I couldn’t figure out what was up with those dudes. They had no iPhones. I let them check Facebook on mine; I thought they were all right. Dudes were gracious as fuck. We balled it through another jank-ass town, passed another line of tall stacked hotties in PINK sweatpants clustered in the dim light like moths with boobs looking to bone, and returned to the dark shit, and the Hardee’s sign ahead was pure and bright as we dropped Jägerbombs over the endless stretch of American night, about a shot a minute, and no pussies refusing any challenge to chug anywhere. And once I saw this cow standing in the tall grass of a rundown house as we flew by. It looked fucking stupid.

When we got to the next town, Montana Chad was all like “I gotta piss, bros,” but the dudes didn’t stop and the RV kept cruising. “Bros, I gotta get my piss on!” Montana Chad was like.

“Piss out the window,” said somebody.

“What-fucking-ever,” dude was like, and as we all watched (no homo), he balanced up on the back of the couch, opened the window, and stuck his junk out the window. Somebody texted the bros driving up front so they’d know the awesome prank that was getting set up. And just as Montana Chad was about to get his stream on, the driving dudes started zigzagging the RV at like seventy miles an hour. Montana Chad stumbled for a hot second; we saw him totally soak the side of the window; he struggled to get his junk pointed right. Dudes swung the RV. Slam, Montana Chad fell off the couch, pissing all over himself. While we were laughing like hell, he was swearing like a little whiny bitch. “Not cool; not cool.” He had no clue we were pranking his ass; he just kept trying, hella-pissed. When dude was finished, his jeans were soaked, and now he had to wipe the piss off his Oakleys, and with a most pissed-off look, and everybody cracking the fuck up, except for the weird-ass blond kid, and the Minnesotan bros totally losing their shit in the front. I handed him a Natty to make up for it.

“What the shit,” he said, “were those motherfuckers doing that on purpose?”

“Yeah, bro.”

“Fuck me, that’s fucked up. I pissed out the window in Nebraska and everything was fine.”

Next we cruised into some shithole called Ogallala, and the bros driving were all like “Piss break!” and it was beyond hilarious. Montana Chad stood by the RV, still raging as hell for pissing on himself. The two Dakota Chads said peace out to us ’cause they wanted to start cruising for tang here. They disappeared into a dark bar down the street where iPhones were glowing and where some dude in Adidas windpants said they could snag some bangable ass. I had to eat a Bloomin’ Onion. Mississippi Chad and his buddy came with me. I strutted into some seriously awesome shit, an Outback Steakhouse with a fucking two-dollar draft special. People were getting crunk, while Linkin Park rocked out over the stereo. Shit got wild when we rolled in three deep. Mississippi Chad and the blond dude just stood there, with no game; all they wanted was a Bloomin’ Onion. There were total hotties, too. And one grade-A smokeshow made eyes at the kid and he never picked up on it, and that was pretty lame.

I bought a Bloomin’ Onion for us; they were grateful as fuck. It was time to get the crew back in the RV. Now it was like midnight, and we were grade-A hammered. Mississippi Chad, who’d done more crazy shit on the road than any of the other motherfuckers, said we should all go up on the roof and car surf. In this manner, standing on top of the RV going balls-out down the highway, we had the most raw time as the mad-frigid air turned our Nattys into slushies. Shit got crazier the more we shotgunned brews. We were all up in Wyoming now. Surfing the RV, I stared straight into my iPhone, loving the Facebook posts I was making, loving how hard I rocked it since Toledo after all, and getting super pumped for the times I’d have in Denver—however shit would go down. Then Mississippi Chad started to sing a sick Linkin Park classic. He dropped it in an awesome, raw-as-hell voice, with a Durst-esque rasp, and it was killer, all about how there’s something inside that pulls you beneath the surface and shit.

I said, “Holy shit, I forgot how awesome that band is.”

“Best fucking band in America,” dude was like.

“Bro, I hope you get to where you’re going and slay mad tail when you do.”

“I always end up slayin’ a little somethin’ somethin’.”

Montana Chad was dropping some nap bombs. Dude woke up and was like, “Yo, player, how about you and me trawl for tang in Cheyenne together tonight before you peace out to Denver?”

“Fuck yeah.” My drunk ass was ready for action.

The RV rolled into the edge of Cheyenne and we saw the towering lights of a Sonic, and then from like nowhere came a big-ass crowd all over everywhere. “WTF, it’s like a bunch of lame cowboys,” said Montana Chad. A whole bunch of lame dudes, fat men in fucking stupid boots and big-ass cowboy hats, with their fat wives in cowgirl shit, hung out and did whatever lame shit at this stupid festival in old Cheyenne. There was probably some cooler stuff in the new part of town, but all these assholes were in Oldtown. Blank guns went off. The saloons had shitty draft specials. It was crazy, and at the same time I was like What the fuck: on my first trip to the West there was all this lame, poser bullshit that wasn’t legit at all. It was time to peace out from the RV; the Minnesotan bros weren’t into this scene. I felt sorta sad when I realized that I’d never see these dudes again. “You’ll have no chance of pulling tail without me,” I cracked up. “You’re all cool as shit, but you have no game!”

“Shut the fuck up,” said Mississippi Chad. And the RV rolled out, balling through all the posers who had no idea about the awesomeness of the bros inside, shotgunning brews like badasses on a mission. I forced myself to throw up so I could rally.
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