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GENERATION S.L.U.T.

“Original. Hilarious. Well crafted and outrageous, yet with a moral compass that never quits. Parents will be shocked senseless by what they find here, but for younger readers, Marty Beckerman emerges as—dare I say it—a voice for a new generation.”

—Richard Metzger, Author, Book of Lies: The Disinformation Guide to Magick and the Occult

“A thing of beauty. Beckerman exposes pedophile culture in a way that everyone else is afraid to do. Generation S.L.U.T. is something special.”

—Ned Vizzini, Author, Teen Angst? Naaah … and Be More Chill

“The quality of Beckerman’s writing is astonishing. Generation S.L.U.T. achieves a glorious momentum that compels the reader to keep turning the pages—and eagerly so. A wonderful window into the lives of young people today.”

—Rodger Streitmatter, Ph.D., Author, Mightier Than the Sword: How the News Media Have Shaped American History

“Beckerman’s angry, vulgar, smart voice is both tempered and amplified by an almost philosophical understanding of his situation. I read this and think of Lenny Bruce, and there’s little praise higher.”

—Carrie Hill Wilner, Nerve.com

“This kind of insight usually comes only with advanced age. Imagine going through your hormone-crazed teenage sexual peak with full self-awareness and an uncanny knack for cutting through pretenses and reporting the brutal truth. Just the right mix of shocking, tragic, and hilarious. The work of a 20-year-old genius. I’m giving one to every slut I know.”

—Jenna Glatzer, Editor in Chief, AbsoluteWrite.com

“Generation S.L.U.T. firmly establishes Marty Beckerman as the Lenny Bruce of his generation. The best and funniest book about young lust I’ve read in ages, yet also sweet and romantic in ways that will get him laid a lot.”

—John Strausbaugh, Author, Rock Til You Drop: The Decline from Rebellion to Nostalgia

“The blackest satire I’ve seen in some time. This could be quite controversial, especially if and when it gets banned. The sick thing—the reason I see a big fuss being made about it—is there are a lot of fundamental truths of modern teen existence in there.”

—Todd Allen, Indignant Online

“An assault on the mind and soul. Sexual but not sexy, violent but never unrealistic. An impressive, ambitious debut that should be read by every teen and parent.”

—Bob Sassone, Professor Barnhardt’s Journal
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AUTHOR’S NOTE ON STATISTICS:

ANYONE CAN MAKE ANY PUBLIC STUDY SAY NEARLY ANYTHING. THE STATISTICS HEREIN ORIGINATE FROM THE MOST RECENT AND REPUTABLE NATIONAL STUDIES AVAILABLE, BUT THE NUMBERS CHANGE FROM DAY TO DAY AND ONLY REPRESENT SPECIFIC SURVEY POOLS. SUBSEQUENTLY, THESE STATISTICS SHOULD NOT BE TAKEN AS AN ABSOLUTE REFLECTION OF REALITY, BUT INSTEAD THE MOST METICULOUS REPRESENTATION POSSIBLE AT THIS TIME.

O shame, where is thy blush?

Rebellious Hell …

To flaming youth let virtue be as wax

And melt in her own fire. Proclaim no shame

When the compulsive ardor gives the charge,

Since frost itself as actively doth burn.

—SHAKESPEARE

Has not Nature proved, in giving us the strength to submit to our desires, that we have the right to do so?

—MARQUIS DE SADE

Poet, by that God to you unknown, lead me this way … and be my guide through the sad halls of hell.

—DANTE

“‘Hooking Up’ was a term known in the year 2000 to almost every American child over the age of nine, but to only a relatively small percentage of their parents, who, even if they heard it, thought it was used in the old sense of “meeting” someone … . Back in the twentieth century, American girls had used baseball terminology. ‘First base’ referred to embracing and kissing; ‘second base’ referred to groping and fondling; ‘third base’ referred to fellatio, usually known in polite conversation by the ambiguous term ‘oral sex’; and ‘home plate’ meant conception-mode intercourse, known familiarly as ‘going all the way.’ In the year 2000, in the era of hooking up, ‘first base’ meant deep kissing, groping and fondling; ‘second base’ meant oral sex; ‘third base’ meant going all the way; and ‘home plate’ meant learning each other’s names.”

—HOOKING UP BY TOM WOLFE, PICADOR USA, 2001

“Elizabeth Walters, a nurse midwife and counselor at the Health Interested Teens Own Program on Sexuality (HiTOPS) clinic in Princeton, recalls the recent visit of a mother and her 12-year-old son. ‘He was this soccer-jock type,’ she says. The mother had noticed that her son was withdrawn and irritable after sleep-away camp. ‘The mom kept asking questions,’ says Walters. Finally, as she was ferrying him from practice in the family minivan, he told her what was wrong: He had engaged in anal sex with a girl at camp. ‘It was all she could do to keep the car on the road,’ says Walters.”

—U.S. NEWS & WORLD REPORT, MAY 27, 2002
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Percentage of nonvirgin American 18-year-old boys: 80

Percentage of nonvirgin American 18-year-old girls: 77

Number of American teenagers who lose their virginity per day: 7,700

[Source: The Alan Guttmacher Institute]
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“Let’s see, how many boys have I had sex with? Probably like three … eight … eleven … twelve … Yeah, probably like fourteen. Oh God. Hold on, I’m going to count on my fingers. Jerry, um … Mike, Casey, Aaron … Yeah, probably like fourteen.”
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Percentage of 15- to 17-year-old boys who feel pressure from friends to have sex: 67

Percentage of 15- to 17-year-old girls who feel pressure from boys to have sex: 89

Percentage of 15- to 17-year-old girls who believe it’s acceptable for boys to have multiple sexual partners: 42

Percentage of 15- to 17-year-olds who believe it’s “bad” for a boy to be a virgin: 19

[Source: The Kaiser Family Foundation/Seventeen Magazine, December 2002]
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“I think we’re just more of a generation that sex is being introduced to us at a younger age and that’s why we’re, like, eager to start it … . You know, my mom wasn’t really into the whole sex scene when she was thirteen years old. And we are.”

“Girls are as conversant today about condoms as they are about shoes and belly-button piercings, and proud of their expertise. ‘I’ve carried one since I was 12,’ says Amanda, a petite, soft-spoken girl who is on the track team. ‘Lipstick and a condom, that’s about all you need. You can’t trust boys.’ She hasn’t actually had intercourse yet, but, she says, ‘You never know.’ At 16, she’s given blowjobs to five boys. ‘It was OK, no big deal. A little boring sometimes, because the guys don’t say much, and you have to keep sucking until your mouth hurts. I always pretend I’m [actress] Drew Barrymore when I do it.’”

—SALON.COM, DECEMBER 14, 2000

“That women tend to be choosier than men about their sexual partners is, of course, exactly what is predicted by evolutionary theory; but since romantic love does not appear to be a universal human experience, one would not expect love to be the basis of female choice everywhere.”

—THE EVOLUTION OF HUMAN SEXUALITY BY DONALD SYMONS, OXFORD UNIVERSITY PRESS, 1979
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“I’m not being a bitch.” Max stepped from Brett’s mattress to the snow-covered windowsill. “Like my manhood has anything to do with jumping out your stupid window.”

“Your man hood?” Brett laughed. “Excuse me, which one of us has never kissed a girl in his entire fucking life?”

“Big deal.” Max leapt out the window and hit the frigid ground on his side.

“But tonight …” Brett followed Max out the window and landed smoothly. “Well, they don’t call it a make-out party for nothing, Maxwell. You’re getting a slice whether you like it or not.”

“I won’t even know anyone there.” Max lifted himself to his feet and wiped off both pant legs. “How do you get a slice from a girl you’ve never met before?”

“Just find a girl sitting by herself, make her laugh, tell her she’s special or pretty or something. You’ll get to second base at least, I swear to fucking Christ.”

“So that’s like tonguing and booby touching and stuff? Or what?”

“Pretty much.” Brett took a cigarette from his tin of Altoids Wintergreen Mints. “But don’t cram your tongue all the way down her throat or anything stupid like that, okay? And keep your lips closed when you move in for the kill, or else you’re just going to make her gag before the All-American Teenage Suckfest even commences. And if—if—you actually do wind up with a girl tonight, and I’m not guaranteeing anything with that dazzling nose zit of yours, do not tell her she’s your first kiss, all right? That was cool, like, three years ago, but now it’s this fucking chore, you know? Girls like guys with experience now. So you’ll just need to fake it.”

“Okay. Sure. I’m experienced, baby. Like that?”

“Good Lord.” Brett smirked. “You’re getting a slice.”

“Wouldn’t it feel weird though?” Max asked, following Brett past the ice-laden road, balling his fists within his coat pockets to keep his fingers warm. “Like, not even knowing a girl and then going all the way with her?”

“It just doesn’t matter with these fuckin’ bitches, dude. It’s totally irrelevant whether you’re you or I’m me—well, it probably helps that I’m me—but the point is we’re fucking guys and that’s all these stupid girls care about at these things, you know? And if all else fails, I’ll just tell some little ninth-grade whore that I’ll fuck her at the next party if she fucks you at this one.”

“Um, Brett, really, I’m not sure I’d want to sleep with a girl I didn’t even know before we had sex or whatev—”

“Or what the hell, I’ll just fuck her at this one too. Hey, would you ever be into double teaming a girl or anything? I mean, we’d have to see each other’s dicks and everything, but just think about how fucking hot it would be if I got the mouth and you got the sloppy motherfuckin’ puss—”

“Gross, Brett … So how far till we get to Ashley Iverson’s house? It’s getting really cold out here.”

“Settle down, fucker. We’ve still got a few blocks to go.”

“So somebody’s moving into the apartment across from mine tomorrow.” Max nearly tripped over a patch of snow in the road. “I don’t know who they are yet, but I guess I’m pretty excited about it.”

“Oh yeah? Well, fuck you, faggot.”

“I’m not gay, Brett. You know that.”

“Oh yeah? Well, fuck you, faggot.”

“So what’s it like?” Max asked after five minutes of silence. “I mean, having sex with a girl and everything?”

“It’s … It’s not like jerking off.” Brett lit another cigarette. “It’s more like … shit, I don’t know, man. It’s so fucking hard to describe. I guess it’s kind of like a warm apple pie or something, but … well, no, that’s bullshit … . It’s just one of those things that’s not like anything except itself, you know?”

Silence.

“Well, fuck it.” Brett smiled. “You’ll find out soon enough. Granted, it might take some intervention from our good friend Christ Almighty, but I’d give you two more hours of virginity, tops. Congratulations, Maxwell. You’re going to be a real boy soon.”

“Well, I … I guess so, maybe. It’s just … I don’t know. Shouldn’t your first time be kind of special or something?”

“Special?” Brett laughed. “Good Lord, Max. What? I never told you about my first time?”

“No … I don’t think so. Who was it? Quinn Kaysen?”

“Naaah, dude. Some college girl. You remember when I visited my brother at U of O last year? Well, he had a few of his frat brothers over one night taking shots of vodka, right? And they all thought it would be a funny idea to get me laid. So they started brainstorming up girls who’d just broken up with their boyfriends or fucked anything that moves anyway, and they called this one girl down—I think her name was like Kia or Sarah or something—and my brother introduced me as a freshman visiting from out of town. Granted, I was a high school freshman, but we got this dumb bitch too drunk to know the fuckin’ difference. I swear to God, man, all I said to this dirty whore was ‘Where are you from?’ and ‘What’s your major?’ and she asked if I wanted to go back to her dorm room and ‘cuddle.’ We did fuckin’ everything, dude. And I mean fuckin’ everything.”

“Wow … And you really don’t feel bad about forgetting her name?”

“Please, Maxwell. It was fucking amazing. And I wasn’t even drunk.”

“Um … Um, Brett?” Max followed Brett past the two dozen Kapkovian Pacific Secondary School students conversing and attempting to stand on both feet in Ashley Iverson’s front yard. “I’m not sure I’m going to fit in here too well.”

“What are you talking about?”

“I’m … Brett, I’m scared.”

“Scared? Of what? People?”

“They’re all big.” Max froze in place. “And they don’t know me and they don’t like me and they’re all wearing Pike & Crew and I’m not and I can’t I can’t I can’t I can’t I—”

“Would you chill the fuck out? We’re here to have fun, not nervous fucking breakdowns.”

“I know I know I’m sorry Brett I know I know I know.”

“Listen, Max … I’m going to tell you a secret, okay? Would you pull yourself together if I tell you a secret? Okay, I’m scared too, all right? Everyone here is fucking scared.”

“They are?” Max breathed softer. “You are?”

“It’s just this standard, right? You wear Pike & Crew, you fuck around at parties, you wear these stupid shell necklaces and get your hair highlighted and go tanning three hours a week, and then you can be judged by who you really are as a person. You just have to sacrifice a little individuality to be seen as an individual with these people.”

“Then why—?”

“Why what, Max?”

“Why do you do it?”

“Shit … I don’t know, man. I guess in some morbid, fucked-up way I kind of enjoy it. Now listen, I’ve just told you something about these people they don’t even know about themselves, all right? So let’s go inside, have a few shots, have a good time and I promise you’ll think it was stupid to ever be scared of these whores in the first place, okay?”

“Okay …” Max bit his lower lip. “Sorry about freaking out and everything. I guess that wasn’t a very cool thing to do.”

“Don’t worry about it, dude.” Brett slapped Max on the back. “I’ll try not to tell everyone here how much of a fucking pussy you can be sometimes.”
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Ashley smiled, breath already redolent of Bailey’s Irish Cream, Absolut vodka, Malibu coconut rum and Bacardi Breezers. “Let’s go upstairs so nobody sees there’s more to drink. And don’t worry about taking off your shoes, it’s just something else for people to trip over.”

“This is Max, by the way.” Brett followed Ashley up the hardwood staircase, carefully analyzing her miniskirt-clad posterior. “Max, this is Ashley. She’s too good for you, so don’t even think about it.”

“Stop, Brett.” She blushed. “It’s nice to meet you, Max.”

“You too,” Max said. “You’re pretty. And special. Or something.”

“Ohhhhhhhhhhhh,” Ashley cooed, leading Max and Brett into her darkened bedroom and closing the door. “There’s a shot glass over there on my dresser.”

“There would be, you alcoholic bitch.” Brett reached for the shot glass next to an unopened blue Trojan condom wrapper.1 “Big plans for tonight?”

“None involving you.” Ashley sat on the mattress. “At least not in the immediate future.”

“That’s unfortunate.” Brett filled the shot glass and drank. “So your parents are in Europe or something?”

“Thailand, I think. You look uncomfortable, Max. Do you want to sit here on the bed with me?”

“Okay.” Max took a seat on the mattress. “Thanks.”

“Whore,” Brett fake-coughed into one hand. “Slut.”

“Oh, fuck you, Brett,” Ashley said. “Shouldn’t you be out stalking Quinn Kaysen?”

“We’re just friends now.” Brett handed the shot glass to Ashley. “You know that, Ash.”

“Oh, really?” She filled the glass and drank. “So I guess it shouldn’t bother you who’s been putting the moves on her all night. Max, do you want any to drink?”

“Okay … Sure.” He took the bottle from Ashley, then nervously filled the glass, swallowed, and fell to his knees coughing and wheezing.

“Fucking shameful.” Brett sighed. “First shot in his life.”

“I’m—kak-kak—I’m sorry,” Max gasped. “Oh—kak—oh God. It burns.”

“All right, you pitiful fucker, I’m going downstairs. Ash? You coming?”

“Oh … I’ll stay,” Ashley said. “He’ll do better with the lemonade anyway.”

“Of course he will.” Brett opened the bedroom door. “Happy humping, gorgeous.”

“All you need is fuck, all you need is fuck, fuck, fuck is all you need,” Brett hummed to the tune of the Beatles’” All You Need is Love” as he walked downstairs to the capacious family room. Hundreds of Kapkovian Pacific students drank cheap beer out of plastic cups, cracked inside jokes dating back to junior high and gyrated feverishly in couples on the hardwood floors. Many other couples lay atop those same floors, not dancing so much as publicly fornicating.

“—beer’s not so bad—”

“—like shots more—”

“—acquired taste—”

“—acquired taste like pussy—”

“—ever do anal if—”

“—with a condom or—”

“—kind of an asshole, but he had a nice truck so I let him fuck me—”

“—hot as hell, but she’s Christian—”

“—couple nails and a cross, have your fuckin’ way with her, motherfucker—”

“Yo, Brett fuckin’ Hunter.” The quarterback of the Kapkovian Pacific football team staggered forth from the sweltering throng and thrust an Olympian arm across Brett’s shoulders. “How’s your bro liking Oregon?”

“He’s liking it. Don’t ever touch me.” Brett shrugged the quarterback off and walked farther into the adolescent pandemonium.

“Oh my God, Brett Hunter!” A girl with auburn highlights grabbed onto Brett’s leather belt and thrust her pelvis against his in rhythm with the computer-generated music blaring throughout the house. “Oh my God, I can’t believe I’m dancing with the track champion of the entire school.”

“What’s your name?” He dry humped the girl in return, placing one hand on her lower hip and the other over her gym-toned, Maui-tanned glutei maximi. “Shit, you’re a good dancer.”

“Brett! Over here!” Quinn Kaysen leapt from the leather sofa across the room. “Oh God, I thought you weren’t coming.”

“Hug for Daddy?” Brett asked, pushing the auburn-haired girl back into the crowd. “Please? I’ll pay you.”

“Flirt.” Quinn threw her arms around Brett’s shoulders. “Where have you been all night?”

“Had a little trouble sneaking out, that’s all—I didn’t want to drive the Camry over ’cause my parents might’ve heard the engine. So is Two-Shot Quinn drunk yet?”

“Not really.” She smiled. “Okay, mayyybe … Oh my God, Brett, you won’t believe who just invited me to—”

“Your perfume smells incredible, by the way. Is that CK We? Or P & C Conformity?”

“Listen, Brett, you won’t believe who just invited me to winter prom.”

“Invited … you … to … Who?”

“Trevor Thompson. Can you believe that?”

“You’re joking.” Brett gulped. “Ha! Ha!”

“Oh my God, Brett, have you seen his new BMW? It’s like the most beautiful car I’ve ever been in. And he just got his own apartment. Did you know that? Who has their own apartment junior year? And he’s such a good kisser.”

“Quinn, you … you can’t … Trevor Thompson is dangerous, okay? You don’t know him like I know him.”

“Fuck you, Brett. We’re not going out anymore, remember? You can’t tell me what I can and can’t fucking do with my life. I’m over you—why can’t you get over me?”

“Did I hear someone say BMW?” Trevor wrapped his arms around Quinn’s waist and kissed her neck. “Sorry for leaving you all alone, beautiful. Hope you did okay without me.”

“You’re so sweet.” She smiled. “Oh, Trevor, this is my friend Brett Hunter, from the track team. Brett, this is Trevor Thompson. My date for tomorrow night.”

“My parents gave me a copy of the book for Christmas.” Brett shook Trevor’s hand with ample pressure. “Congratulations, Trevor. Really.”

“Thanks a lot, Hunter.” Trevor grinned. “Hope it made you pregnant with knowledge.”

“Tell him about the second one,” Quinn said. “He’s writing a second one, Brett.”

“Basically it’s the follow-up to Investing for Teenagers,” Trevor said. “I’m calling it I Made a Million Dollars Before Turning Eighteen and So Can You: How to Conquer the Stock Market AND High School. Random House and HarperCollins are already bidding seven figures over it and I haven’t even written seven pages yet.”

“Well, that’s fucking great, Trevor.” Brett clenched his teeth. “Quinn, I’m going to check up on Max now. I’ll talk to you later, okay?”

“There’s a party at my place this Tuesday, Hunter,” Trevor said. “Consider yourself invited.”

“Wait, Brett,” Quinn said. “You asked a girl to prom, right?”

“No …” Brett turned away. “Couldn’t find a girl worth asking.”

“Whoa … not bad at all.” Max set the empty bottle of Jack Daniel’s Lynchburg Lemonade beside the five others on the oak dresser. “Sorry for going through the whole carton and everything. I guess I was pretty thirsty.”

“It’s fine.” Ashley laughed. “Most guys won’t even admit they like girly drinks—only crappy beer because I guess their dicks aren’t big enough or something, so they have to keep proving their manhood to each other.”

“Yeah, I don’t see why getting drunk should taste gross, except Brett always says girly drinks are like the worst thing in the world you can put in your mouth besides another man’s genitalia.”

“God … How do you even put up with him?”

“I don’t know … He’s my best friend.”

“He doesn’t treat you like much of a friend.”

“Well, I guess he can be a real asshole sometimes, but he’s a good guy deep down, you know? I mean, obviously I’m not the most popular kid at school or anything, but with him it doesn’t matter if I don’t play sports or go to dances or whatever, because he does all those things anyway and just because I don’t, why should that stop us from being friends?”

Silence.

“So … um … What kind of music do you listen to?” Max asked. “I mean, if you listen to music and everything.”

“Whatever’s on the radio, I guess … . What about you?”

“The Beatles mostly. Simon and Garfunkel too sometimes.”

“The Beatles?” Ashley laughed. “My parents listen to the Beatles.”

“Really? That’s awesome … I mean … um … how lame. Oh God.”

“Listen, sweetie.” She clasped her hands over Max’s forearms. “Are we going to hook up tonight or what?”

“Oh …” Max looked away, fervently studying the posters of pop singers and teen idols adorning the walls. “Hey, alcohol doesn’t make you hallucinate, does it?”

“No.” Ashley slid her hands up to Max’s shoulders. “It doesn’t make you hallucinate.” Her tongue commenced performing somersaults inside his mouth.

“Whoa!” Max gasped. “That feels awesome!”

She laughed and moved his hands under her shirt and bra.

“Sorry.” He blushed, staring down at his erection. “I … I can’t really turn it on and off or anything like that.”

“I like it when I make guys hard.” She pulled Max’s shirt over his head and then removed her own. “Lick my breasts?”

“Okay!” He buried his face in Ashley’s chest just as Brett opened the bedroom door.

“Fuck!” Brett screamed.

“Crap!” Max screamed.

“Jesus God!” Brett screamed.

“Crap!” Max screamed.

“Hi Brett,” Ashley said calmly. “Need something? Or do you just want to watch this time?”

“Never mind.” Brett slammed the door. “I’m going home. I’ll leave the window open for you, tiger.”

(Long, awkward silence.)

“Oh God.” Max exhaled. “That was really embarrassing.”

“It’s my fault for not locking the door.” Ashley walked across the bedroom and secured the handle, then unhooked her black Pike & Crew silk bra and returned to the bed wearing only a matching pair of black panties. “You still want to, don’t you?”

“I … No, I … I do, I really do … It’s just that I don’t want this to be meaningless for both of us and I’d never really kissed a girl before five minutes ago and I’m kind of scared even though you’re very pretty and very nice and not wearing very many clothes.”

“You’re sweet.” She unzipped the fly of his pants and pulled down his red and blue Spider-Man boxer shorts, then reached for the unopened Trojan wrapper on the dresser. “Don’t resist the things you want, okay?”

“Okay …” Max closed his eyes and leaned back against the pillow.

Ashley kissed her way down to his chest and stomach, then ran her tongue up and down the shaft of his penis, massaging his testicles with one hand and stroking him with the other. She opened the Trojan wrapper and gently rolled the latex condom over Max’s penis, then slipped off her black panties and lay supine on the mattress.

“Fuck me?” she whispered.

And Max knew one thing:

This was not love.

“Fuck you, Trevor,” Brett said to himself, breaking through the orgiastic throng of drunken teenagers on his way to the front door. “Fucking pretentious two-faced back-stabbing son of a dirty syphilis-ridden prostit—”

“You’re still here?” The auburn-haired girl who had earlier dry humped Brett in the family room stumbled across the hallway. The thin straps of her Pike & Crew halter top slipped down her arms. “Oh my God, Brett. You’re still here.”

“No shit.” He pushed past the girl and opened the front door.

“Wait!” She threw herself in front of the door. “Please, I … Oh God, I know you probably think I’m just saying this because I’m drunk or whatever, but you look so cute tonight and you’re such a good dancer and I just want to—”

“Oh Christ,” Brett sighed. “All right. Fine. Where?”

“What about here?” She led Brett into a darkened closet crowded with shoes, jackets, dusty board games and a broken vacuum cleaner. “Oh God, I’ve wanted you so bad ever since you won at state finals last year. You have no idea how many times I’ve thought about this actually happening.”

“What’s your name?” Brett unzipped his fly.

“Holly.” She kneeled and pulled down his plaid Pike & Crew boxer shorts. “I’m on the cheerleading squad.”

She flicked her tongue across the tip of his penis—releasing her saliva onto his shaft as lubricant—then licked and suckled for nearly seventeen minutes. “Are you going to come or what?”

“I don’t know,” Brett shrugged, eyes closed. “I guess I just wish you were Quinn right now.”

“What?” She lifted her head from Brett’s saliva-coated groin. “What the fuck did you just say to me?”

“Nothing.” Brett pulled up his boxer shorts and zipped his pants, then shut the closet door behind him.
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“Back so early?” Brett lay in his bed, an open Budweiser atop his chest and one hand down the front of his plaid boxer shorts. “That Ashley’s a real humper, all right. Can’t last five minutes with a slut like that.”

“Shut up, Brett.” Max pulled himself over the windowsill into the bedroom. “She didn’t even remember my name.”

“Some girls just lay there and don’t do anything, but Ashley … fuck, man, Ashley gets into that shit.”

“It didn’t mean anything.” Max’s chest quivered. “It didn’t mean anything.”

“So?” Brett lifted his head from the pillow. “What’s the problem?”

“I didn’t even know her … . Oh God, I didn’t … didn’t even …”

“Fuck girls, man.” Brett swigged the Budweiser. “Let me tell you something, all right? When I was fourteen my brother snuck me into this strip club downtown. And this girl who worked there—she couldn’t have been a fuckin’ day over eighteen—my brother starts giving her all these tips, you know? So after he burns twenty or thirty bucks, this bitch gives him a lap dance—rubs her tight stripper ass all over his crotch, shoves her gorgeous titties in his face, all that—and he keeps giving her more and more money, right? Pretty soon she asks if he wants to go into the back, but he just smiles and points at me. Before I know it, I’m pinned against a bathroom stall with this goddamn stripper’s hands down my pants.”

“Heartwarming, Brett.” Max sniffled. “You really know how to cheer a guy up.”

“You know what I told my brother later? ‘I didn’t even know her.’ Swear to God, Max, I was crying my fucking brains out just like you are now. And this is what my brother told me—‘Brett, it happened. You can either hate yourself forever or just admit you loved every second of it.’ Now come on, Max. Be honest for once in your life.”

“Oh God …” Max covered his face with both hands. “It felt so good.”

“Well, Christ, I knew that.” Brett rolled facedown onto the pillow. “Night, fucker.”
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Percentage of sexually active eighteen-year-olds in 1959: 23

Percentage of sexually active eighteen-year-olds in 1968: 42

Percentage of sexually active eighteen-year-olds in 1972: 55

Percentage of sexually active eighteen-year-olds in 1982: 64

Percentage of sexually active eighteen-year-olds in 1988: 74

Percentage of sexually active eighteen-year-olds in 1999: 80

[Sources: The Alan Guttmacher Institute/Rollin, L., 1999]

Percentage of nonvirgin American 12- to 14-year-olds: 20

Percentage of 14-year-olds who have been to a party with alcohol: 50

[Source: The New York Times, May 20, 2003]

Percentage of teenagers who have had sex without a condom while intoxicated: 20

Percentage of teenagers who believe unprotected sex is not a “big deal”: 17

Percentage of teenagers who say alcohol has influenced their decision to do something sexual at least once: 25

Percentage of 15- to 17-year-olds who believe “waiting to have sex is a nice idea but nobody really does it”: 63

[Source: The Kaiser Family Foundation, May 2003]

Percentage of high school seniors who have had four or more sexual partners: 21

[Source: The American Academy of Pediatrics]

“After a half-century during which generations of young women were advised to never call a boy on the telephone, it is now teenage girls who not only do the calling, but who often initiate romantic and even sexual activity. Whether they are influenced by the trickle-down effects of feminism, which has taught girls to be assertive in all areas of life, or have internalized the images of sexually powerful women in popular culture, American girls are more daring than ever … . The teenage girl as sexual aggressor is a recurring character in music videos, almost macho in her pursuit of sex and advertising her pleasure in it.”

—THE NEW YORK TIMES, NOVEMBER 3, 2002
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“It is like, when you go to a party and get drunk, you get horny. That is just what happens, and you hook up with people. Most people have sex …”

[image: image]

“I’m pretty sure his name started with ‘L,’ like Larry or Loren or something. Anyway, we had fun.”

“Researchers in Washington, D.C. recently started a program to prevent early sexual activity. They planned to offer it to seventh-graders, but after a pilot study decided to target fifth-graders—too many seventh-graders were having sex … . ‘The other day at school a girl got caught in the bathroom with a boy performing oral sex on him,’ says Maurisha Stenson, a 14-year-old eighth-grader at a Syracuse, N.Y., middle school.”
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