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— to the wives and girlfriends —




Every man wants a woman to appeal to his better side, his nobler instincts, and his higher nature—and another woman to help him forget them.


—Helen Rowland,
author of A Guide to Men (1922)




INTRODUCTION


If you even glanced at the front cover of this book, you know what it’s about. And if you’re some weirdo who picks up a book and starts reading it without looking at the front cover first, this is a book for men about cheating. Let’s get two things straight:


1. This book is gender specific for one reason: we’re dudes. If we were chicks, we would’ve written a book to help women act like pigs. But we’re not, so we didn’t. Besides, women don’t need any help in the deceit department. That’s not a cheap shot. It’s a respect thing. With this book, we’re trying to up our game to reach their levels.


2. We’re not telling you that you should cheat. We’re telling you how to cheat. Understand that. If you do something you’re not proud of after you read this book, don’t start whining that “the book made me do it” or “it wasn’t my fault.”


You did want to do it, and it is your fault. And don’t cry if you get caught. Getting busted is part of the game. Nothing is 100-percent guaranteed in life. The unexpected can always happen. So don’t try to sue us after you get pinched, like some tub of shit who blames Taco Bell after a heart attack.


At some point, at some time, most men cheat. This book is predicated on that fact. We figured it was about time someone sat down and wrote a how-to on the subject. After all, if you’re going to cheat, it’s better for everyone if you don’t get caught. This guide, if you take it seriously and pay attention, will teach you to cheat successfully.


Yes, seriously.


This book will take you step by step through the entire process of cheating, from choosing your mark to keeping glitter out of your pubes. We will break down this ancient art, present possible pitfalls, and provide you with solutions, all to make you a better cheater. This is information you need, especially in these harsh times when outrageous statements in divorce court such as “she’s used to a certain lifestyle” or demands of forty grand a month in child support in order to feed a kid Froot Loops are not considered highway robbery. This is a very dangerous time to be a man if you are even thinking about stepping out.


The first rule of successful cheating is Own your own shit. If you’re going to step out, you’ve gotta be a man about it. Control is key. Assess your situation, form a strategy, execute your plan, and take no prisoners.


Do you wanna get your dick wet or not? Then stop being a pussy.


A big part of not getting busted is recognizing what type of cheater you are or will be. This stems directly from your personality traits. There are guys who cheat for sex, guys who cheat for the rush, and guys who cheat for romance. Depending on your style, different rules and regulations apply to the approach. Not every cheat will play out in the same fashion. And women, diverse as they are, are also going to affect the circumstances. You need to be as familiar with her personality as you are with your own. We’re going to cover all of this ground thoroughly.


See, guys tend to think that fucking around is black and white: you either do it or you don’t. Looking at it that way is grounds for incrimination. The gray area is where to get all that sweet, discreet, extramarital ass. Infidelity is an incredibly complex endeavor, so you need to have your shit together.


When it comes to scoring some side puss, this book will be the best friend you’ve ever had. Of course, you could toss this book aside and go take advice from your real-life best friend. That’s probably not a bad idea. After all, he’s an actual person who loves you, and he might even buy you beers while you discuss the matter. It’s just that he won’t know what the fuck he’s talking about.


We do know what the fuck we’re talking about. Everything in this publication—facts, philosophies, opinions, advice—comes from legitimate, hands-on experience. We’ve cheated, and now that we have put that part of our lives behind us, we’re sharing what we’ve learned. This information has been tried, tested, and lived. The “About the Authors” shit usually comes at the end of a book, but in this case, you should know why you can trust us.


Bill Burr


I grew up in the suburbs of Boston. I got hammered, I got arrested, and along the way, I hung out with a lot of damaged people. I used to think it was because I found them interesting, but one day I realized that I was kind of fucked up too.


I did well in school through the eighth grade. But when I got to high school, I choked like Peyton Manning in the playoffs. So I began taking work in warehousing, sales, and construction. I hated having to be someplace. I hated having a boss. And I hated sitting across from someone as he reviewed my progress report, while I waited to see if I was going to make another twenty-five cents an hour.


To this day, I don’t use GPS because I hate listening to that voice telling me what to do. “Make a left in two point two”—go fuck yourself, lady!


I know my anger at the GPS computer voice is misdirected. I tried working it out in therapy, but it never really took. Sitting around talking about your feelings and crying because somebody stole your crayons in the late 1970s was just stupid after a while. Shit happened. It sucked. And now I’m like this.


In 1992 I began doing stand-up. It was the perfect job for me. And during my seventeen years of nonstop touring, I’ve lived a life that I’m proud of. But there are a lot of things I’ve done that I’m not proud of. And that’s the shit you are going to read about in this book.


My stories and insights into cheating are drawn from the most miserable and exciting periods in my life. Now I’m an old man—or at least too old to have kept living the way I was. I won’t act as though I was a saint or judge you for what you’re doing. No, I’m paying my knowledge forward.


Seriously: why should another man come home to find his wardrobe burned up on a three-foot patch of grass in front of his apartment complex when a retired piece of shit like me could offer some information that might prevent it? Finding the person you’re supposed to be with isn’t easy. You should be able to keep your sneakers. Good luck. This book will help.


Joe DeRosa


I have been single for all of my thirty-four years on this planet, with the exception of a few short relationships. What the hell does a guy who’s pretty much always been single know about cheating? I assure you: dating a woman is dating a woman, no matter how lax the circumstances appear to be. Being single teaches you a lot about monogamy. Some people—mostly the married, or “taken,” folks—think that being single is a free-for-all; that you can do anything you want, whenever you want, with whomever you want. They picture your sexual life as being the kind of perverted indulgent adventure you could have only if you were touring with Def Leppard in the eighties.


This notion is about as true as saying, “Def Leppard are still as good as they were in the eighties.” The idea that at any point in your life you can live like a wild gunman when it comes to sex and dating, free from any threat of consequence, is a pipe dream. Someone will eventually shoot you in the back.


Just because you’re single, it doesn’t mean that you are not cheating. We’ll get into the logistics of that later in the book. But every woman you ever date, at every stage of the relationship, beginning with the very first time you sleep together, wants to know she’s the one. (Of course, there are exceptions, but they are rare.) That brings up a very confusing question: If you can’t sleep with other women when you’re married, and you can’t sleep with other women when you have a girlfriend, and you’re not supposed to sleep with other women when you’re just dating someone—when the hell can you sleep with other women? I’m here to answer that question. Throughout my years of bachelorhood, I’ve had to stay on my toes: cleaning up after myself, hiding, dodging phone calls, looking over my shoulder, changing names to protect the innocent. These devious behaviors aren’t just for guys with wives and proper girlfriends. In fact, I’ve been at my worst when I’ve been most uncommitted.


My experience shows that having a few different women in your life is not just an ego stroke or an attempt to fuel your inner pimp, it’s economical. Guys have biological clocks too. Once we hit our forties, if we’re not married, in great shape, or rich, it’s fucking over. No man wants to be the old drunk at the nightclub trying to pick up young chicks, or the creepy uncle at the family reunion freaking out his niece’s girlfriends. “I’m still cool! I listen to Nirvana!”


I want to age with dignity. So sometimes I’ve juggled a bit in pursuit of “the one.” It speeds things up and ensures that you’re spending your time as effectively as possible. This approach forces you to shit or get off the pot—and start figuring out what you’re really looking for.


Robert Kelly


I am what you call a Rock Star cheater. Or what women call a piece of shit. I have cheated on every girl I’ve ever been with since the seventh grade except one: the first girl who cheated on me. That’s right, I was cheated on first. I had hopes and dreams of becoming part of the utopian monogamist world that people have been telling me about my whole life. You know:


Boy meets girl. Girl and boy kiss under an apple tree. Boy carves their names into the tree inside a heart. They stay together until they’re old enough to get married. They have kids and pass down the same traditions over and over again till the end of time.


It should be:


Boy meets girl. Girl and boy kiss under an apple tree. Boy carves their names into the tree inside a heart. Then girl fucks boy’s best friend in front of the rectory where boy’s grandmother works caring for the priest from the local Catholic church. Girl gets pregnant with boy’s best friend’s child. Girl breaks up with boy. Then boy finds out his mom is cheating on his second stepfather with his soon-to-be third stepdad, who is Mom’s boss. Boy cries in apple tree.


That’s real life.


Now, I’m not blaming that girl or anyone else for the road I took in life. Nor am I apologizing for it. I cheated for the past twenty years because it was fun and amazing. What a crazy fucking ride. To be with more than two chicks in one night! No, fuck that, to be with more than four chicks in one night!


Right now you’re thinking, “Fuck that! No way you banged four different chicks in one night.” Okay. I didn’t have sex with all of them. I’m not superman. I’m a one-and-done kind of guy. But to have manipulated all those social situations just to get someone to be into me sexually was an amazing power to have. To be that close to getting caught and hurting someone you really don’t want to hurt—but you just have to go for it. It’s like Tom Cruise in Top Gun. He had to take it to the limit every time he got into that cockpit. He didn’t want to hurt his wingman, but he had to feel the rush.


Looking back on all my relationships, thank God I did what I did. Otherwise I would have married—or even worse, had a family with—the wrong fucking girl. Not to mention, I never would have had all the fucking-great, holy-shit-wow sexual experiences I have had in my lifetime. I’ll never have to look back wistfully and say I wish I’d been adventurous, because I did it all: from one-night stands; to girls who thought I would marry them; to the prostitutes and massage girls in this great country and all the way to the termas in Brazil and the women in the windows of Amsterdam; to all the other girls who touched my front bottom so I could feel that feeling of lust, passion, or dare I say love—even if it wasn’t real. I could pretend for a moment. I could be whoever I wanted to be or whoever they wanted me to be.


I have been through it all: I have gotten caught, I have gotten away, and I have caught girls cheating on me. I have done every cheat in the book. And I completed my journey without losing everything, and found who I really was, who I really loved, and who really loved me. There were consequences, and some of them sucked. I had to question what really mattered. But that’s what life is all about, isn’t it?


This book gives you access to all of our wisdom. We’ve also talked to other cheaters, compared notes, and compiled the first known comprehensive document in this field to help other men. Of course, along the way we had to change a few names and details to protect the skanky.


This book will be good for you even if you’re not cheating or would never think about cheating on the woman you love. Why? Because you’re probably lying. If you are a man, the odds that you will commit some form of adultery are 92 percent.


Yeah, we did just pull that number out of our asses, but you know we’re right.


How does that old expression go? “If you’re going to do something, you might as well do it right.”


This book is not a pontification.


This is not a hypothesis.


This is not a theory.


This is HOW TO CHEAT.




— Chapter 1 —




So You’ve Decided to Cheat


Welcome to the Brotherhood





[image: Images] Let us be the first to say, “Welcome.”


Welcome to one of the largest fraternities known to man. The Fraternity of Cheaters is an organization that has been around since the beginning of time. It has no brochure, no sales call, no advertising whatsoever. So how do you join? It’s easy. The invitation is in your balls.


Just about every man you know has a pair of balls. Even if one of your buddies has only one testicle, it doesn’t matter. At some point, he too will become a member of the club: the sheer volume of sexual urges that every man fights through on a daily basis will guarantee it.


If females had any idea of the full extent of the uncontrollably filthy thoughts that run through our minds in the course of a single hour, they would be amazed that any man has learned how to tie his shoes, to say nothing of coming up with the iPod and Rogaine.


Yes, men are pretty impressive. We have invented trains, subways, automobiles, aeronautics, space exploration, cures for diseases, and more—all while trying to tune out the urge to go fuck something.


Members of the opposite sex may roll their eyes at what they consider to be a lame excuse. That makes sense: females aren’t wired the way we are. Plus, men have been known to roll their eyes at women for talking about the difficulty of going through a pregnancy. So it all evens out.


This book is not about trashing women. It’s about helping men deal with their sexual urges in a way that won’t destroy all the good things that they’ve worked for. We are going to help you bang something on the side every once in a while without the whole thing blowing up in your face.


Now, let’s get back to talking about your balls.


Your balls talk to you. And as a man, as much as you fight the urge, every now and then you have to listen.


Balls are why the brotherhood knows no boundaries. There are no secret handshakes, no monthly dues, and no halls of justice for meetings. Yet the fraternity thrives at the highest levels of power and influence and among the poorest of the poor. It is not held in check by the borders of any nation, the power of any church, or the iron hand of any dictator. Men do not listen to any of these organizations when it comes to their sexual decisions.


But they do listen to their balls.


Most of the men you pass walking down the street are your brothers in crime. And yes, many people consider cheating a crime. Our world defines man’s most natural urge for sexual variety to be a personality defect. If he acts on that desire, he is a bad person, or a weak one, or simply a piece of shit.


The reason why no one talks about the brotherhood is simple: shame and guilt. Both of these emotions loom large in the game of cheating. This book exists to wipe them out.


For God’s sake, you don’t have to be a chemist (sorry, we’re sick of the rocket-scientist reference) to notice the avalanche of powerful men taken down because they indulged in a little bit of strange. Men have lost everything that they’ve worked for because they got caught having sex. Think about that: seeing a beautiful woman and wanting to be with her is natural. But in this day and age, you have to be careful.


To most guys, sex means something only if they are in love with the woman they are having sex with. Other than that, it doesn’t mean shit. But the rest of society begs to differ.


Enough with the fable that sex means something.


Golfers, football players, politicians, actors, real estate moguls, pilots—all these great men have accomplished legendary feats in the fields of sports, politics, business. You have read their names on the front pages of newspapers. They possess tremendous skill and intellect. But they have the cheat game of a high school freshman.


Playing a poor cheat game is no big deal if you’re broke. What’s your wife going to do? Take your Billy Bass? However, if you’re worth anything at all, it’s time to tighten up your game. Divorce law is a bitch. Tiger Woods’s ex-wife should be in the Guinness Book of World Records for becoming the first $350 million nanny in the history of the world. We don’t care what her ex-husband did; no babysitter is worth nine figures.


We don’t have the time, the brains, or the money to try to change the way the world thinks about cheating. But we can help men avoid the pitfalls that lead to being caught, being kicked out, and sleeping on an air mattress at forty-six years of age.


The authors of this book are all admitted members of the Fraternity of Cheaters. This is a good thing. Relationship experts on those Oprah-type shows always talk about men not being good at communicating. Well, we think it’s time we got better at it. Thanks for the tip, ladies!


We will help you get what you want without damaging what you already have. Remember, you shouldn’t have ice cream every day, but every once in a while it’s a wonderful treat.


We’ll show you the ropes, but first you must shed your shame and guilt. The easiest way to do this is to find somebody you identify with: a fellow swine who bears the same cross as you. There are plenty of unfaithful cocksmen throughout history who couldn’t keep it in their pants. You’re in great company. Trust us, if “not feeling bad about yourself” was good enough for these guys, it’s good enough for you too.



The Hall of Fame



Moses


Here’s a guy who freed an enslaved people and told a pharaoh to blow him, all while having two wives in his back pocket. Two! Two wives for the guy who brought us the Ten Commandments! You know, those tablets with the thing in them about not committing adultery because it’s wrong? Sounds like old Mosey got to have his cake and eat it too. Now, you could argue that it wasn’t infidelity, since he was married to both of them. Sure. And we could argue, “Go fuck yourself.” Side slice is side slice, no matter how you slice it.


Now, let’s avoid the blatant opportunity here for bad oneliners—“burning for bush,” “parting the pink sea,” “turning your staff into a snake”—and end on a tasteful note: when it came to fasting, Moses never included pussy. And neither should you.


Franklin Delano Roosevelt


“A date which will live in infamy!”


FDR probably stole that line from his wife. We bet that Eleanor screamed it at him when she found out that he was banging her social secretary, Lucy Page Mercer. Can you believe that shit? We’ve all heard of a guy tagging his own lady helper, but not his wife’s. Goddamn. That is what you call talent. And he managed to do it long before he became the thirty-second president of the United States—not that being leader of the free world (or having polio) ever stopped FDR from trotting around. He apparently used to have his mistress stay in the White House. On a typical day, he’d wake up, hold a staff meeting, write the New Deal, and then wheel into the guest room for a BJ while his wife was in the garden. Frankie D! He was a sly son of a bitch with some serious game. Most guys with two functioning legs can’t manage to get laid. That limp-legged bastard was dustin’ ’em off.


Bob Marley


Potheads usually don’t have a lot of motivation—but pussy can get even the most stoned of individuals up off the couch. Despite his heavy marijuana intake and the countless songs he wrote about how we all need to unify and care about one another, Bob found a way to justify popping off in plenty of “other women” who weren’t his wife. Plenty. “One Love”? Not for this guy. After hearing about his self-serving and self-indulgent sexual infidelities, it’s easy to understand how he pulled off sounding so sorrowful every single time he sang “Redemption Song.”


“Anonymous”


This next famous cheater is one of the all-time-great stand-up comedians. Considering that he’s one of our own, he is going to remain nameless out of solidarity. For he is a true master of the craft whose comedy crosses all boundaries of race, religion, and social status. He is a hero to us all, and we respect the man too much to name him in this book. But let’s just say that when he ate his Jell-O, he liked a little puddin’ on the side.


Arnold Schwarzenegger


This man is the American Dream. He moves to America from a country we couldn’t find on a map, takes some ’roids, gets shredded, starts making movies, marries a Kennedy, and becomes governor of a state he can’t even pronounce. Along the way, he puts himself out to stud within the confines of his own home by banging the housekeeper, has an illegitimate big-headed son, and is now trying to put the pieces back together.


But how can you pass judgment on Arnold? This guy accomplishes more in any given year than we three have accomplished in a lifetime—combined. His career stats are astounding: Mr. Universe at age twenty. Seven-time Mr. Olympia. More than a billion dollars in box-office receipts. Yet even this great man couldn’t resist the temptation of convenience. Was she good-looking? No. Was she an intellectual? Probably not. Was she present? Yes. Game. Set. Match. Don’t worry, Arnie, when you make Terminator V, the brotherhood will support you.


There have been a bunch of other well-known folks with the same poontang predilection that we have: Michael Jordan, Rudy Giuliani, Lyndon B. Johnson, John McCain, Ethan Hawke, Dwight D. Eisenhower, Hulk Hogan, David Letterman, Hugh Grant, and so on and so on and so on. Who the hell are you to say you’re better than any of these guys?


That’s right, you’re not.


So the next time you’re kicking yourself in the nuts because you told your wife you were “jammin’ with the guys” so you could actually go hump your Bikram yoga instructor, stop and just remember:


All of our greatest inspirations would do exactly the same.



Letting Go of Shame and Guilt



There is no way to get away with cheating unless you first deal with the feeling of guilt. Guilt causes you to run your mouth. Guilt puts a stupid look on your face the next time you see your girlfriend. Guilt causes you to confess.


Cheating and guilt are like eating hot wings and getting the shits. The two always seem to come packaged together, though you wish you could just enjoy the first by its lonesome. Well, as far as cheating is concerned, you can. Here’s the good news: cheating is not your fault. (Shit, that’s actually great news!)


And it’s true, so let’s say it again: cheating is not your fault.


Now, you say it. Go ahead. Say it out loud. Seriously. It’s necessary for your growth.


Wow, did you actually just do that? If you didn’t, congrats. You have dignity. If you did, you really might be a psycho. But at least you’re committed.


Cheating has never been anybody’s fault. Cheating is not merely a product of weak will, selfish indulgence, or a hard dick. There’s some science involved here. Science is always your friend. Remember that. Whenever you need to combat society’s self-righteous, imposing, and overly judgmental morality—what Jesus would do, protecting the environment, respecting other people, etc.—a strong scientific defense will usually give you a way out. It’s hard to argue with facts. Still, many people will try.


Avoiding the truth is an endeavor as old as industry, and it has proven to be just as profitable. Avoiding the truth allows people to believe that there’s a light at the end of the tunnel, that we’re living to our fullest potential, and, most importantly, that we’re justified in passing judgment on one another. That last one is a biggie. It’s the reason that so many Americans consider cheating to be an epidemic and not a natural by-product of your libido.


Throughout history, many folks have embarked on sexual explorations with an Indiana Jones–like enthusiasm. Still, for the most part, our elders and forefathers have often attempted to hide their salacious appetites in the interest of making those who come after them feel like a gaggle of degenerate perverts. The bastards.


No other age group has mastered this wretched deception better than the “Greatest Generation.” You wanna talk about legends? Holy shit. If Jesus’s life already takes the title of “greatest story ever told,” then the belt for “second greatest myth of all time” goes to the unjustly honored and needlessly praised Greatest Generation. These guys should have comic books and video games made about their trumped-up heroism and overexaggerated prowess.


One of the battles a cheater wages with himself is the nagging sense that not only is he a piece of shit, but also a new breed of piece of shit. This follows the line of thought that the overall moral code of today’s man would be considered borderline illegal back in “the good ol’ days.” There are endless corollaries to this judgment about why we as a nation are fat, stupid, or addicted. And at the heart of it all are old guys like Clint Eastwood, calling the latest group of men the “pussy generation.”


Evidently we are products of this awful age that we live in. We got timeouts instead of beatings. We ate processed foods. We didn’t go to church. And our marriages didn’t work because of the sexual revolution.


Meanwhile, all of us drop to our knees and blow the past.


Nowhere is it more evident than in the term Tom Brokaw coined in his book of the same name: the Greatest Generation.


First of all, the number of people who reference the book yet have never read it is staggering. We haven’t read it either, but being the pieces of shit that we are, we can spot an undeserved hand job from a mile away.


Second, the title is ridiculous. The Greatest Generation? You mean the generation that didn’t let nonwhites play professional sports with white people? The generation that lived during a time when the date rapist was the victim, and the rape victim foreshadowed the “two-minutes-for-instigating” rule in the National Hockey League? That’s the Greatest Generation?


We get it. They won World War II. They stopped the spread of the Nazis and the Rising Sun. Then they came home, got hammered, and beat their wives with a mop handle because they were angry that they’d accidentally drunk from the “colored only” water fountain. Obviously, we’re not talking about each and every person from that generation, but there is a reason that Brokaw wrote that book, and not Ed Bradley.


That’s the funny thing about that period in our history. It’s either romanticized or ripped to shreds. Take baseball: old-timers either talk about how great it was to live in New York City and be in the eye of the rivalry among the Brooklyn Dodgers, the New York Yankees, and the New York Giants, or they talk about what Satchel Paige could have done if he was allowed to play in the MLB during his prime and Jackie Robinson’s struggles as the first black man to break the color barrier. But they never tell those stories at the same time.


Our point is, don’t romanticize the past. There were a lot of great things going on: we made better cars, people read more, and a lot more products were manufactured within our borders. But as for the people, they were just like us. There were doctors, lawyers, serial killers, kidnappers, pedophiles, racists, sexists, war mongers. And don’t forget the senator named Joe McCarthy, who, if he were alive today, would probably be hosting a nationally syndicated radio program and claiming that all Muslims and Hollywood types are evil and need to be purged from this country. And last but not least, there were also pussyhounds!


Not only pussyhounds, but legendary pussyhounds. Greatest Generation pussyhounds, with wives and kids. When you hear about President John F. Kennedy being a war hero, the story never goes, “He saved his crew, swam to safety . . . Oh, and he also fucked Marilyn Monroe on a replica Betsy Ross flag in the White House.” Just think about JFK’s level of cheating. He had the Secret Service watching him 24/7, so they knew what he was doing. And then they had to look the First Lady in the eye later that day. Sound familiar? This shit is timeless.


Yet the popular mind-set is that the only way to get laid back then was to either get a hooker or to marry the girl you were with so she’d finally give you some.


We thought that was the prevailing rule of society up until the late 1960s: Woodstock, the Summer of Love, and all that. Then one day Bill was golfing and got paired up with a seventy-five-year-old World War II vet.


Bill’s Story


He asked me if I had a girlfriend, and I told him, “No, but I’m kind of seeing some girl I worked with.” Without missing a beat, he said, “Oh yeah? Is she any good?”


My jaw dropped. I knew old people had to have fucked at some point in their lives, for the simple fact that my friends and I existed, but I never knew they were into it. I thought they had sex only to procreate and were all uptight about the subject.


When I expressed my shock, this old man said, “Every generation thinks they’re the first ones who ever fucked.”


He then went on to tell me that while being a married man, he used to fuck some redheaded girl with green eyes up against a tree during the day, and she loved it. He fathered four children with three different women, and the “other woman” had been his big weakness in life.


I was initially looking at this old man like he was some stellar example of what we as a country used to be, but after talking to him for about three holes, I was wondering why he wasn’t on Maury Povich.


“You gotta fuck ’em from behind if you want ’em to cum . . .”


In life, you have what people say is happening and what’s really happening. And what was really happening with the Greatest Generation was a whole lot of fucking. How do you think we ended up with the baby boom generation? Do you think that all of those kids were legitimate? How many abortions do you think there were? How many sons of bitches were there? How many bastards? How many town whores? These words and phrases exist for a reason: because people have always fucked around.


When people get old, they lie about their lives. They add accomplishments and leave out the missteps. Don’t listen to them. They are just like you and me. And anything you’re doing, they already did. So drop your guilt! Nothing you are thinking about doing is new. You are no better or worse than the people who came before you. Someday you’re going to be old, and you’re going to be happy you tagged that chick up the street. But it’s up to you. Either do it or don’t. But for the love of God, stop feeling guilty about it. You’re just like they are—but a lot less racist, hopefully.


People have been fucking around since the beginning of time. It’s natural. If you see a beautiful woman, you want to fuck her. The problem is, sometimes you already have a beautiful woman in your life. So what do you do? You read the rest of this book, and then you fuck her too.


We’re Not Fuckin’ Penguins


There’s a reason your little peter starts to spring and stir every time you lock it in your shorts: you’re a mammal. Mammals wanna bang. Always. And aside from human beings, no mammalian species on earth practices monogamy. Fine, the penguins do. But there’s an exception to every rule. Also, it’s cold as balls where they live. If you’re lucky enough to find some tush to keep you warm in a horrific climate like Antarctica, hang on to it and don’t look the gift horse in its mouth.


Some might say that we human beings are the most elevated souls on the planet and therefore should adhere to a higher code of ethics than the common forest dweller. Well, this stance is logical only if you dismiss the fact that we are, in fact, animals. We came from the forests, jungles, mountains, and canyons. You know, the places where all the animals live? Some people still live there too. We don’t understand why, but they do. Most of us have figured out how to get into town houses or at least apartments by now.
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