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For Mom...

A remarkable woman with a heart like none other;
Capable of a love so strong, once she invited me in its embrace
She refused to let me go...

No matter how hard | pushed away.

And

Harrison Sissel
Part-Two of the ‘Adopted Jew Crew’
A Brilliant Writer, Genuine Friend,
And above all
The Brother | never Had






I Still Don’t Want You To Buy This Book!
An Author’s Note on this Updated Volume

Earlier this year | released a print version of The Coldwater Diaries
Volume One: Conflicting Personalities with an author’s note titled
‘I Don’t Want You To Buy This Book!” — A statement | meant
wholeheartedly for quite a few reasons...

For starters, as evident by this new version, the original first volume
(although at the time | thought differently) wasn’t quite ready in
terms of where | wanted to go regarding The Coldwater Diaries
project as a whole. As explained in my first Author’s Note, The
Coldwater Diaries overall was originally intended to be an ‘Online
Novel’ of sorts - with chapters updated and available free on a
weekly basis. Mind you this intention and strategy dates back to
2007 when what is now The Coldwater Diaries went from a piece
of flash-fiction to a weekly blog called The Shitty Pipe Diaries. The
idea was to tell a story about young people in LA, letting us into
their lives by way of choppy entries written in Blog form.

From its original conception back in ‘07 to the first publication of
Volume One earlier this year | had been battling through the up’s
and downs that come with reforming a once chaotic lifestyle that
ultimately served as the driving inspiration behind Coldwater. In
other words, despite always having a clear idea of what kind of
story to tell and how to go about telling it, the very lifestyle that
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inspired the work got in the way — prolonging one way or the other
the journey | had planned to take with The Coldwater Diaries.

In the previous Author’s Note | explained life getting in the way of
Coldwater like this—

In the very beginning The Coldwater Diaries started out as
a piece of flash-fiction | had done to kill time while doing blow in a
Brentwood High-Rise with a China-girl named Cheri around nine in
the morning on a Wednesday or Tuesday in the Fall of ‘07. Less
than Zero was playing somewhere in the background and my life
was a complete disaster and the idea was to write of a different
kind of LA through the eyes of a bitter young cat named Donnie. A
few more lines of writing (and blow) later another character came
to mind, then another, and then another. The next thing | knew |
had an entire group of people plotted out and living in this version
of Los Angeles written by a writer in the midst of tail-ending into a
brick-wall of rock-bottom in his (my) own chaotic life.
The first eight chapters were written within the first week of
conceiving the original idea of Coldwater Diaries. At that time | was
still living quite fast and the work reflects this. Shortly thereafter
life and karma got in the way of my writing endeavors and | went
through a paradigm-shift of sorts and spent a beat of time purging
myself both as a human-being and (subsequently) a writer as well.
A year later | came back to the world of Coldwater as it was always
fresh in my mind only now with more wisdom from a past laden
with follies and fuck-ups while at last living a more structured,
solid, and for lack of a better word, boring lifestyle.

The first eight chapters | mentioned in the first introduction
haven’t changed from the day | first wrote them back in '07. When |
returned to the project and ultimately released the first print
version, | followed up the original eight with another six chapters -
which like the preceding eight - were all written on the fly without
edit within the span of a week’s time. To this day, every chapter
I've written for the Coldwater project has followed the same style
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without exception — on the fly, no edits, and almost always without
any real idea of what to write — despite breaks here and there, the
intention hasn’t changed —to tell a story on the fly, in blog format,
as if written by the characters themselves.

Once | released the first print version back in January, the idea was
to have a PDF version of the first volume available to download
free of charge (with the option to buy a print version available).
With the first volume complete and available, the idea was to
release one chapter at a time of what would become “Volume
Two” each week on the Coldwater Website — presenting to readers
a way of storytelling more similar to television than the typical
novel... an organic piece to tune into each week — constantly
evolving along with the writer himself.

That was the idea anyway...
But again, life got in the way.

And with life banging on my door yet again, the pledge of weekly
entries was another empty-promise and failed delivery — thus
leaving the world of The Coldwater Diaries once again stagnate,
idle, and stale — an imagined world in the back regions of my mind
fermenting to a degree well over one-hundred-proof, patiently
awaiting the day I'd be able to pop the top of the bottle and hatch
the hooch of my creativity.

And after a day turned into a week and a week turned into a month
and the months kept on rolling to the point | couldn’t keep track
something inside me clicked yet again — sharing a pay-by-the-week
shit-hole nestled uncomfortably in the armpit of Hollywood with
my friend turned brother Harrison Sissel (A writer as well) — |
plunged head first into the world of Coldwater and without even
realizing it managed to crank out nineteen chapters within a week’s
time — maybe a little more. And as | was writing these chapters |
found my characters developing on their own — going places | never
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intended — resulting in my toying with the idea of veering away
from my originally intended method of storytelling (online blog on
the fly that is) and just write Coldwater as a full novel. This idea
was short lived — especially after finding my second volume had
exceeded the word-count of the first volume by just around ten-
thousand words.

Giving the overall project another once-over | decided to make a
few changes. For starters, the first six chapters of what was
intended for the second volume seemed to me (structure-wise)
better suited for the first volume... hence this new volume. The
following 13 chapters (although not intentional) picked up at just
the right time and followed a perfect arc for all of my characters in
terms of where | intended to take them...

And with that all said, by complete accident, staying true to my on-
the-fly style of writing, | in a sense accidently re-wrote the first
volume and pretty much had volume two fall into my lap. And no
matter how much | toyed with the notion of ditching the internet
idea and writing Coldwater as a complete work instead there was
still one lingering hindrance — the word count...

Between both volumes one and two combined | was well over
100,000 words and with so much story remaining, | wasn’t looking
to write War and Peace.

Bringing me now to the explanation of not only this volume but the
way in which I plan to tell the story of The Coldwater Diaries as a
complete project.

As originally intended the first volume will be available both in print
and PDF form — the print form of course has to be purchased — yet
as before, a free version of the book will be available to download
to introduce readers to the misfits inhabiting the twisted world of
Coldwater. The Second Volume: Merging Lanes will be available in
print-form from beginning to end — while at the same time chapters
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will be available free of cost by way of weekly online entries (as |
had originally sought out to do).

Now back to the basics of my original Author’s Note, while reading
the initial chapters of Volume One — keep in mind they were
written two years ago, in a different place by a different writer —
where as the chapters progress later on, so had | as a writer and
person.

Individually think of this first volume as introduction to the world of
The Coldwater Diaries and all the maniacs living inside. Once
you’ve met our characters in this first volume, chapter updates can
be found on the website.

www.TheColdwaterDiaries.com

While reading this Volume (and all to follow) keep in mind the way
each chapter was written, posted, etc... where | as the writer was in
my life while writing one chapter as opposed to another (e.g.
Chapter One being written in that High-Rise on Blow with the
China-Girl and the Final Chapter of Volume one being written well
over a year later with different eyes).

All the above said, I'd like to thank you for actually reading this
book and starting the journey of what will be quite a story. Of
course a lot of what you’ll read has been pulled from my past and
experiences in this wonderful city of Los Angeles — but in no way
should be construed as Non-Fiction or a representation of how
things really are in this fine sunny city.

Always keep in mind you’re simply embarking on a journey through
the eyes of a group of very unstable characters whom were created
by an even more unstable, cognitively-retarded, borderline insane,
drug-addict and alcoholic of a writer...
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Sure I've shaped up... but the characters of The Coldwater Diaries
are just getting started.

Again if you purchased the first volume of this book | thank you —
but again wish you hadn’t...

This is now the second first Volume I've released for this project...
A project | know back and front, | just have to get it right...

Geoffrey A. Citron
Hollywood, September 2009

Be sure to visit www.TheColdwaterDiaries.com regularly for
chapter updates, short-films based on “Coldwater”, and other
here’s-and-there’s that come to my all-over-the-place mind

www.TheColdwaterDiaries.com
www.GeoffreyCitron.com



“This Diamond Ring doesn’t shine for me anymore, and this
Diamond Ring doesn’t mean what it did before...”
--Gary Lewis and the Playboys, “This Diamond Ring”

“There was this thing called Heaven; but all the same they used to

drink enormous quantities of alcohol...”
--Aldus Huxley’s “Brave New World”
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Donnie

The blow’s in the living room and the blowjobs are upstairs — chicks
on dicks, and dicks on dicks all the same —anything to get “ahead”,
anything to nail the deal, anything to make a name for themselves.
Everyone’s a whore. Everyone checked their morals at the door the
minute they crossed over the Los Angeles border. Don’t let the
billboards fool you, this city has no angels. And if it ever had,
they’re not at this fucking party.

Going on six years transplanted from Chicago and nothing is new.
I’'m doing the same shit | was the day | came in, and despite
promising myself things will change tomorrow, they never do. Rent
comes up, life gets in the way, and the wheels on the bus just have
to go round and round.

While the Persians work the backyard selling bunko coke and speed
to over-tanned, fuck-twig actresses, I’'m working the living room
area looking for the next schmuck to rope. Like little ol’ Goldilocks —
I have to make sure he’s just right — not some transplant living the
hard life trying to make it big in the biz. Those kids have a rough
enough time with the day-to-day grind as it is — no need making
their shit rougher with another one of my scams. I’'m not looking
for a stray, my ropes are always the ripest — a trust-fund douche-
fag with little brains and zero to offer — fresh meat that’s spoiled
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just enough to take the bait and go down with only one flush and
no wiping.

The ticket to ripping a fish in this city — bait their strongest and
most commonly shared character trait: Greed.

If done with enough style, one could literally hand over the shovel,
and wearing a pearly smile, they’re sure to dig their own grave —
manicured hands and all — all the while thinking it was their idea
from the word go.

It’s not a complex science. Nor is it an art form by any means.
Simply get the chair comfortable enough so they won'’t feel the
thump when the rug gets pulled out from under... That’s what | do,
and have been doing six-years-running now since the mom-n-pop
sent me curbside before | was even old enough to drive (not that
I’'m playing victim here, as I’'m sure you can tell by now, | probably
deserved it).

Good as | may be, I'm not looking to do this shit forever. A cat can’t
keep running the alleyways forever. Legs get sore, wits get dull, and
sooner or later, no matter how many times they may have ran the
same alley, one day a truck comes by too fast, too big to dodge,
and all that’s left to do is put on a dull face and say “It was nice
while it lasted” — I’'m not looking to go out that way —oh no. If ’'m a
cat, | know I’'m running on nine-out-of-nine. Playtime is over, the
promises of tomorrow mean not a shit, it’s officially fuck or walk
time. Tonight I'll find my rope and when | do, his bank is officially
broken. I'm not looking to run a hustle again. It’s gotten so | can’t
recognize myself any longer. At twenty-four years old, that’s a sick
prospect. This next rope, sad to say, will in fact be the last. With the
money | pull, even on a worst case scenario, I'd still have enough to
spend two years worry free focusing on what really matters... what
brought me out to this shit-hole city in the first place... my writing.
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After scanning the scene I've finally found the right rope. A Bruce
named Cal Went. A real daddy’s boy. Hasn’t worked a moment in
his vain life and has spent the last three years shelling out old
money to drug dealers and fancy restaurants in the endless pursuit
of pussy. This guy lies, cheats, and takes advantage of anyone
foolish enough to have a dream — and uses the dream to exploit,
degrade, and hang people out to dry. A walking, breathing, flesh-
covered representation of the very city we all inhabit. A vampire of
the human soul and spirit...

A Vampire I'll be taking out into the light sooner rather than later...

I make my way to the main sitting area where Cal’s whispering god-
knows-what to this actress we all know named Stacy Lane, she’s
not going to get anywhere with this guy, but she’ll probably suck
him off all the same just to add another notch on the belt. In fact, |
had a few opportunities to stick my tube down her throat but never
capitalized, she’s a little too thick around the rims for me.

Cal and Stacy both see me on the approach and offer their every-
day bullshit LA mugs — the type of look that asks one to “come on
by and have a chat” with their smile, while their eyes are telling the
true story by asking you to kindly fuck off until you can produce the
goods. Lucky for me, my poker-face trumps the LA Grin, and these
fucks wont even see me coming. Then again | can care two shits
about Stacy, she probably already knows I’'m on the grift... It’s Cal |
worry about, and that three-quarter closet-queen doesn’t have the
nose to sniff me out.

“Donnie! Donnie fucking Ramo! What's the good word there
buddy?” Cal says to me in his deafening frat-boy yelp — while
drinking cheap scotch with one hand and finger-banging Stacy with
the other.

“Don’t know if there is a good word Cal. All these parties are
starting to look the same to me.”
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“I hear ya buddy!” He offers even though | know he doesn’t hear
shit outside his own voice. “Every time | get to one of these things |
see all the same faces and all the same drugs and always ask
myself, what the hell am | doing here?”

“You ever come up with an answer?” | ask while lighting a Lucky
Strike.

“What the hell else is there to do in this town?” He explodes into
an obnoxious, almost gag-inspiring, laughter.

Everyone within an earshot follows suit with Cal, laughing for
reasons I’'m sure each of them aren’t close to being aware of. To
laugh-along for these drones is no different than taking another
line — forget having any real reason when everyone else is doing it.
Failing to be just another smiling face | stay solid — lacking the will
to fake any enthusiasm — which | now realize could be bad for
business, so | pour myself a belt of Cal’s cheap Scotch to loosen up.

Stacy is saying something to me that | can’t really hear so I inch a
bit closer. | get her half-way into whatever bile she’s spitting this
time, “...and then we realized that the club wasn’t even open that
night. And Jill was like so pissed off. | mean this guy told us at Sugar
that he’d put us up and totally flaked out on us! | mean we like
came all the way from Vegas! And didn’t have a place to stay cause
of this guy! Can you like believe this shit! | swear I’'m never listening
to another guy at a club. They’re so full of shit.” She takes a pause
for a moment, possibly realizing half of the people around her fit
that category, but probably not because she’s a box of rocks. Then
she offers, “So it’s a good thing | met Cal. He’s... taking care of me”.

Cal shoots me a sleaze-fuck wink-and-smile combo the minute
“taking care of me” left Stacy’s botoxed-to-shit lips. God | can’t wait
to rake this kid over the fucking coals. Then he faces me and says,
“So what sort of things have you got going on? Mel told me



5|Page

something about you being able to get Macbooks for close to
nothing?”

“Mel’s a nancy-boy rich kid who can’t keep his fucking trap shut on
account he’s under the impression hot-air will fill up the bullshit-
balloons in this town.”

Cal puts on a blank-face and a silence fills the air. Maybe he knows
I’'m passive-aggressively talking about him, but | doubt it. He takes a
drink, smiles, and asks like the moron he is, “So can you like, get
the Macbooks?”

I’'m too tired and bored to put on an attitude so | simply say as cool
as possible, “Yeah | can get them”, then | pause — careful not to
blow the hook — and ask, “Why do you want to get your hands on
one?”

“I don’t know. | was hoping to get more than one...” he smiles as all
the blood rushes to my cock after roping him so damn easy.

“l may be able to help you out. We'll talk later.”
“For sure!” he exclaims.

The scene goes numb for a beat. Everything to talk about but
nothing to say. Finally some fuck-twig next to Stacy breaks the ice
my way, “So Donnie, | hear you’re a writer or something? What's
with this Macbook stuff? Is it like, a day job?”

The chick might as well have given me a hand-job with a sandpaper
glove. Instead of getting red at her question, which basically forces
me to realize what little I've done in the way of aspirations of the
future, | decide to keep things mellow by saying, “Well a writer is
what | am but not what | do right now. For instance, like with your
acting. You are an actress aren’t you?”
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Her eyes go wide and then she explodes with, “Ohmygod! How did
you know?”

Every inch of my being shakes and rocks in keeping back from
saying something like, I’'m no psychic sweet-heart, you’re just
unoriginal, but | resist, and simply say, “I can just tell”.

The atmosphere cools down again and | want out before the next
ice-breaking, no-brainer question pops. | see Mel Carpenter at
another end of the party by himself nursing a New Castle and a
quiet Oxycontin addiction. I've already done what | need with Cal
and really don’t want to get laid by any of these Scarecrows so |
excuse myself without a word.

After passing through a couple dozen herds of aspiring somethings |
finally reach Mel. He’s in his own fucking world on account of the
80 he just shoveled into his nose. | pat his back, careful to stay as
cool as possible, and ask him loudly over the music “What’s the
temperature like with your buddy Cal?”

Mel jumps out of his skin for a second and then calms once his eyes
adjust to my face. “Fuck Donnie, you scared the Christ out of me!
What’s up man? What do you mean? Whose buddy Cal?”

The guy’s drugged to the gills. Although normally not the brightest
bulb in the box, 80mg of the world’s strongest pharmaceutical
grade opiate surly doesn’t help. At this moment, as anger rushes to
my brain and intolerance envelopes my heart, | can’t for the life of
me figure why | bother with these Hollywood brats.

“What do | mean? What's the deal with Cal? Is he a fish worth
catching or a waste of time?” | ask under the music, but loud
enough for Mel to hear each word clearly.

“I still don’t know what you’re talking about?” He offers, stoned
beyond belief.
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| snatch the bottle of Oxy out his coat pocket and give him a small
slap on the chin even though he’s quite a bit bigger than me and
say, “The fucking guy’s over there asking me about Macbooks? He
said he received the tip from you? Leading one to believe you're
either roping him for me or blowing shit up on account you’re
stoned to all hell. Don’t make me think it’s the latter...”

He puts on a blank face for a beat and finally manages to say,
“What do you mean... what ladder? There’s no ladder here? Are
you talking about Xanax?”

“Fuck it | say” truly disappointed but not willing to drag it out on
account | understand what I’'m dealing with: a moron.

| see there’s no point in going on with him and for once, | can
almost begin to emphasize with our God — understanding a celestial
level of disappointment one must feel while looking down at his
mirror-image-product and see just how little has been done in the
name of progress and forward movement. Mel and the people that
surround me at every turn in this City, in this party, in this fucking
living room serve absolutely no purpose. There’s no light at the end
of the tunnel. No hope. Despite they walk and breathe and bleed
and shake hands and laugh... there is no substance. No life. Nothing
short of a disappointment.

Filled with nothing other than zombies this party is for lack of a
better word dead. The people all around offer me nothing and |
sure as shit don’t want to fuck any of the girls here but anything,
even mind numbing-rhetoric about auditions and clothing lines is
better than my alternative — loneliness —an empty studio
apartment in Brentwood with nothing to keep me warm but my
own bitterness and isolation.

All these things considered, | take stock of what’s available to me
and weigh all options...
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Walling the flowers with Mel the junky is an option, then again so is
swallowing cyanide tablets. | pass. | can rub-shoulders with Cal and
the fuck-twigs back in the living room but remember to myself how
well that went before and again consider cyanide tablets. Through
the pane-glass doors leading into the back-yard courtyard | see
Persian’s passing around blow (while at the same time noticing this
girl everyone knows named Sonya palming a couple bags of blow
behind the main Persian’s back. Nice grab | think to myself, great
tits).

This night, | realize like many of my days, has ended before even
beginning. Around me there is nothing to cool the icy waters in my
veins. All hope lost.

Refusing to dwell any longer at present circumstance and grimacing
at the thought of jumping in my car and combating the ulcer-
bleeding traffic of Los Angeles’ freeways | decide to make the best
of what’s around.

| take Mel’s New Castle as he’s nodding so hard he’s about to drop
it and say as cool and calm as possible, “Fuck it. Let me get one of
your Oxy’s. I’'m having a shit night.”

Take the pill. Take a breath. Exhaust another day.

Fuck it.

Ending is better than mending...
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Andrew

Although I've always known it would happen being here now and
seeing all this around me | can’t believe it, here | am finally at a real
LA party. Sure, | don’t know a soul here but that’s bound to change
soon. I've only been in town a day over two weeks after all and
networking isn’t something that happens over night. That’s why I'm
here now — to network myself into a strong group of people that
are likeminded and on the way up. Sure acting is a one man game, |
understand that, but at the same time, most any actors you see
today that are successful had a strong group of friends on their way
to the top. Understanding that is half the battle toward success —
copying a model that’s worked for someone else. And as | said
before that’s my only reason for being at this party tonight. So
what if Lauren can’t understand that and chooses to brood by
herself in our new apartment (that she hates for the record) while
I’'m out here grinding it out for both of us? What does she know
about a place like this anyway?

Christ, she thinks I've changed in the two weeks we’ve been here.
Whatever that means? Shows how little she knows.

Before the two of us got together she was living in the sticks ---
some population zero town with no future in sight. Now we live in
the center of all things hip! The sky’s the limit! And If | hadn’t
swooped in and took her away she’d still be working in that run-of-
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the-mill gas station — shelling reheated pizza’s to factory workers
splurging on a Friday evening.

And as far as “home” is concerned, that dipshit town of hers, she
was born there. | was forced to live there. She never knew the guy |
was before moving down to the sticks — a result of mistakes | made
in the city. She met the guy after the fact. The recovered junky. The
kid with a future and dreams to pursue. And when we lived in the
sticks and all | had was dreams, she was fine. Today, now in a new
phase where the dreams can materialize soon and become
common place, I’'m suddenly the bad guy. I'm the one that’s
changed.

Please, like she knows a thing anyway. She couldn’t expect to keep
me cooped up in that town forever. | stayed as long as | could.
Why? For her! Now it’s due time for Andrew to work on Andrew,
and in turn work on us both. If she can’t see the forest from the
trees and support my being out here, moving both of us out here,
to better OUR lives... then fuck her!

Well actually, | don’t mean fuck her...

| get ahead of myself sometimes. The emotion envelops my brain,
cutting off reason. | guess you can say | have a short temper. You
can’t blame me though. I’'m an actor. It’s in my blood... my genetic
make-up.

| can’t let myself get out of control when I’'m in situations like this...
the party that is. Despite how emotional of a creature | am, | have
to learn how to maintain my control. That is the professional thing
to do after all. I've heard stories of actors throwing fits on set all
the time, but that isn’t until after they’ve already established a
name in town. Right now I’'m nobody... sure that’s all gonna
change, but in the meantime | have to project the best personality
possible.
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Take this party for example. | can’t walk around here throwing
weight around like I'm the big dick on campus... hell no! Maybe
when I’'m in the apartment with Lauren | can get away with that
shit, but that’s my turf. This thing, this place, this castle, it’s a whole
other world for me. It’s a lot to take in all at once, but at the same
time, I'm sure all of this is going to be common practice after | hit it
big. So it’s best | get adjusted first... then bring Lauren around when
she’s more comfortable.

Lauren would be offended by the scene anyway. At least | think she
would. Everywhere | look there’s a Playboy-worthy woman
prancing around in her birthday suit... especially the pool! And the
drugs! Don’t get me started on the drugs! Lucky for me I'm a
recovered drug addict... and | mean that with all seriousness. If |
hadn’t gotten “in the program” a few years back I'd be a sitting
duck in a place like this. But now I’'m a rock with a focused eye on
the prize... | know it and that’s all that matters. Sooner or later
she’ll have to realize the image of who she thinks | am and was isn’t
who | am at all. She says I've changed since leaving home. | say I've
finally come home. I'm finally myself. And Lauren will have to learn
to accept that. End of story.

I’'m supposed to meet my friend Tad who | met on one of my extra
jobs but | don’t see him anywhere around. He was supposed to
introduce me to a writer friend of his that has all the right friends in
all the right places... | think his name is Donnie or something of the
like. Anyway it’s no matter right now. This isn’t the sort of party
where people wear nametags. I’'m just going have to sift through
the herd to find Tad... which shouldn’t take too long | hope.

I make my way through a large courtyard with the biggest and
bluest swimming pool I've ever seen. A group of young model-types
are taking their clothes off while doing lines of what looks like coke
being given to them by mid-eastern guys... | think they’re Persian or
something. There actually seems to be a lot of Persians in this town
—or at least more than I’'m used to back home. I've also noticed
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most of these Persian guys all look the same — not like Asian’s do
with the same little faces — the Persian’s in and around LA look like
the same “person”, if that makes any sense. They all wear the same
clothes, the same white-pointy shoes, the same fake Breitling
watches, with the same haircuts, and the same black BMW'’s
parked out front. I'm wondering if that’s a cultural thing, or maybe
the city of LA? | sure hope it’s not the city. If LA has the power to
influence an entire culture of people, I'm in a whole world of
trouble. After all I’'m not a trend-setter. I’'m an actor.

I’'ve been navigating through the crowded courtyard for what feels
like an hour and I'm still only half-way to the main house where it
seems “my type” is hanging out. | see a table on the way to the
house covered by an endless sea of expensive imported beer
bottles. | know I've been in the program for a couple years and |
really shouldn’t have a one, but drinking isn’t like doing drugs. And
the beer’s so damn fancy... plus how can | be expected to network
without doing a little casual drinking?

| weigh my options for all but twenty seconds and grab the first
beer | can. It’s something German and wouldn’t be able to
pronounce it if my life depended on it. The bottle is frosted and
numbs my fingertips at the touch. The bottle’s neck sweats
condensation inside my palm as | bring it to my lips. The first rush
of beer is cool and smooth in my mouth — starting an orgasmic
Oktoberfest amongst a group of born-again taste-buds that haven’t
had the pleasure in over six-hundred days. My throat opens up
almost mechanically and lets the sweet, dark, German elixir tunnel
down into my stomach which will eventually lead the business-
ingredients into my bloodstream...

Within minutes | can feel the beer going to work.

Since getting into town my panic-attacks have been getting worse
every day. Yet at this moment something in the Alcohol is putting
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it all at bay. | can no longer feel my heart beating out of my chest or
the club-soda in my brain. Everything is calmed down. Chilled out...

| can see myself doing the beer thing a little more often. As long as
|-

“I think | know you...” A beautiful-brunette (in fact one of the most
beautiful brunettes I've ever seen) says to me with a smile on her
face.

Feeling my knees come dangerously close to giving underneath me
| realize there’s no way this girl can know me. She looks like a
movie star. So | tell her probably while blushing uncontrollably, “I
um, really don’t think so. I’'m new in town”.

“Me too... just about everyone at this party is ‘new in town’!” She
opens her beautiful mouth and lets out the most innocent giggle
I've ever heard — almost putting me in a daze. “I think | heard
somewhere that the average life-span of a young person trying to
make it in Hollywood is six months. I’'ve been here three weeks and
am losing my mind”.

She continues to talk to me as if she’s genuinely interested in
having a conversation. She’s not like the rest of these people. She’s
not cold. She seems... happy? But I still don’t know why she’s
talking to me. Guys like me don’t know girls like this. | want to say
something to this girl but don’t know how. I’'m half intimidated, half
scared she’ll realize she doesn’t really know me and I'll have to go
back to hunting for Tad in a sea of strangers.

“I know where | know you from now! I’'m such a dunce!” She says
as her wide-brown eyes light up. “You were the guy at the set of

Skylab a few days ago! You were one of townspeople extras. You

kept asking what a SAG Voucher was.” She laughs.
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Fuck, | think to myself. This girl does know me. This angel. This first
crush I've had in a long time knows me from the day | make the
biggest ass out of myself since getting into town. It all comes to
light for her now. I’'m not anyone worth talking to. I’'m just another
“extra”... and an extra that really didn’t know what a SAG Voucher
was to boot.

“I didn’t know what a SAG Voucher was when | first got here
either” She offers, actually calming me down some. “l thought you
just come to LA, call up an agency, and tell them you want to be
famous!” She starts laughing again, “I had no idea there was all this
red-tape behind it all.”

| begin to calm down a bit. This girl is just like me. We're soldiers in
the same war. My drink is dead so | walk over to the table for
another, without thinking | just left the girl alone. No matter
though, she’s actually following me! | open myself a beer and hand
it to her. She takes. | open one for myself. She offers cheers. | take.
We share a smile. Then, now more comfortable in my cheap-ass
shoes | say-

“You know when | first got into town | did exactly that... called up a
few agencies asking them to represent me. | didn’t even have
headshots.”

She starts to giggle, spitting up some of her German Beer. While
laughing she asks, “Are you serious?”

“I wouldn’t lie to you. | just busted out the yellow pages in my hotel
room and started cold-calling all the way down the list. | didn’t
even have an apartment yet. | figured | should get an acting job first
before finding an apartment.” | say all of this with a new-found
confidence. I'm actually enjoying myself. Normally in social
situations | frog up — which isn’t all that uncommon amongst actors
— | shy away into the corner and normally only talk to people |
know. And if | do talk to anyone, they don’t look like this girl. This is
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the type of girl that would have me shaking in my boots. | would
run the other way for fear of making a total fool of myself. But this
is different. I'm smiling, engaging, and looking her right in the eye. |
can’t put my finger on it, but there’s something different about me.
I've gone through a change since first stepping foot into this party.
Maybe I'm acting and not even knowing it? Perhaps the scenery is
so close to what | always dreamed things would be like if | hit it big,
that somewhere deep in my subconscious I’'m taking on the role of
an actor... and then it hits me... | realize what’s attributed to this
newer, bolder, and more confident me...

It’s the cold, sweaty bottle resting comfortably in the palm of my
hand. It’s the cool froth going down my throat. It’s the alcohol in
my blood. Two drinks into the night and I’'m a new man. The panic
attacks are gone. My confidence is skyrocketing. And for once in my
life, | impress someone worth impressing.

| can see this beer thing becoming a regular fixture in my day-to-
day. | take a final swig off my second bottle and before | can say
anything, this porcelain-skinned brunette beauty before me
exchanges my beer for another and offers the cutest wink this side
of Colorado.

“So this is really embarrassing but | figure | have to ask being as
we’re talking and getting along so well” She says as my heart
flutters — anxious to hear what this is going to be, and then she
humbly says with a smile, “I don’t even know your name”.

I laugh and offer cooler than ever, “It’s cool. | don’t know your
name either.”

We both laugh. Take swigs. Share a silence. Then...
We lock eyes. Fireworks blow-off in my belly the moment our

pupils align. My heart races, in a good way. With one glance, | feel
more alive than | ever have. | think she feels it too, even though |
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can’t understand why. We’re in our own world together. The rest
of the party is only background music. Then finally our shared
silence hits its climax when she smiles and says, “Rachael... my
name is Rachael”.

I’'m in a daze for god-knows how long. Her name rings in between
my ears over and over. Rachael. Rachael.

| get over it. Compose myself. Take a sip and say, “I’'m Andrew...
Andrew Lloyd.”

“Well Andrew Lloyd” She says with a seductive smile, “Being you’re
the first person I've really talked to since getting into town, we
should keep-“

Just before she could finish she’s stopped by an intruding body
cutting in between us. At first | thought it was a stranger who had
too many, then I realize its Tad... and he looks like shit.

“Hey Tad are you alright?” | ask.

He doesn’t answer for minute. He doesn’t look good at all.
Defiantly not the brooding, blonde-haired, blue-eyed, leading-man
type | met and befriended on my last few extra jobs. The Tad
before me looks exhausted, his once dark complexion is left gray
and scaly, | don’t think he’s slept much, and aside from the
sandbags under his eyes (if my experience in rehab has taught me
anything) I'd say he’s been hitting the pixie dust pretty hard.

“Sorry I've had a rough night. | didn’t mean to invite you to a party
and leave you all alone with strangers. How long have you been
here?” He says.

“Not too long. Not really a problem.” | introduce Rachael into the
mix while shooting her a confidant smile, “Rachael here has been
keeping me entertained.”



17|Page

Rachael softly shakes Tad’s unstable hand and says, “I think I've
seen you around a few extra jobs.”

Empty, distant, and mind-wandering Tad responds, “Yeah... | think
I've seen you around...”

The three of us share nods, a moment of uncomfortable silence,

and then Tad changes gears, “Listen Andrew I’d hate to do this to
you but I...” He takes a moment to compose himself, “I just can’t

stay here. I've had a really bad... I'll call you.”

He takes off without another word, well before | can say anything
to rebut. I’'m having a fine enough time with Rachael so | shrug it
off and get back to her. “That was... interesting” | say.

She polishes off her beer and pops another. “Welcome to LA.”

“You’re probably right, and we’ve only been here a couple weeks,
you and L.”

“Which reminds me, | was going to say before your friend crashed
in here, we should | don’t know... exchange numbers or something.
It's good to have a friend in a town like this, and I'm sure we’ll be
doing the same extra jobs. Maybe we can, | don’t know... carpool,
hangout, whatever?”

| can’t believe my ears. | would pay good money on a magazine if
there was a picture of this girl inside it, just so | could hang it on the
wall. | mean she’s a knock-out... and it runs deeper than looks.
She’s genuine. She’s beautiful. And she’s actually interested in me...
Then | realize, maybe that’s what | have that the other guys around
this party don't, | actually want to know this girl. I’'m genuinely
interested...



18| Page

“I mean it’s so cold on those sets, if you know what | mean. It
would be nice to have someone to talk to” She says.

“I totally agree with you. | couldn’t think of anything better than
being paid to have a chat like this again while pretending to be
students in a high school.”

She laughs, and then says “Who knows, maybe if we get close
enough we can play high school sweethearts in the background”.

She’s flirting with me and I’'m grooving with it. The drink’s working
wonders with me. This chick’s into me, and I’'m totally into her.
With the drink in my hand and this girl near my arm, the city of Los
Angeles is looking a lot better than it did a few hours ago. | mean
this moment is what day-dreams are made of. It couldn’t be more
perfect.

We pop another couple of beers and go to work. She starts talking
about just getting into town and whatnot — regular “get to know
you” chat. Half of me is listening and nodding while the other half
can’t help to wonder: If Lauren wasn’t back in our shit apartment
hating every minute of this town, how happy could | be as an
overall unit with a girl like Rachael?

It’s definitely something worth pursuing. | may have something
here so I've got to play it smart. I’'m not saying I'll dump Lauren for
something better, not after the sacrifices she’s made for me, I'm
not that type of person... that’s an LA thing.

I’'m just weighing out my options.
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Tad

| just got to the party and already I’'m dealing with assholes. |
shouldn’t have invited my friend Andrew from set earlier to this
place —it’s a shark pool. He’s a sweet corn-fed kid from some
college football-type state and hasn’t grown his rough LA skin yet.
Sure he can handle some of the dogs, but this party is something
you have to work your way up to.

Take this jerk Donnie Ramo for example, whenever it’s just the two
of us together he’s cool as a bag of ice. He talks about wanting to
be a writer, sometimes even shows me some of his stuff if he’s
sauced enough... it’s not bad. We talk about things that matter, you
know? We talk about the future, about collaborating — me with my
acting and him with his stories. There’s never a dull conversation
between the two of us.

But that all goes to shit once another cook is added to the mix.
Something comes over him, he becomes ice-cold. It’s like a shadow
casts over him. He becomes this dark cat and completely shuts
himself off from anyone else around him. It's almost as if he has
two personalities. | think someone should do him a favor and write
a script up for Depakote — the guy does enough pills as it; adding
another can’t do too much damage. Especially if the guy needs it,
which he does, a classic case of bipolar if I've ever seen one.
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| don’t mean to be so sore on the guy right now, but he just treated
me like walking shit a minute ago. I'm like that | guess; find it hard
to let things go that really grit my teeth. | mean | wasn’t in the
wrong or anything. | saw him at the other end of the hall and
figured I'd say hi to the cat. | invited a new friend of mine that
hasn’t got here yet just so he could meet Donnie. So | take him
aside to tell him and the fucking guy just brushes me off like we're
perfect strangers.

At first | thought he didn’t notice me. Then | thought maybe he was
in one of his moods — where he’s in his own world. But right now |
can see him talking to that whore Stacy and her flavor of the day
Cal. That just tells me he flat out didn’t care to talk to me. And |
didn’t do dime one to the guy. I’'m pretty heated about it.

But whatever, I'll get over it...

Right now I've got bigger fish to fry — rent’s due in three days and
I’'m dried out like a prune in the bread department. Extra-work
pays, sure, but most of those kids are in their early twenties. | may
not look it, but I’'m a thirty-two year-old man. I've got expenses.
And at fifty-eight bucks a day, extra-work can barely keep the heat
on.

Empty pockets aren’t really a new thing for me; acting’s a feast-or-
famine business. This isn’t my first ride on the rollercoaster, | can
tell you that much. | always have things waiting in pipeline in case
shit hits the fan. | have people to call, things | can do, and the
status is always cooled by the first of the month. Do | like doing
what | have to do? Of course not, it’s a hustle... and hustles are
hassles. But what else am | supposed to do? All the catering jobs
are dried up.

| hatch a super-strong Vodka-Cranberry in one gulp and pour
myself another, almost instinctually. | don’t normally get too
sauced before doing “a job” but today my nerves are going a bit
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faster than usual. It’s probably that fucker Donnie Ramo still. I've
gotta let things pass easier. I'll work on that.

Dane is making his way toward me and he couldn’t look any
faggier. He’s got more leather than four cows and his pirate-shirt
can use a few more buttons. He sees me from across the room and
flashes me this sickening predatory smile. | want to puke. As he
gets closer | can see he’s wearing make-up even. A little bit of
mascara around the eyes and a shit-load of blush on his cheeks.
The fags in this city never cease to amaze. | mean with what | have
to do from time to time | get used to them, but there’s always a
Queen out there that will take me by surprise... and Dane knows all
of them.

Dane glides right up next to me and puts his faggot hand on my
thigh, not too far away from my soft-as-a-pillow cock. He leans in
close to my neck — spewing his hot, onion-and-booze breath onto
the soft skin of my perfectly tanned neck. I’'m about to get sick. |
back off.

“What is it Dane?”

“Jesus, you're hostile tonight...” he says in a faggy whine.

“I’'m not hostile, I'm just tired. You know the score.” | look around
to make sure no one’s looking — especially Donnie — god knows how
he’d use this shit against me in the future. | put on a tough-guy act,
lean into Dane, and say, “Plus, | can’t have your fag ass draping all
over me in front of this crowd. We’re not far from West Hollywood
but far enough if you catch my drift”.

“Reeelax babe”, he says, “I’'ve got good news for you”.

“There’s no such thing as good news from you Dane.”
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“Okay...” he turns away, grabs a drink, and says, “then don’t call me
again next time you need a favor.”

He’s about to leave. | stop him. As much as | don’t want to admit it,
I need his help again.

“I’'m sorry Dane. | don’t mean to be so bitter, I’'m just really...
stressed out, you know?”

“Yeah | know. But you put yourself in this position honey. I'm just
trying to help”.

“Iunderstand. | just hate doing this shit.”

“Oh it’s not that bad... you make out okay. It’s not like you're
bottoming out, if you know what | mean?”

Red rushes to my face. He crossed the line. He may be helping me
out, but with queens like Dane, sometimes you have to crack the
whip — let them know who's really wearing the balls.

| grab his collar and bring him real close and say, “Don’t fucking say
that shit again. Not at a place like this. You’re my present, these
people are my future. You dig?”

| push him away. He’s like a scared cat. He composes himself and
says to me with a bitchy fear in his eyes, “Yeah well, I'm a present
that’s going on ten years running. This future you’re always going
on about never seems to come. So if | were you I'd play nice with
what you have in the here and now.”

He’s right and knows it... the air gets uncomfortable for a beat. He
drinks his queenie-fruit-drink in quiet. | have to break the ice...

“Speaking of the here and now...” | swallow hard, not wanting to
ask, “Do you have anything for me?”
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He smiles huge... the little fuck thinks he has me in the palm of his
hand. “I've got two guys you can choose from. Used to have three
but the last one backed out once I told him you needed a DVD
player in the room.”

“Did you tell the fag it’s the only way | can get hard?”

“Yeah | told the GUY you needed it to get hard... careful with the
name calling...” he grazes my leg with his own, “you never know
who you may offend.”

| don’t even bother getting mad at the guy. The sooner I’'m done
with this the better. “So you’ve got two lined up? Are they
upstairs?”

“You know it... ready and waiting.”

“| bet... what’s the cash like?”

“Same as usual, unless you change your ways the price will always
stay the same.”

“I told you a million times I’'m no fag.”

“Yeah, what you do doesn’t make you gay...” he takes a sip with a
smug grin and says, “You’re just ACTING... | forgot.”

If I didn’t need the six-bills I'd kick this fags teeth right down his
cock-swallowing throat. But | do need him, so | relax, polish my
drink, and pop one of my last Viagra’s to get me ready for show-
time.

“You have the cash?” | ask him.

“Shouldn’t you get to work first?”
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“Last time | worked on the nose for you | got stiffed.”

“Wasn’t that the point?” he says and giggles uncontrollably. He
sees I'm not laughing and composes himself out of fear. Then the
fag apologizes, “I’'m sorry. It was only a joke.”

“I’'m not laughing” | say cold as ice.

“I can see that.” He says.

He pulls a wad of six hundreds out of his jacket pocket and slides it
across the bar to me. | count it and put it in my pocket. Part of me
just wants to take the cash and leave, but the other part of me
knows this probably won’t be the last time | ask Dane for a favor.
“You got anything else for me?” | ask.

“What do you mean?”

| gesture under my nose for some coke. He picks it up in a
heartbeat and hands me a twenty-bag. “This should get you

started” he says, “They have plenty more upstairs. Believe me.”

| pour myself another drink and hatch it in one gulp. Liquid
courage.

“Don’t look so upset Tad” he says, “Look at the bright side, you're
getting paid to get what most straight guys have to pay out the
nose for.”

“l am a straight guy... we usually get head from chicks.”

“You’ve got your little DVD player. Or hell, you are an actor... just
close your eyes and pretend he’s a she.”
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“What do you think I’'ve been doing all these years?” | say as |
gather my courage and make my way to the stairs. Then something
occurs to me and | ask, “By the way, did you give them a name?”

“Of course | did... Daniel.” He smiles and winks.

| don’t respond. Daniel’s fine... tells the queens | only take head and
never give it. | look straight-ahead careful not to look anyone in the
eye. What | do is my business. I’'m acting, not gay. Just paying the
damn bills.

On my way to the stairs | remember my friend Andrew. | forgot all
about him when | set all this shit up. Poor guy’s not going to know
what to do when he gets here. No matter though, he’ll have to fend
on his own. It’s not like getting head takes up the whole evening.
As long as | don’t get too crazy with the fairy-dust | should be back
down within the next sixty ticks.

The stairs aren’t too far away. Once | hit that first step its game-
time. | make a mental picture of every slut | pass on the way —
careful to remember all the nooks-and-crannies: the tits, the ass,
the thongs, anything to keep me hard when the fags roping my
hook... anything to stay professional.

All I have to do is maintain, stay in character, and remember to
drink enough tonight where all of this will be a distant memory.

| approach the stairs and lock eyes with Donnie Ramo for a beat.
The bastard smiles at me. He’s not stupid, he knows the score. But
rather than feel for me, he probably gets off on my misery. Your
typical fucking writer. He’d be such a perfect guy if he didn’t try so
hard to be apathetic... if he didn’t try so hard to be cold. He doesn’t
think anyone knows, in fact they probably don't... but | do. |
understand Donnie better than he does. He hates himself and tries
so hard to have others do the same. But | could never hate
Donnie... we’re too alike.
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| brush Donnie off, block my mind off, and get into character. It’s go
time. Nothing else matters. All that matters is the money in my
pocket and the mantra in my head... ’'m not a fag, I'm just acting...
this isn’t who | am, it's what | do...

I’'m not a fag. I'm acting.

This isn’t what | am, it’s what | do...
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Sonya

Stacy’s with that sleaze Cal and I’'m bored out of my mind. Sure
there’s plenty of blow but when is it not around? Really, | can only
take so many of these things before they start getting tired. I'm
feeling like the girl dressed for the ball and | end up at the bowery.
There’s no one here over twenty-five and I'd be lucky to find a guy
with his own money. Just a bunch of trust-fund babies and scrubs
living off of credit and flash —anyone worth talking to is on the
other side of the hill.

My phone goes nuts and I’'m bored so | take a look. It’s a text from
Stacy. Cal wants to produce a low-budget movie and have her star
in it. Real original. | really should save her from this guy but | figure
she’s got to learn one way or another. Plus I’'m bored but not that
bored.

When [ first got here | ran into this green-chick Rachael and
couldn’t help but to laugh at the “fresh off the bus” look she had on
her face when she first walked in. It was as if she hasn’t ever seen a
swimming pool before. Pathetic. | think she even drove up in a beat
up Kia or something... might as well have taken the bus with this
crowd. At the same time | don’t know why | even give a shit, she
won’t ever be able to offer me a single thing in this town. | can tell
after watching her for twenty-eight seconds. Like right now for
example, she’s laughing it up with some loser-actor type by the
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beer table; completely oblivious to the twenty-some-odd guys
giving her the “fuck me eyes” all of whom are worth over mid-six-
figures each.

Her loss, not mine... she’s not even worth getting twisted over.

I’'m still not feeling the party and the booze is weak so | figure I'll
head to the courtyard and do one of the Persian’s blow. Last time |
was at one of these things some fucker Ali stiffed me with a batch
that was so damn speedy | thought I'd have to wear a mouth-guard
for a fucking week. | swear to Christ if that shit happens again I'm
going to stay home the next time | get a myspace message inviting
me to one of these fag-fests.

Walking into the courtyard | can’t help but to be a little turned off
when | see only Ali and his “crew” of “bro’s” shoveling shit up the
noses of the “nameless slut clan”. I’'m actually thinking of blowing
this place off all together. | haven’t even had the energy to put up a
fake smile so why even bother. In fact the only person here worth
talking to after the blow hits my membrane is that guy Donnie
Ramo. I've seen him from time to time and couldn’t help but to
notice he’s about as happy as | am to be hanging out at a place like
this. In fact, | saw him with Cal and Stacy a minute ago and it
seemed they were completely blind to the fact Donnie despised
both of them. | actually remember hearing from someone, Maybe
Mel, that Donnie liked ripping off rich kids to pay the bills but that
might have actually been this faboulus-boy Dean Mel was talking
about. Whatever... | can’t remember. And | don’t even remember
why | cared in the first place.

| get into the sweaty mix of the courtyard and become relieved
when | see Vallah passing out blow to a select few of his friends. He
knows Ali but doesn’t hang with him all that much. In fact, | think
he’s the one that sells Ali the speed he cuts his shit with.
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| walk up to Vallah in a fashion that shows I’'m not impressed by his
valley-trash wanna-be gangster ass and ask him for a couple lines.
He winks to his buddies in a way that suggests he actually thinks
he’s going to bust my pantie-line and I can’t help but to laugh. A) |
don’t fuck with the Middle East guys — they’re sleazy, assholes, and
they don’t respect women at all. B) they’re pathetic as all fucking
hell. They act like they own this town and fail to see how
completely unoriginal every last one of their curry-reeking asses
are.

But fuck it, | need to get high before I go ape.
“So are you guys gonna keep winking at each other or are you
going to help me out?” | say, careful to let them know how bored |

am.

Vallah takes a second. Fronts a smug smile like he’s the captain of
all things shady. | want to throw up.

“Yeah baby-girl, whatcha need? Can’t one of your white-boys help
you out? Think you better off with ‘dem...” He says like a fucking
three year-old.

“I think you mean ‘them’ Vallah.”

“The name’s V, girl.”

“Oh I'm sorry V... you going to give me a fucking line or continue
this Alpha-Dog shit?”

He smiles... probably trying to hide the fact that | fucking own him.
Then he says like the putz he is, “Relax girl... Damn you got an edge
onyou... | can tell you need.”
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| want to give him another timely remark but decide not to. I've
already lost enough 1Q points as it is trying to mix with these
fucking Neanderthals.

He lays out a few lines and | give it a go — completely ignoring the
fact that these grease-ball fucks are staring at my ass. The coke
goes up smooth but smells and tastes too much like ether. | don’t
have any other options so | vacuum up the rest — leaving the last
line over to dip a Parliament in and do an ice-bump.

| pull a Parliament from my purse and scoop the remaining pile of
powder into its recessed filter. One of Vallah’s grease-balls gives
me the Jewish eyes but | blow it off. Fuck him.

| snort the last bump out of the cigarette’s filter and light up. The
first drag enters my mouth cold, crisp, and surprisingly tasty. My
mouth lumps up and numbs out as if the dentist laid the shit out
himself. A couple drags into the smoke the drip starts to lay out on
my membrane... its bitter-sweet tang makes my eyes water and my
clit wetten. I’'m actually surprised... the shit’s not half that bad.

Before | can truly enjoy my high I’'m taken back to reality from a
smug smile Vallah’s flashing my way. | never noticed until now that
he’s missing a tooth — probably from malnutrition —and I'm
repulsed by him now more than ever, to the point of possibly
sicking all over the carefully tailored lawn at my feet.

“So babe... whatcha think?” Vallah asks as if he actually thinks this
was something more than me trying to cop free shit.

“What do you mean?” | ask, annoyed that | have to waste the peak
of my high with this fuck-buck.

“You ready to hang?” He asks, wet with hope.
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“With you guys...” | say with a sour-look, “No thanks”. And with
that | leave them behind without acknowledging that they’re alive.
His shit is good yes, I’'m stoned yes, I’'m even bored to the point of
tears. But that doesn’t mean I'll reduce myself to hanging out with
those middle-eastern fags for any longer than | have to. I’'m not
green in this town like the rest of the girls here. I've put plenty of
coins in the meter. I’'m paid up.

A green-bitch like my friend Stacy would have been all over these
guys for free shit or even a shot at a comped night on the strip. Not
me. I’'m beyond that shit. A novice in LA waits for someone to “do
for them”... a shark like myself sees the angles before they happen
and know exactly what to do when the time comes.

Take what just happened for example. While Vallah (or V) and his
cronies were busy scoping my ass — thinking | was gratefully sucking
up my free lines — my hands were deep into his stash, picking out
three-or-four twenty-bags to get me through the night.

While all the girls in LA are waiting for a Man to give them
something, I'm in the shadows finding what | can take. It’s no
ancient secret... this shit has worked since the birth of the dollar.
It's a dog eat dog world, and the dog willing to take his meal rather
than beg for it sleeps the soundest at night.

To my surprise the high is peaking more than expected. Maybe it
was the cigarette, or it could be the rush of successfully pocketing
three bags for myself off that sweaty skinned fuck. Whatever the
case may be, this party isn’t lagging as much as earlier.

I make my way back to the house and see Stacy and Cal have
ditched... | suspect Stacy’s upstairs snorting coke off Cal’s pasty-
cock while he puts on a sleazy face. Part of me finds comfort in not
having to listen to their shit while I’'m this high but there’s another
part of me that’s slightly irritated that | may not have anyone to
talk to while I ride this snow-slope.
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Any irritation | feel is swept away when | get closer to the couches
and notice Donnie slumped over by himself. | know the guy is just
as sleazy as the rest of these cattle in his own way — but he does it
with style. As human as it may seem, | feel a connection to the guy.
Not that | would ever fuck him — or he me for that matter —it’s just
| feel like we’re on the same team. Comrades.

| head over to the couch and sit next to him. He doesn’t notice at
all. His eyelids open and shut at tortoise speed. His neck creeks his
head back and forth, and for the first time that | can remember, he
allows a boyish smile to crack between his lips. He’s definitely
drugged up to his neck — I suspect Oxycontin.

I’'m bored and want to chat and can’t help myself on account he
looks so helpless so | tickle his side to get his attention. He stirs
around for a spell, like a little boy being awoken for the first day of
class.

“What the fuck?” he asks groggily.
“You’re stoned aren’t you?” | ask, probably with a pathetic smile.

“Who isn’t at this fucking shack? | can’t stand the people here. |
don’t even know why | bother.”

“From what | understand you can’t stand people in general... so you
should be used to the feeling by now.”

“I guess you're right...” he says as he lights a Lucky Strike like he just
doesn’t give a fuck. “Maybe | should move to the country or
something. Nothing around but me and the animals | raise for
food.”

“l don’t think you could hack it. As much as you pretend to hate
everyone, you still need them...”
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“You think so huh?”
“l know so.”
“How’s that?” he asks.

“Same reason | need people around... They make me feel better
about myself... seeing how numb and brainless they are.”

He takes a beat to let what | said sink in. That or he’s so stoned he
nodded out before | could make my point —which normally would
piss me off but whatever, I’'m stoned. Then he says, “Maybe you’re
right... no one’s ever put it that way to me before... there is another
way to look at it though...”

“Please tell...” | say, three-quarters interested, which uncommon
for me.

“Maybe... it's them that’s okay, you know? Maybe they’re the ones
that are getting it right... and we’re sitting alone on the couch
THINKING we’ve got all the answers... when in reality, when it’s just
as lonely and cold outside as it is in our beds, we realize that we’re
the losers. We're the ones that did it all wrong...” He loses
whatever train-of-thought he may have had and drifts away.

| take a minute to think it all over. He could have a point. Maybe
Stacy and the rest of the OC-Twigs outside have it right — maybe I'm
the one that has it backwards? Who knows, one day | wake up and
I’'m fifty and | have no one — every bridge burned from the past —
and the girls | stiff behind their back now, grew up to have children
and a white fence to call their own... while I’'m left with nothing but
leather skin, a bad job, three kids that hate me, and a bad batting
average with abusive guys...
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Whatever... I’'m coming down off the coke and the last thing | want
is a “Confucius Says” session with Donnie fucking Ramo.

I lean in close to Donnie and whisper in his ear, “I jacked three bags
of coke from one of the Persians out back... wanna go find a place
to chill on it?”

He leans back, looks me in the eye, and says, “Fuck it... why not. |
have to come back up anyway. All this talking has been buzzing my
kill if you know what | mean...”

| take the cigarette from his lips and finish it off. | want to say
something but don’t have the will to craft any words together. The
coke’s in my pocket and I’'m with the one person at this place that
doesn’t give me an ulcer every time | see them.

| stand up and gesture for the stairs. He gets the cue and follows
suit.

As we approach the stairs, ready to go up and do the rest of my
blow and do god knows what else it finally hits me... what | wanted
to say to Donnie just a moment ago... the thought that went
through my head...

| couldn’t agree with you more... You understand me, and |
understand you.
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Donnie’s Black Sunday

My nose is plugged to shit and whistles if | breathe too hard. |
haven’t opened my eyes yet but | can only imagine the scene. The
head’s swimming in Bacardi, my breath tastes like pussy, and my
cock is sore as all hell. It’s obvious | fucked last night and fucked
hard. I’'m pretty sure it’s that apathetic-slut Sonya which actually
kind of irritates me. | didn’t want to fuck any of the broads at this
place and not only did | do that, but | ended up spending the night
at this fucking dump... That’s just not my style.

Another part of me can’t help but to be slightly turned on. As much
of a cunt Sonya may be, she is a fucking knockout that I'll be jerking
off to in the bathroom for months to come. Dark-hair which | love.
Soft tits that aren’t too big but not too small. Great glass-cutting
nipples. And an ass like butter that cups perfectly in my hand...

Now that | think of it, | didn’t do too poorly. The only thing the
bitch lacks is personality... and these days personality doesn’t rank
too high on my importance-meter anyway. At my age, who has
time for personality?

The shame’s gone so | open my eyes. Sonya’s next to me passed
out like a narcoleptic; | think she’d sleep through a thirty-minute
Rictor-Shuffle if she had to. Even asleep after a hard night of
partying she doesn’t look all that bad. The mid-afternoon Los
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Angeles sun is hitting her just right and | could almost see myself
rubbing one off right here and now if | didn’t turn in my pervert-
papers ‘x” amount of years ago.

| scan the scene for a cigarette to get the cunt-juice taste out of my
mouth, but | come up short everywhere I look. | don’t run much of
a risk in waking Sonya up so | slide out of bed for a better look
around the room. | strike gold a few seconds into the search when |
find Sonya’s open-purse laid out messily on the carpet. | steal two
of her Nigger-breath-mint Newport’s and light one up. The first
drag comes close to bringing up three meals when the Menthol hits
my throat but | choke it down like a man. The second and third
drags go down smoother so | sit down and decide to enjoy the
nicotine while it can still offer a first-of-the-day buzz. My head’s still
swimming from the booze last night and | notice a bottle of
Jameson (my favorite) less than an arm’s reach away. There are no
glasses so | pull straight from the bottle. The whiskey burns going
down and makes my empty, early-afternoon stomach rumble
uncontrollably. I’'m beyond getting sick from booze, but it still gets
me on edge from time to time.

| take a few more pulls and finish my cigarette as the alcohol just
starts to get to work in my bloodstream. The hangover is on a slow
way out and | should be able to drink myself sober within the next
fifteen.

The only question is: do | stay in this room for the next fifteen
minutes? Or do | pack up the shop and head for my place?

| feel like walking shit right now and the last thing | want to do is
drive down Sunset in fucking deadlock. I'd rather eat a Silver-Bullet-
Sandwich than deal with the bright sun and dull drivers of this city.
But on the other end, if by some miracle of the heavens Sonya
actually manages to wake up | don’t want to have to deal with any
post-fuck shit from her. | really am not in the mood for any
awkward looks or silences. And | especially don’t want to deal with
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that whole naked-scramble that occurs between two people that
really don’t feel comfortable being nude near each other. It's
fucking dirty and an uncomfortable memory in the event it ever
pops up while I'm playing it in the Spank-Bank-Theater months
down the road.

Another fear is that she’ll want to talk... or worse, have lunch or
something. It’s all too awful to think about so | light another one of
her cigarettes and continue to go to work on the Jameson.

| zone out for an amount of time I’'m not sure of, thinking of too
many things to register clearly. My mind is all kinds of hazy — which
happens a lot for me. Sometimes it all swims around so fast | have
to slow everything down through outside elements. The booze
helps, but not enough. | notice more blow laid out on the small
mirror we stole last night and figure a couple bumps is better for
my ulcer than a cup of coffee so | go to town. Twenty minutes pass
wake-up and I've already got nicotine, blow, and booze coursing
through my veins.

Another day in LA started off on the wrong foot and | have no one
to blame but myself...

It's been this way since | first got here — constantly telling myself
tomorrow will be a new day, tomorrow I’ll turn it all around,
tomorrow will be the first day of the rest of my life... sadly though,
tomorrow has yet to show its face around Donnie-ville.

| get sick of thinking of my failures and take another pull from the
Jameson. The buzz is kicking in full swing and | can feel the warm
alcoholic-wave wrap itself around my nervous system. The warm
rush makes its way up and envelops itself around my brain. Any
fears make their way down the escalator and a flow of overworked
endorphins make it easier for me to Zen out, forget about the
present, and dream of a better future... as faggy of a move that
might be.
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I’'ve had quite a few mornings like this before, so it’s nothing new.
After shoveling chemicals into my system day in and day out, the
brain eventually grows-tired from delivering unnatural amounts of
pleasure and takes a break at the corner deli. When that happens,
an ungodly depression clouds over me — making it close to
impossible to get right now matter what drugs | put in my stomach.
It's a rough few hours where I’'m forced to sit in neck-deep-shit
that’s so thick my body refuses to will itself to move. Everything
comes back at once: who I've hurt, how I've fucked up, the lies I've
told, the tears I'm responsible for — it all comes at the speed of
lightning and there isn’t a pink cloud in sight to hide under.

In some circles what I’'m experiencing is referred to as a “Black
Sunday”. | actually dig the term and will probably use it on that day
that may never come where | get my shit together and focus on
what needs to be focused on. Usually a Black Sunday only shows its
face once a month for the average Joe. But here lately, it seems
every few days are a Black Sunday for me. And they are lasting
longer and longer, bleeding into my afternoons and evening to the
point | just want to close my eyes and wake up as a child again—a
chance to do it all over and unfuck what’s been fucked...

But that Quantum Leap shit doesn’t happen in the real-life-show,
and if it ever did, | doubt it would happen to an asshole like me.

| finish off the Jameson and do another line of shit. My minds still
going and | don’t like all the soul-searching shit so | steal another
cigarette to give myself an excuse to take a few deep breaths.

| smoke my third cigarette in silence and become aware of the
time. An hour has passed since | first woke up and since I've done
nothing but get lost in thought while drinking myself sober. The
Whiskey has washed the Black Sunday away for the most part but |
still find myself searching for thoughts. | look at Sonya as she sleeps
in the afternoon-sun and can’t understand why I’'m still here. Traffic
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is bad but not that bad. I’'m just buzzed enough to handle the short
ride down Sunset to Brentwood. But I'm still here? Smoking a
cigarette and staring at a girl | wouldn’t normally grace with a
mutual stare while passing her on the street. So why the fuck am |
here?

Is it the blow? No... | can just take the rest of it out of her purse,
disappear, and forget | know her if we ever run into each other
around the strip. It can’t be the smokes either, | have Lucky Strikes
in the car. Something is keeping me here and | don’t even like
thinking about it. | decide after this cigarette I’'m going to cowboy
up and hit the road... probably even take the broads blow, smokes,
and whatever cash she has just so she knows we’re not taking this
any further.

But as | finish planning out my larceny | can’t even force myself to
smile. | can’t get the wheels moving. It’s as if I’'m scared to go
outside... to leave this room — as if | only feel comfortable inside
these walls, with that slut on the bed.

But it can’t be... what kind of person is scared to walk outside and
face the world? Not me... it’s just not my style.

I’'m tired of the Dr. Phil session in my head so | force myself to ice-
up and hit the bricks. | walk to the mirror and rail-up the rest of the
blow. Then | pick-up Sonya’s purse and take her cigarettes along
with close to eighty bucks in cash.

I make my way to the door where | remember the twenty-bag we
kept aside on the dresser by Sonya. | almost don’t want to take the
risk in waking her up but | figure I'll be jonesing for more blow
when | get home where | know there’s no blow.

| walk to the dresser and lift the twenty-bag — careful as a mouse
not to wake the chick. She seems to be sleeping peacefully so |
make my way out the door completely guilt free.
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| put my hand on the doorknob, twist, and then out of nowhere—

“You didn’t take the last of the blow did you?” She says as if she
hasn’t been sleeping at all.

| debate ignoring her and leaving without a word but | don’t know
what to expect outside the door and don’t want any drama. I’'m
getting back to normal slowly but still have a small headache that
doesn’t much appreciate guff. | decide to play it cool. | turn around
to face her and look her right in the eye for a beat. I’'m careful not
to show any emotion which is pretty easy on account | really don’t
think I'm feeling much at the moment but really don’t know.

We share a stare for a minute or two and I’'m really surprised by the
way this is all unfolding. She’s just looking back at me like she’s
expecting an answer. Usually the girls frog up when | pull this shit
and | go about my way. This is different and | don’t like it so | ask
her in the most annoyed tone | can muster, “What?”

“The blow asshole... did you take the last of it?” She says.

“I... 1 don’t know.” | sharpen myself up, take a step closer and ask,
“Does it matter?”

She falls back into the bed and chuckles to herself... obviously a
private joke. Then she says, “l don’t even know... whatever.”

Her naked chest bumps up and down as she continues to enjoy her
private joke — obviously me as the punch-line. I'm at a loss of words
by the whole situation and want nothing more than to get out of
here.

“So are we like... cool?” | ask.
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She smiles and lights up a cigarette that she had to have hidden in
her twot or something close to it. She takes two puffs, smiles, and
says “Yeah Donnie we’re cool. Go do whatever it is you do.”

This all would be too good to be true if she means any of it so | ask
again, “We’re cool then.”

“Jesus Christ Donnie, yes we’re cool...” She says genuinely annoyed.

“Okay then... | guess I'll see you around.” | say as | make my way
out.

“Whatever, just uh, you know... drive safe.”

For some reason | don’t understand, | want to say something in the
lines of “thanks” or something like it but can’t force the words pass
my lips. Instead | leave and shut the door behind me.

I’'m home free but don’t feel like it. | avoided a scene and didn’t
have to say more than ten words to the chick yet for some reason |
feel like | lost out and | don’t know why.

This feeling | have, the sense of losing out on something but not
knowing what it is, this is all something new... or at least a feeling |
haven’t had for quite some time. Whatever this is, | don’t like it.

| make my way down an empty hallway leading to the exit when all
of a sudden it hits me... this feeling | have, this emptiness, | know

what it is...

Respect.
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Andrew’s Jacket

Lauren’s pacing all over the place and | can already tell she’s been
rehearsing whatever it is she plans to say all day. Right now I'm
pretending to be asleep, which is something | haven’t pulled since
I’'m in the sixth grade. | know whatever shit is about to go down is
going to be huge and I’'m really not prepared for it right now. It
seems since we first moved out here we’ve been fighting
regularly... and | don’t mean pussy-shit fights, these are up until the
sun comes up type of fights. I'm still really hung-over from last
night and the last thing my fragile body needs right now is drama.
Nine times out of ten I’'m all for drama — it helps prepare me as an
actor... but at the same time a man can only take so much.

She’s pissed for two reasons, the first being the most obvious —
coming home last night reeking of a gin mill after being “in the
program” for just around two years. The second reason, the biggest
of all, would be the fact my jacket smelled vaguely like the perfume
aisle at Macy’s. Lauren’s got it in her head that | was a little too
close for comfort to a member of the opposite of sex. | tried telling
her before calling lights-out that LA-type get-togethers include a
large amount of women — all of which are decked to the neck in all
sorts of fragrances. That said, if a well-intentioned cat like myself is
to walk amongst these gals, a scent is bound to rub off here and
there. No matter what | was telling Lauren, she wasn’t buying... and
| can’t really blame her. Before Lauren met me, she had gotten over
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a string of sour relationships that always ended the same way —
with the man of the “ship” cheating on her. I've told her time and
time again that whatever those cats did is on them... I'm not like
that. As they say, that shit’s a “them problem” not a “me problem”.

| can hear her pacing back and forth and it’s only getting worse as
the minutes drip off the clock. There’s a faint mumble coming from
under her breath which tells me she really is rehearsing and now
I’'m faced with quite the fork: | can act as if I'm just waking up and
eat my shit like a man or | can continue to front this charade and
possibly risk allowing her more time to strengthen her cache of
ammo against me. | decide the latter is not only extremely likely
but also the more uncomfortable of choices so | begin to stir out of
bed. | kick my leg out and give off a long sigh. Lauren’s footsteps
stop, she’s looking right at me, and not buying into any of my shit...
The chick’s been with me almost a year, she’s hip to all of the tricks.

“You finally decided to show me you’re awake?” she says with fire
in her eyes.

“What are you talking about?” | try to ask as genuine as possible.
“Don’t act with me Andrew... | know you weren’t sleeping.”

| don’t know if she’s trying to fish anything out of me so | step out
of bed looking as offended as possible and ask, “Where is all of this
coming from? | just woke up. You’re not still thinking about last

night are you?”

“Don’t give me the ‘oh golly’ routine. We never finished what we
were talking about.”

“Okay that may be true, but | just woke up. Can’t you give me time
to at least brush my teeth?”
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“Let’s not get off on the wrong foot. You and | both know you
weren’t sleeping...”

“Oh yeah... what makes you so sure of that?”

“Andrew, people don’t swallow when they’re sleeping. It’s
something they teach you in 9™ grade biology. You’ve been
swallowing hard for the past thirty-minutes.”

I don’t know how to respond to that. | try to think back to 9™ grade
but come up empty — | was pretty stoned all of the time back then.
| realize a bulk of time has passed since she’s made her little

observation so (like an idiot) | say, “So... | mean... wait is that true?”

“Jesus Christ Andrew...” She says showing just how fed up with me
she is and then after a long pause she offers, “Can we talk like a
couple adults for a second here?”

I already know this is going to be too deep for this early hour so |
head to our mini-fridge where | stashed a four-pack of Boddingtons
English Ale when | got home last night. | open the fridge, pop a can,
and let the alcoholic elixir slide its way down my throat. Lauren
looks at me as if I've been carrying typhus for three years so | ask as
innocently as possible, “What?”

She lets the moment sit for a few ticks, then asks “So you’re
drinking now?”

“Please Lauren; | can only take so much shit in a morning.”

“How is that shit? You said it yourself, when you drink or do shit
you change...”

“It’s different with this... The booze calms my panic attacks.”
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“You’re having a panic attack right now? Usually that happens
when you’re doing things you’re not supposed to be doing...”

I’'m starting to get fed-up. She’s lucky | love her. | keep my anger at
bay and ask as calmly as possible, “Now what is that supposed to
mean?”

“You tell me?”

“Look...” I say, “I know shit’s been tough moving here... | know you
hate it here and you’re roughing it up on my account... | dig that,
and | love you for it. But at the same time, you have to realize, in all
the time we’ve been together we haven’t gone at it like we have
the past few days. | love you to death babe but it's been something
new every day... | come home smelling of booze and you assume
I’'m out there raping teenagers. My jacket smells like perfume and
all of a sudden I'm fucking models left and right. All this shit is so
fucking taxing... and if you’re mad at something else looking for an
outlet, this is the wrong fucking way to go about it. | mean shit
Lauren, | know | came home late last night and | was doing a bit of
the drinking but what’s the big snake over... | mean really?”

There isn’t an answer for god-knows how long. The room is thick
with uncomfortable and she refuses to look me in the eye. She lets
out a sigh and drops down onto the futon with a defeated look
painted on her face. | hadn’t realized until now how draining just
being in Los Angeles probably is for her. A part of me feels so bad
and wants nothing more than to hug her hard so she may cry on
whatever shoulder she wants... but there’s this other part of me,
perhaps the new one she’s talking about, that can’t help but to be
irritated by her. I've done nothing wrong since we stepped into
town, yet she continues to have this nervous breakdown
reminiscent of Charlize Theron’s character in “The Devil’s
Advocate” (personal favorite of mine, Pacino is the tops). These
empty mornings are getting old fast and despite how much | love
this girl, | don’t know how much longer | can put up with it.
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| take a few more swigs of my Boddingtons (which helps with the
hang-over) and can no longer handle the silence, so | ask her, “Are
you just going to sit there? | mean wasn’t this your fight to begin
with?”

“I never intended it to be a fight Andrew.”
“You could have fooled me last night...”

“Last night you came home reeking of booze and women’s
perfume!”

“I was at a party Lauren... an industry party at that. You wouldn’t
understand.”

“And you would? You've been here two weeks Andrew.”

“Right and in two weeks I’'m already networking.”

“Networking? Andrew that party was probably filled with hundreds
of other kids just like you chasing a dream. Networking doesn’t
involve drinking.”

“Jesus Lauren...”

“Seriously Andrew... who did you meet last night? What kind of big-
time networking did you do? Get any numbers Andrew? Thicken up
the Rolodex, did you?”

“I don’t know why you’re being such a bitch about all of this. What
do you want from me? Would you prefer | don’t go out at all? | did
invite you to the party after all didn’t I? It’s not like I'm going out

behind your back.”

“That’s not the point Andrew!”
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“Then what is the point, Lauren?” | pause for a beat to open
another Boddingtons, then say, “Because like | said it’s something
new every day. I’'m going to be out there a lot trying to further my
career... don’t put me in a position where | have to feel guilty every
second of the day for something | shouldn’t.”

Tears form in Lauren’s eyes. | don’t think anything | said would
have warranted such a reaction but the water’s flowing anyway.
She can’t look me in the eye — her hair buried between her legs.
The tears get stronger and stronger and | haven’t the slightest idea
what to do. | just stand here... sipping my Boddingtons... trying to
figure what it is I've done.

As her cries grow louder and louder | know | have to do something
“boyfriendy”. She needs me, and perhaps this can be a
breakthrough to prevent future tussles.

| say her name softly make my way next to her on the futon. | wrap
my arm around her warm body and she doesn’t turn me away —in
fact she embraces me. She shifts her body to interlock with mine
and hugs my mid-section harder than I've ever been before. It's a
weird, very comforting hug, where her arms hold on tight but the
embrace of her soft skin fits neatly into my own making me feel
completely at peace. | can remember why | love this girl so much.
We fit.

Despite our holding one another her crying continues. | can feel her
salty tears and warm breath bounce off the soft skin of my neck.
It's a feeling hard to put into words, soft and warm — almost
orgasmic — while at the same time dirty on account | am the cause
of the tears downpour. And even after the smoke clears, the fight
will forever change our relationship to the point having things the
“way they used to be” close to impossible.
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The cries down-grade to light sniffles and Lauren pulls away from
our beautiful hug-session. She looks me in the eye and offers a
weak smile —almost more out of pity than anything else. | wipe a
tear away from her cheek with the back of my hand and she allows
a more loving smile... but something’s still on her mind.

“It’s just...” she says while choking away the last of her tears, “it’s
just | get scared sometimes. I've been scared... since even before
we got here.”

“l don’t understand Lauren... what'’s there to be scared of?”

The tears make their way out her eyes... here we go again. “l don’t
know, I’'m just terrified that you’re changing... that you’re going to
change... and we just... we just won’t be us anymore.”

“I don’t understand what makes you think that? We’ve been best-
friends forever. It’'s always been the Lauren and Andrew show.
Nothing’s changed...”

“You have.” She says softly — almost defeated.

“How? What is it the beer? | told you it mellows the attacks. It’s not
like I’'m doing dope anymore.” | say with a choke, as | can actually
feel Lauren’s heartache and knowing deep in my mind there’s
nothing | can do to change how she feels, heart-ache ensues within
my own self.

“But that’s right now. Today it’s the beer, tomorrow it’s rum in the
morning, then it’s pot, then you’re back to your old-self.”

Without warning frustration makes its way up my neck and into my
brain replacing feelings of sadness and powerlessness. | feel for
Lauren and know she’s been crying so | try my hardest not to be
too mean. | say as calmly as possible, “First of all Lauren, you didn’t
know my ‘old-self’. If you recall the whole reason we met in your
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bum-fuck town was on account | was drying out in a recovery
home. You met me after all the bad shit... so how can you say
anything about me becoming ‘my old-self’?”

“I' know the stories, you’ve told me all of them... plus, | know you.”

“You obviously don’t” | say, “If you think having a beer here and
there and going to a party is going to change me for the worse than
you must not know me at all. Don’t you understand that acting is all
| want besides you? I’'m not going to do anything to jeopardize any
of that! I mean, do you just not trust me? Because that’s the tune
I’'m hearing from you... do you honestly not trust me to make the
best decisions possible for both of us? You know me babe, you
know I'd never let anyone change who | am. I've been a leader
since the day we met.”

“I know” she says as she wipes the tears, “But it’s not you I’'m afraid
of. It’s these people, the people in this town. Don’t you understand
Andy? I’'m not afraid of you... I'm afraid for you.”

The tears start again and | can almost see why. Her saying what she
just said, the humility, the message practically painted on her head:
I love you so much. | suddenly realize clearly what all of this is
about. She loves me more than life itself. She through the whole
life she knew back home away because she’s banking on the fact
we’ll be together forever. She’s rolling the dice but wants to make
sure she’s on the winning side. She doesn’t want to lose the guy
she fell in love with two years ago. She doesn’t want to lose the guy
she was willing to leave everything behind for. She doesn’t want to
see me change.

| can’t help but to see the innocence in Lauren and my heart
immediately melts for her. She’s the most beautiful woman in the
world and loves me more than my own family. She is my family.
She’s my everything.



50| Page

“Hey” | whisper into her ear, “You'll never lose me. | promise”.

Before she can say anything | lay her down on the futon and kiss
her with the same passion as our first kiss. | taste her breath, fondle
her body, and enjoy every second of it.

She kisses my neck and sucks on my ear — sending vibrations all
throughout my body. | grope her sweet spot and the horses are off
at the races — clothes come off, sweat begins to pour, and we do
what we do best.

We haven’t been this passionate since we first got out here. | love
this girl and feeling her warm naked body against my own only
solidifies it.

Our fight's over... its official. We got over a hump and lived through
it... things can only get better for the two of us.

Just as | insert myself into Lauren a thought hits me—an image |
wish would go away but only gets stronger every time Lauren kisses

me or gyrates up and down...

It's the thought of a brown haired beauty. It’s the thought of
someone else in my bed other than Lauren...

It’s a thought of Rachael... and despite how much I think | love
Lauren...

| wish it was Rachael here in bed with me now...
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Cal

I've been here at the W Hotel in Westwood waiting for this asshole
Donnie Ramo for what seems like an entire afternoon. | hate
Westwood... really. The only reason | came out here is on account
Donnie asked me to meet here. | guess living in Brentwood,
Westwood isn’t too bad of a trek for him. But Jesus it’s been at
least three hours! Even if the jerk was walking he’d have been here
an hour ago.

Anytime | try to call the phone rings twice then goes to voicemail. |
suspect he’s ignoring my calls but still manage to maintain my
anger and stick around. That’s the funny thing about cellphones — if
the thing goes straight to voicemail then the phone is probably off.
But if it rings a couple times and switches to voicemail you know
whatever asshole you're trying to get on the line is avoiding you. |
mean, it’s not like people leave their cellphones at home. The
whole point of the things is to make sure you’re always in a
contacts range. | know Donnie didn’t leave his shit at home, he’s a
pretty sharp guy. So | know he’s ignoring me... whatever, there
must be a good reason.

Over by the bar some red-head slut keeps trying to meet eyes with
me — most likely in the hopes I'll smile back. Maybe she knows me,
| wouldn’t doubt it. She could have been one of the Orange County
chicks | was fucking a few months back, or maybe even one of the
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Daddie’s-girl cunts from Santa Barbara. Whatever the case may be,
if she knows me, she can’t have anything too fond in the memory
department. But who knows... maybe she’s just a floozy that sees
cash and wants to take a ride on the Cal train.

No matter what’s going through her mind, | don’t want any part of
it. I'm here for business.

At the opposite end of the restaurant | can see one of Donnie’s
buddies Mel sitting under a black-and-white photo of Julia Roberts.
He’s rubbing on some black-chick’s thunder-thigh and whispering
what-have-you’s into her charcoal-colored-ear. I've never really got
into the jungle-fever but if it works for Mel so be it. He’s kind of a
schmuck so whatever he can get, more power to him.

Part of me wants to get Mel’s attention to see if he may have the
skinny on where Donnie may be. It was Mel afterall that told me
about Donnie’s hook in the electronic department, but at the same
time, | don’t want to step on any toes. Donnie’s especially.

From what | know about Donnie he seems to be a straight cat but
he has this slightly intimidating way of carrying himself. It’s as if
he’s constantly judging people and really doesn’t give one or the
other what other people think or feel. Case in point, my current
situation. Sure he’s going to show up eventually, but he has no
regard for other people... he’s the type that handles things on his
own time.

| drink another tumbler of Scotch (probably my fourth) and gain a
bit of courage. | decide to stand up and see if Hal’s got any info in
the Donnie department. If it pisses anyone off so be it — I’'m here to
do business after all.

| walk up to Mel’s table but he doesn’t notice me since his face is
buried in the jungle-girls neck. | clear my throat and after a beat of
giggling Mel finally looks up at my direction. He fronts a look like he
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doesn’t recognize me so | offer, “Mel it’s Cal. I’'m supposed to meet
Donnie here a few hours ago and he’s MIA.”

Mel takes a beat. | suspect he’s drugged to the gills on Oxy which
has become a favorite around his circle of folk. After a moment the
daze clears and recognition flashes in his eyes.

“Oh yeah Call” he says, “I don’t know what Donnie’s up to right
now but | remember him mentioning something about meeting up
with you earlier today.”

“Oh so you’ve talked to him recently?”

“A few hours back... the chat was short-lived though. He seemed a
bit on edge.”

Mel’s acting way too casual to be full of shit so | allow myself to
relax a bit — if he says Donnie was on edge then maybe something
came up. It occurs to me that Mel may be a bit closer to Donnie so |
ask, “Do you think maybe you can give him a ring for me? Just let
him know you saw me here and that I’'ve been waiting?”

Mel offers me a look that suggests he doesn’t want to go out of his
way. | don’t feed into it so he eventually sighs and says, “Yeah I'll
ring him up. But if | have to eat any shit from him you’re gonna hold
onto the muddy part of the stick. Cool?”

| can’t imagine what kind of “shit he would eat” but agree and
make my way back to the table. Before | can put in a few steps Mel
calls out for me. | can’t quite hear him so | turn around and ask,
“Did you say something?”

“Yeah let me holler at you for a second. Aren’t you the cat that
produces independent flicks?”
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Fuck. Normally | would be up for any conversation concerning my
jaunt into independent filmmaking but the sad fact of the matter is
there really isn’t one. | mean | front myself off to countless people
as an up-and-coming player but the truth of the matter is there’s
really nothing going on my way. | know it’s a cliché amongst LA folk
to be bullshitters but | never really intended to become one. It’s
just with lying, once you get used to it, the lies tend to come at the
speed of thought. Sometimes the bullshit flows out of my mouth
and by the time | realize what’s going on I've dug myself so deep
the only way to get out is to keep digging and hope it all gets
kosher by the time the sun comes up.

On the other hand there’s so many advantages to bullshitting with
the title of “emerging producer”. | mean it’s not like writing, acting,
or directing where you have to have solid material to bring to the
table. A producer just has to put the pieces together and hope they
all fit at the end. If bullshitting can make that happen then | don’t
see an issue. In fact it may not even have to be considered lying. |
can almost think of myself as a director using special effects in a
movie... even though what | show you may not be real (in a sense),
as long as the outcome is magic then there’s no complainers.

My problem is | never come through on what | promise — probably
because my lies are so damn extravagant. And after enough time
passes, everyone can smell the scent of my bullshit and the run for
their lives. | just hope | don’t burn all my bridges before I'm ready
to cross them.

| don’t want to say anything to Mel, he works with Donnie and the
last thing | want is to come across as an asshole to those guys. The
truth of the matter is, the average shelf-life of one of my friends is
no longer than a couple months (and that’s on a good day). After
enough time passes people get the idea how full of shit | am and
take it on the arches. The last thing | want to do is start another
flow of shit that will eventually (and lets be serious here) will go
nowhere.
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Mel’s still fishing for an answer and | have no idea how much time
has passed so | say, “I mean I’'m involved with a few projects right
now but not at the capacity where | could help you out or
anything...”

“What sort of things are you involved in?” The black-chick with Mel
asks — which actually pisses me off because | really don’t want to
answer but now | think | have to just to keep a good rep with
Donnie.

“Oh just a few things, music videos and whatnot — I’'m actually
working on going union so right now every job | catch is freelance,
and if you know the biz, everything with that is up in the air.”

“Oh yeah tell me about it...” the black-chick says as if she knows
what I'm talking about which actually shrinks my balls major. “I
came out here to be an actress but nothing worked for me so | did
every grunt job behind the scenes | could. | mean, | did every thing
from audience coordination to assistant to the assistant and I still
haven’t put in enough time for my DGA. A couple weeks ago |
caught a break because my friend Sonya met a guy over there... Erik
Drew | think his name is... | guess he’s pretty big over there and he’s
gonna get my resume on the top of the stack... you don’t know him
do you?”

Name-droppers... | can’t stand them. Usually I just front a nod or
spew out a story and move on but in this case | actually do know
the guy she’s rapping about. In fact, the fucking guy hates me. |
made too many promises | couldn’t keep and he started giving me
the cold-shoulder-routine as soon as the last straw broke his
Camel’s back. | think maybe | ran into him on Vine a few weeks
back and even chatted with him through the passenger-side of my
Benz but I'm pretty sure he hauled-ass out of there like he was
swimming away from Katrina.
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| rap the pro’s and con’s of answering the darkies question in my
head and realize it’s best to jump ship. God-forbid she runs into
Erik anytime soon and finds out how much of a bullshitter I really
am.

| realize the best way out of here is a proper diversion so | reach
into my pocket and pretend my Blackberry is ringing. | ask them to
hold on for a tick while at the same time I’'m holding the volume
button on the side of the phone to mute it in the event someone
calls while I'm fronting being on the phone.

“Hello?” | say into an empty phone. | wait a beat and then say,
“You’re kidding me? So are we on for tonight or what?” | wait
again, pretending to listen. “Okay great, set it up for tonight, | think
I’'m prepared enough to get some things in motion... Actually it just
occurred to me I’'m with other people...”

“Don’t let us keep you.” Mel offers genuinely.

| hold the mic of the phone and say to Mel, “Oh don’t worry, just
let me take this call and we’ll finish what we’re doing.”

“No worries” Mel casually says as | realize | completely owned him
with my act.

“I'll finish this call and get right back to you.” | say. “If Donnie calls
just let him know I'll be sticking around if anything comes up.

Mel raises his glass without a word and | head for my table. Once
there, | continue the phone charade for close to ten minutes and
occasionally shoot Mel a wink or the thumbs up. He’s not to
concerned with what’s going on over at my end. He's got his
chocolate-loving to play with.

Once | finally drop the phone | can’t help but to be sickened with
myself. Every day | tell myself I’'m going to start being honest and
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drop this bullshit routine I've played since before | can remember...
but something keeps me going and | can’t stop it, regardless if | can
identify and understand it. It’s hard to put into words, but it’s as if
there’s this tick in my brain that goes off that tells me | have to
impress someone the moment | meet them. | know it’s all bullshit
but | keep the ball rolling. It’s the only thing inside me that | hate,
and believe me | hate it... That little voice in my head that says,
“You have to let them know what you can DO for them right away.
Otherwise they won’t respect you.”

I know how wrong it is for me to think this way and | want to
change it more than anything in the world. It’s getting to the point |
can’t stand what | see in the mirror. And to top that, after so many
years lying to everyone | meet, it’s gotten to the point where | can’t
even go to McDonald’s without bumping into someone | hurt,
someone |'ve lied to, someone that reminds me just how much of a
dick I am.

That’s why I’'m sticking around here. That’s why | don’t care about
waiting for Donnie. That’s why I’'m willing to dump whatever
money | can into these Macbooks. You see, for a guy like Donnie
what we’re doing together is only business... to me it’s something
that can change my life!

With the money | can potentially make off this deal, | can back my
dreams and aspirations... the money | make can get me to the point
where I'm walking the walk, not talking it.

This deal here is not only going to change my life, but change who |
am as a person as well. There won’t be a reason to bullshit any
longer. I'll be the real deal — and once everything is said and done,
I'll be living the first day of the rest of my life...

The first day of the rest of my life... it has a wonderful ring.
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Playing my cards right with someone like Donnie will lead to the
dream I've had all my life — to be a man my father can be proud of...
a guy who started at the ground and ended up in a skyscraper...
and it’s only because of that dream that keeps me in this seat
waiting for Donnie...

He may not know it yet, but he’s helping me in more ways than
he'll ever know...

Things have been rough for me the past few months. I’'m down to
the last dollar with nothing else coming in.

People around the block may say sour shit about Donnie...
But to me, he’s my savior...

The one guy who’ll change my life...
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Work-A-Day Donnie

| toss my keys to the half-a-fag valet and make my way into the
hotel. Cal's been waiting for me all day and | can care less. Mel's
stupid jungle-loving ass calls me up a few ticks back giving me the
litany on Cal and his waiting as if | should give a shit. | had to put
Mel in check as | have so many times in the past. This is MY FISH,
and I'll rope the fucker MY WAY. And that's why Mel is busy
blowing his wad on Oxy and Nigger-chicks... he's an idiot. He
couldn't grasp in a thousand years why | would string along a
potential mark for as long as | did Cal today. He doesn't see the
angles... | (for instance) am a chess player, Mel's lucky to be a
checkers guy at best. | can see four-to-five moves ahead at all
times...

For instance the Cal situation...

| know that by making Cal sweat for a few hours, I'll be able to
judge exactly what kind of fish I'm dealing with. If he sits it out and
waits for my arrive, then he's a pushover and | can start roping him
on the ASAP. If he gets up and walks after thirty, then | know this
guy thinks | need him more than he needs me; which makes me
switch up the game-plan.

I've had all kinds, but in this case (as | approach the bar) | can see
Cal's one of the pushovers. After stiffing him for over three hours
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he's still sitting there at my table. He notices me on the approach
and shoots me the thumbs-up. By the looks of his facial expressions
and the empty glasses on the table I'm getting the feeling Cal
dumped half the fucking bar into his stomach while waiting for me.

I'm semi-irritated that he's sitting at my table and milking the bar
but | let it go... keeping in mind how much I'm going to take this
daddies-boy bullshit artist for allows a lot of room for annoyance.

| take a seat at the table while ignoring whatever the fuck Cal's
saying to me. | need to be spared with the how-you-do's right now.
Just looking at this guy makes me want a stiff drink down the throat
on the ASAP.

| snap my fingers at the waitresses direction and call out the word,
"nurse". She blushes, thinks it's cute (possibly me too), and asks
what I'll be having. | tell her New Castle, two of them. She nods and
walks away. | look at her ass - wouldn't mind cupping it between
the sheets - maybe if Cal doesn't get on my nerves too much, |
think to myself, | may just stick around and try to earn myself a
much needed bed-mate.

I'm wandering off in my mind thinking of fucking the waitress and
then remembering fucking Sonya and then wondering how hard it
would be to convince both Sonya and the waitress to fuck each
other while letting me watch...

My fantasy suddenly comes to a halt the moment | realize Cal's
been talking this entire time. As | watch his drunken lips go up and
down | feel myself overwhelmed with the urge to just punch the
lame-o-fuck right in the lip and take his wallet. Not that I'm a
violent man, in fact | despise violence and the meat-heads that
practice it. But at the same time, as much as | may hate on a given
day, | really don't think I've ever met a person | hate more than this
Cal cat in my entire life... and the fucked thing is | don't even know
this guy... or why | hate him for that matter...
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"... and that's why | thought maybe it was traffic or something", Cal
says, pulling me from my train of thought.

"What?" | ask in a manner that should show just how much this
fucking asshole annoys me.

"I was just saying..." He offers timidly, then says after a pause,
"Well you're a few hours late... So | uh, you know, assumed you hit
traffic or something."

"Yeah, Traffic or whatever... you know LA." | say as | light up my last
Lucky Strike.

"Oh you don't have to tell me about the traffic..." he offers
uncomfortably, then says, "You know, speaking of California, | don't
think you're supposed to smoke inside."

I look at the moron for what seems like forever. He's sweating
bullets - afraid | may be pissed at him or something along those
lines. | can't help but to think to myself how easy this guy is going
to be to rope. A real mommy's-boy type of cat. Fresh meat all the
way.

| ash my Lucky Strike into one of his glasses and finally respond to
his lame-o question, "Yeah | know, but it's cool here. They know
me." | blow a cloud of smoke into his face as he forces a bullshit
"cool dude" of type smile.

"That's awesome man. You must have a lot of pull around here
then..." He sucks up.

"I guess you could say that..." | want to say something cool but
can't find the words so | take another drag from my Lucky and put
it out in another one of Cal's cups that | think he was actually
drinking out of. The funny thing is, what Cal will never know, is |
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don't have any pull in this place - none whatsoever. In fact, nine-
out-of-ten of these rich pricks would love nothing more than to
come up to my blue-collar ass and rip the cigarette out of my
mouth but they don't... not even the fuckers that own the joint...
and you know why? Because they don't know who | MAY BE...

That's the beauty of this town and the key to survival... act as if.

Act as if you fucking own the joint. Act as if you're a hot-shit
producer's kid with a trust fund that can limp out the biggest dick in
Dubai. Act as if whatever you may choose, just act it well.

In reality I'm a blue-collar boy from the other-side of the tracks
grinding it out in a rich man's world. But they don't know that. For
all these fucks know I'm from the Rockefeller Bloodline... and I'll let
them keep thinking that. From the busboys all the way up, all of
them are thinking to themselves "if this kid's smoking he must have
pull", when the truth of the matter is I'm nothing... just a boy who
never grew up and never stopped playing make-believe...

Somehow I've been drinking a New Castle | don't remember
arriving and Cal's been talking about some chick he fucked or some
person he met at a party or something like that and | realize | must
have zoned out again. | could easily pretend for Cal's sake that I've
been listening all this time but | realize he's not worth the effort so
| simply ask him in the most annoyed tone | can muster, "What the
fuck are you talking about?".

He pauses for a beat, probably offended but | can care less, and
then pathetically says, "l was just telling a story... you know, about

the party the other night."

"That party was full of shit and | wager your story is too. Spare me
with it okay? I've had a cunt of a day."

Cal's eyes float around the restaurant. He doesn't know how to
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respond. | swear the guy is like a broad. | get tired of all the pussy-
footing around so | step to the plate and say, "l don't mean any
disrespect, but we are here for business after all, aren't we? So lets
talk some business. | don't have all fucking night."

Cal puts on a "music-to-his-ears smile" and says, "l hear you" then
after a small beat he asks, "So how does this work?"

"It's all pretty cut-and-dry. I've got a guy back home in Chicago that
can get me almost any type of electronic good on the market at
bottom-rate prices. We prefer Macbooks because they move fast
and don't give us any trouble in the re-route process." | say as |
have to so many people like Cal in the past.

"What's a re-route process?" He interrupts.

"It's something you don't have to worry about. Bottom-line is we
can pretty much handle any order you need. But I'm not looking to
get fucked without a reach-over, if you know what | mean? We'll
start with a test run, something around five to ten. If all goes fine,
we can go bigger."

"How much bigger?" He asks, feeding right into my grift without
any problems.

"It depends. A, how big are you looking to go? And B, can you
afford it?"

"Well that depends too? How much per?"

| know | don't want to blow this grift before it gets started on
account of greed. That's where the talent comes in; each fish is
different and it's up to the con to decide exactly how much they
can rope. The whole point of this con is | get them wet at cost the
first time, and then on the second order | stiff them completely for
ten times the amount of the first order. Cal looks like he can handle
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some heavy green but | don't want to blow my load too fast so |
ask, "Well how much are you looking to go per unit?"

"If you can get black Macbooks I'm looking to pay around a grand
per". He says with much more confidence than he had presented
when we first met.

"A grand per is fine with me for the first order if you can lock into
five."

"I can put that together." He says with a smug-fuck smile.

"Okay, well at 1K per I'm gonna need you to commit to at least ten
for the second order."

"That's right around where | wanted to be anyway..."
"And after the second, can | expect a third?"

"That all really depends on how the first two go." He says as if he
actually believes he's in control.

"Fair enough" | say as | can almost feel my cock getting harder and
harder. There will never be a third order anyway, that's just
something | say to all the fish... and this fish was the easiest to rope
to date. When this is all said and done I'll have made an easy ten-
grand off this Daddy's boy fuck without lifting a finger. Not bad for
a week’s work.

Step one, get the money. Step two, invest with one of my Credit
Card cats and get the computers at a few hundred less than a grand
per. Step three, come through - if the fish walks then, I still have a
grand profit for my time. Step four (my favorite) set up another
deal, take the money, and never come through.

It's an easy scam. A cake-walk...
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And this kid is perfect for it.

"Alright" | say, "Get together the five for the first batch and we'll
exchange cash for product on the spot so there's no trust issues.
Then, if all goes well, we'll talk about round two."

"Round two is what I'm waiting for" He says.

"Yeah" | say, then smile, "I know".

He smiles. Raises his glass.

I smile back. Raise mine.

Another fish on the line. Another day at the office. Cal has a look
about him that suggest he's thinking behind those full-of-shit eyes
of him that he's taken advantage of another sucker in the City of

Angels. | know better.

If he could read my smile he would know that mine comes from
relief... A smile born from the death of the hustle...

I'm tired. I've been at this game for too long. And | don't think |
have another one in me...

It's been the same song sang wrong, "I'm gonna pull this last one.
Save the cash. And work on my writing"... yet somewhere along the
line life gets in the way and | end up blowing the money on ways to
forget how many times I've fucked up in this life of mine... and how
many people I've ruined in the process...

| can't count it on ten hands...

But this time will be different. This time I'm going to finally walk
away from it all clean. With what | have put away added to what I'll
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be able to fleece from Cal, I'll have enough to do nothing but write
and focus on my dreams for two or three years.

To this daddy's boy motherfuck this is all business...

To me, Cal's helping me start the first day of the rest of my life.
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Andrew on the Job

Jesus Christ this background-work is about to pop a vessel in my
brain! | can’t stand this shit any longer and it’s only been a little
over two weeks.

At first glance it’s a perfect gig for the aspiring actor. The bulk of
our work-day (if you can call it that) is spent idle in some dark
corner of the studio while a series of meatheads prep a shot for six
hours. While waiting, we’re paid to eat the cast and crew’s
leftovers (which is still top-shit food), and socialize amongst
ourselves until called upon to perform simple tasks any kid with
down-syndrome and half-decent motor-skills could pull-off without
dropping a single bead of sweat.

My first day on set | was there sixteen hours. | was wide-eyed and
full of optimism from being on my first studio lot. On top of my
boyish glee, my first scene gave me what the regular extras call
“face-time”. Basically I'm the guy acting as if I'm an everyday
consumer waiting for a latte” while Hugh Jackman orders coffee in a
fifteen-second scene that takes fifty-minutes and twenty-one takes
to shoot.

That first day on set | was wet with the cliché, dime-a-dozen pipe-
dream of some director hitting the ceiling full of praise upon
noticing the choices | made while playing my Guy at Coffee Shop
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role... A delusion that quickly passed after my second day on the
job.

| soon realized extra-work is maybe half a peg up on the totem-pole
from asking “would you like fries with that” through a drive-
through window at McDonald’s... and we’re reminded of this by the
cast, crew, and interns at every possible moment. The whole
process has Big Brother written all over it. Each night before work
we’re given our “instructions” (where to go, how to dress, what to
do, what not to do, etc) from a degrading automated message left
by some former hall monitor with the need to milk the small sense
of authority he/she is mental enough to believe they have. Even
still, being treated like a resident of Camp Auschwitz by the higher
ups is something | can handle -- It’s the other extras working beside
me that really push me over the edge...

It’s High School all over again. Everywhere you turn there’s a clique
packed with phony-apathetic vultures exuding a deluded sense of
status that constantly brings about a need to gag myself. Watching
these narcissistic flesh-robots communicate with one another, they
appear to possess all qualities of a normal grouping of friends but
its all smoke and mirrors, these folk stopped pumping blood eons
ago.

These flesh-covered drones have no concept of loyalty or
friendship. They’d just as soon stab their closest friend in the neck
with a bread knife for the chance of ninety seconds of “face-time”
or the chance to obtain the coveted golden ticket of the
background-industry —a SAG Voucher — a simple slip of paper |
learned hard but quickly is the only way to procure a decent acting
job... if nothing else at least bump the $54 we’re paid to $120 a
day.

These drones lack the passion for the craft of acting. They could
give fuck-one about the artistic aspects and many complexities in
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which make acting such a beautiful form of storytelling. They just
want to be famous and stick their meat-logs in Paris Hilton.

The whole scene is enough to get the Columbine juice pumping in
my usually Zen body...

And again, it’s only been a little over two weeks.

Lucky for me | met Tad a week or so ago on the set of the new
Michael Douglas movie. Befriending a guy like Tad makes the work-
day and our surroundings somewhat tolerable. The guy’s in his
early thirties (even though you’d never be able to tell) and quite
possibly the nicest and most humble guy you’d ever meet in a town
inhabited by such vultures. Despite my suspicions of his extra-
curricular activities beyond the set, he’s the only stable medium in
a work environment (and city for that matter) gone mad.

With that said, | can halfway explain the edge | have coursing
through my veins as | sit in the only lone corner in the crowded box
the AD’s have been gracious enough to assign to us extras. Usually
around this time | have Tad to bounce off of and vent to. But as of
right now he’s MIA.

Under normal circumstances I'd be able to cool myself down on my
own. But today, like none-other I've had since meeting Tad, | don’t
only find myself in a position to appreciate his generous and
sympathetic ear but | long for it. | need someone to vent on soon or
| may blow.

Today was supposed to be a good day. Fifteen hours ago, if you can
believe it or not, | was actually looking forward to coming to work —
it started with a text message—

It was from Rachael.

And at first it lifted me up while down.
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| had spent the better half of the day in question fighting with
Lauren yet again, over the same subject — LA changing who | am or
who she thought | was...

| of course defended myself and fought her off with words like:
passion, dream, art, love, us, sacrifice, etc... And after hours of
chasing our tails through fruitless dialogue, | finally submitted.

The air in the apartment finally mellowed out. We were watching
television. Then the text arrived...

Rachael telling me she was going to be on set today and couldn’t
wait to hang out.

| of course was about to propel to the ceiling (for reasons that
scare me to dare speculate on) but I still managed to keep my cool.
Lauren casually inquired on the sender of the text. | (being an
actor) said as calmly as possible, careful not to raise suspicion, “It’s
just a work thing.” She then pressed, “If it's a work thing, why are
you so giddy?” To which | immediately replied without a trace of
emotion “Because | don’t have to be on set until eight. | get two
more hours of sleep. Is that a problem?”

She kept her eyes on me for what seemed like hours but | didn’t
break. And by the time whatever reality ‘Il love the 80’s’ bullshit on
VH1 we were watching came back on, she dropped the whole
thing.

On skin-surface, it was business as usual. But inside | was
butterflies and fireworks.

Since meeting Rachael she’s been the only thing on my mind. Any
passion | once had for my future or for Lauren has all been devoted
to this brown eyed angel. She represents to me all of my dreams
manifested. It’s a girl like Rachael | had always envisioned myself
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beside while day-dreaming my future as a successful actor. She’s
smart, she’s talented (at least | think she is), and she has that knock
out presence that would make any man buckle to wear her on the
arm.

Unlike Lauren with her country innocence, Rachael’s got the red
carpet written all over her.

The passion | feel for Rachael — in essence a complete stranger —

eclipses anything | felt for Lauren even in the beginning stages of
our relationship. Rachael has invaded not only my daydreams but
my REM as well. Her smile. Her skin. The endless possibilities that
can be us.

The small region of my mind still in reality knows it’s silly to be so
smitten by Rachael. | hardly know her. And perhaps she’s nothing
how | have her built up in my mind. We only spent a few hours at a
party after all. | could be more in love with the idea of her than the
girl herself. But then again, how am | to know any better without
spending more time with her? Sure | once thought the same way
about Lauren way back when, but that was the past, I’'m growing
now and as unfair as it may be for Lauren, | may be ready for a—

“What, are you stoned Andrew?” Tad asks as he pulls me out of my
haze. “I've been flagging you down from the Kraft Services van for
five minutes”.

Tad takes a swig from a gallon of Arrow-Springs water which is
standard issue for the health freak. | detect a small amount of
cover-up under his eyes, most likely to conceal bags born from a
long weekend of partying... a true LA-vet, actor/make-up artist.

He replaces the cap on his water and says, “I haven’t heard from
you since the party. Sorry | had to bail on you like that. Some shit
came up.”
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| think back to the last image of Tad at the party when he
interrupted my ‘get to know you time’ with Rachael: he was a
complete mess, mind occupied with god-knows-what, and nose
rose-red from blow. He was a mess, and judging by his current
appearance, whatever he was into that night bled into the rest of
the weekend. “It’s no big deal. | managed by myself just fine.” |
said.

“Good, | was worried there for a second. It takes a trained eye to
sift through the shit one finds at a party like that. Part of me was
sure you’d get eaten alive.”

“I’'m a big boy Tad. It’s not like | came straight from Dorothy’s
Kansas... | know a few tricks myself.” | say with a degree of
confidence that’s unusual for me.

“Yeah that may be true, but you still have a lot to learn about this
town. It’s destroyed many men stronger than you.”

The scene goes quiet for a beat. Tad pulls back another swig from
his water — most likely taking a trip down the memory freeway
recalling the many up’s and down’s peppered about the ten years
he’s already lived here. | can only imagine the shit he’s seen and
learned... which brings me back to why | had wanted to talk to Tad
in the first place...

The Rachael situation.

Being stowed away in the apartment with Lauren I've had no one
to report my feelings to but my own inner ear. There’s no mirror
looking from the outside to tell me if 'm mad or on the right track.
Here | am, completely infatuated with the image of this stranger, so
much so I’'m willing to throw everything that once meant
something to me away, just in the blind hope that attaining a girl
like Rachael would make all that I've dreamt of my entire life more
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attainable. | ever | was in need of being slapped into reality its
now... and if anyone could knock some sense into me, it’s Tad.

Right on cue, almost as if he can read my mind, Tad says, “l saw you
had no problem making nice with the chicks at that party. Who was
the girl you were with? That wasn’t the girlfriend you’ve told me
about was it? | thought the party wasn’t her scene?”

And with that one question Tad has finally opened the door in
which will make Rachael and my feelings for her a reality rather
than something securely stowed away in the most private regions
of my mind. “No Lauren stayed back at home. The chick at the
party was...” My mind goes flush. How do | put her into words?
“She was just...”

“One of those huh?” Tad says with a ‘say-no-more’ type of smile.
“Be careful young Skywalker.”

“What are you talking about?” | choked out pathetically.

“l may have been pretty out of it at the party, but | wasn’t blind.
You were all kinds of glazed over for that girl. You weren’t even
listening when | told you | had to jet. Shit you were so hung on her,
she could have told you she was fresh off Chlamydia treatment and
you still would have giggled like a giddy little schoolboy anxiously
preparing to ask a crush to the dance.”

Tad’s perception comes as a shock to me. Despite his experience in
this town and the wisdom he has gained that goes hand-in-hand
with a hard-lived-life, I've always taken him for kind of a moron. A
pretty face so vain and deluded he may have a shot at soap operas
but no more... yet here he is, reading me like a big-print book.

| try to respond to Tad’s observation but the ability to form
sentences escapes me. Tad picks up from where he left off—
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“You’ve got a good thing back at home Drew. Don’t go down that
other road unless you’re willing to pay the toll.”

“I was just making a new friend, just like everyone else at the
party.” | defend myself fruitlessly.

“People usually don’t make friends at parties like that one, Andrew.
It's at places like that where bridges are burned. Cherries that
should never get popped are popped, and souls are propped on the
auction block.”

“Well I'm not from around here. Neither is she. We were just, you
know, talking.”

“You may be an actor bud but you’re shit at hiding emotions.
You’re crushing hard on someone. And I’'m betting it’s not your
steady squeeze back home. It took me five minutes to get your
attention just a moment ago. Believe me buddy; you might as well
have a little arrow pointing out your chest.”

Part of me wants to dance around the subject a little longer. We
have all the time in the world. It doesn’t look like the scene is
starting anytime soon and Rachael is nowhere in sight. Then again
I’'m tired of harboring all these feelings. Tad’s been right on the
money so far... and he’s the only open ear | can expect to find in
this zip-code.

“Okay she is cute as all hell, I'll give you that” | say. “But shit, | have
a perfectly good girlfriend at home. It’s not like I’'m going to do
anything with the chick.”

“Did you get her number?” He says with a dip-shit smile after
getting me to crack.

“Yeah but that doesn’t mean anything. She’s new in town too. She
could be a good person to know.”
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“I’'m a good person to know kiddo. Remember When Harry Met
Sally? Guys don’t take chicks numbers so they can get together and
play a game of RISK. If any game’s gonna be played, it’ll be twister.”

“And you’re so sure of this? Every circumstance doesn’t have to
follow the same pattern.”

“Yeah well” He smiles, “This is LA. People tend to fit the same
mold.”

Tad takes a moment to clear out his water. He tosses the empty
gallon to the side and remains silent with a little smile cracking
between his lips. | figure he’s waiting for me to say something.

“It’s hard to explain Tad” | start, searching for the best way to
communicate what’s been going on in my head since that party. “I
mean there | was at this party — feeling all kinds of foreign —and in
walks this chick. This unbelievably gorgeous girl that wouldn’t give
me the time of day back east and she’s talking to me. She’s
interested in what | have to say... and most of all I'm completely at
ease in a situation that normally I'd buckle up and run the other

”

way.
“You have a girl like that at home too.” He challenges.

“It’s not the same Tad. This chick, she’s different. | mean, all my life
I've always dreamt of coming out here to become an actor. And
peppered over that dream, was the fantasy of having the perfect
girl at my side... This girl dude, this girl is the very image of that
fantasy. | mean to every detail. | can’t get her out of my mind.”

“What did you spend with her? A whole two hours?” He saysin a
tone that’s dangerously close to patronizing.
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“It doesn’t matter bro. | can just tell. This chick, she’s the next step
for me. It’s like we’re made for each other.”

“It always seems that way in the beginning. For everyone. You're
not special brother. I'm sure you felt the same way about the girl
you have right now when you first met.”

“That was different. | was in a different place back then. Now I've
grown.” | think of Lauren pathetically sitting back in the apartment
— afraid to walk out the door and wishing she was back in the sticks
and can’t help but to shudder. “Lauren’s got nothing to offer me
anymore. She doesn’t even want to be here—*

“Yet she is... why do you think that is?”
“Because of me.”
“Doesn’t that tell you something?”

“Yeah sure she loves me” | say, “But she doesn’t have a life of her
own. She has no dreams. No aspirations. I’'m her entire world. It’s
annoying.”

“And you’re so much better? Dude you’re a movie extra. You just
moved into town. Don’t get all Kid Notorious too fast. | know it’s
tough, but you have to stay in reality.”

There’s that word. Reality... and with it, my mind slows and sobers.
I humbly allow Tad to finish his point.

“You’ll meet a dozen chicks a week in this town. Don’t let the idea
of one jade you out. I've never met Lauren before, but from what
you’ve told me the last few times we’ve worked together, I'd say
she’s a keeper. This chick dropped life as she knew it so you could
come out here and chase a dream. She deserves credit for that.
Just because she doesn’t have a dream, doesn’t make het any less a
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person than you or me. You’re probably just too young to see it,
but her dream is you. Besides, it’s not like you’re all that unique
chasing the bright lights of Hollywood. Look around you...” Tad
gestures toward the thousand plus identical-looking movie extras
huddled about the lot. All of them dressed the same. All of them
checking themselves out in the mirror. All of them empty shells of a
former self that once had a dream. “...wanting to be an actor and
chasing a dream makes you the same as everyone under this roof.
It's the girl you have back at your apartment and the love you share
that makes you different. Don’t throw that away after meeting
some chick at one of the thousand parties you’ll end up going to in
this town.”

Tad’s words, although spoken so casually, shake the very ground
under my feet. He’s right. Lauren and the love we share is what
makes us special. It’s her love that should drive me forward as |
pursue my dreams — not some daydream | have over a perfect
stranger. I'm reminded of the day | first met Lauren in the sticks
two years ago. | remember the rockets in my stomach. Back in that
time, Lauren was the only thing in life | wanted. | fought and
scrapped long and hard to finally call her mine. And after a year we
were finally together. | hadn’t realized it until just now, but Lauren
was the first of my dreams to ever come true.

To ever become a reality.

Tempted to jump up and wrap myself around Tad, | take a deep
breath and compose myself. My head bobs up-and-down in
agreement. “You're right” | say, “You’re a pretty insightful cat.”

“What have | been telling you?” Tad says with a wink and smile.

Lauren. How could | have been so selfish not to recognize her
sacrifice was born of love? How could | have been so bitter to
resent her for moving out here solely for me? To lay out like that,
to leave her entire life behind, | can now see how loving of a being
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she is... and at the same time | can’t help but to hate the fact |
could never love anyone more than myself enough to make a
sacrifice like she has... it’s just not in my makeup... and knowing
that, | realize | need Lauren for more reasons than | had once
thought... She’s my heart.

“Glad | was able to knock some sense into you” Tad says. “Just out
of curiosity, what was the chick’s name you were so gaga over at
the party?”

Still thinking back on Lauren | have to ask Tad to repeat himself. He
does. | answer his question. And then it happens—

The scent of fresh strawberries finds its way in our space and the
symphonic voice I've been longing for the entire weekend says
from behind us, “Did someone just say my name?”

| turn around and almost hit my back against the floor. Rachael
stands before me looking more beautiful than any image I've
stored away in my mind from the party. Her brown eyes sink deep
into my own. Her smile sets my heart at a rapid pace. Even casually
dressed in shorts and a tee-shirt she sets my soul on fire. Her
porcelain-white legs stretch on and on under a tight pair of black
shorts. Her tee-shirt fits neatly around her perfectly proportioned
yet still petite torso. Every inch of her begs for my arms. It takes
every gallon of whatever will | have left inside not to wrap myself
around her and melt.

The dreams of a future with this angel before me take hold of my
brain. Any weight of reality rolls off my shoulders and | begin to
float.

Tad can see it.

Rachael probably sees it and | could care less.



79 |Page

All' | can think of is how Rachael would smell in bed on an early
Sunday morning. | look at her beautiful legs and imagine them
wrapped around my body. Marveling at her stunning body, I'm
completely beyond fantasizing about anything sexual. Her perfectly
rounded breasts fail to call the attention of my eyes. | respect her
too much. It’s her smile I’'m concerned with. The browns of her
eyes.

A thousand thoughts and dreams of a life with Rachael flood every
bank of my mind...

... and for the life of me, | can’t remember what Tad and | were
talking about just a moment ago.
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Lauren

Two weeks. Two weeks I've been in this apartment and | feel
trapped. | shouldn’t feel this way — not in my own home. But then
again, this isn’t home. | may reside under this roof, in this awful
city, but I'll never live here. I’'m a guest. Foreign. Scared.

| thought it would be easier. It was supposed to be different. But
he’s changed in so short a time. | don’t recognize the boy who lies
next to me every night. | can’t locate the heart | fell in love with. |
can’t even recognize my own self when | find my reflection in the
mirror.

I have Cat Power’s “The Greatest” playing on the stereo. The song
used to mean so much to me. It used to be our song. The lyrics
once moved me — taking me back to many nights where Andrew
and | sat on the roof-top of his old apartment back home. He was
so innocent back then. So charming. So smitten by everything | did.
And | would sit next to him, smoking a joint, listening to his dreams
— knowing he wanted nothing more than to kiss me while | played
hard to get. It took a year before we finally slept together. We were
best friends first, lovers second. | really made him work for it...
maybe I’'m being punished for that? Maybe if | had given myself to
Andrew sooner, this wouldn’t be happening now.

He says I’'m crazy to think this, but | fear I'm losing him. And Part of
me, in the softest area of my heart, thinks | may already have.
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| just can’t adapt as quickly as he expects. That shouldn’t be
something I’'m shunned for. It’s only natural. I’'m not strong like
Andrew. He’s been around. He grew up in cities his whole life. With
an exception for that one time the two of us went to New York, |
had never been out of the town | was born in.

That’s another thing | know he just won’t ever let me live down —
the New York trip. He’s told me over and over again he had gotten
over it — that he didn’t care — but | know that just can’t be true. I'll
never be able to forgive myself for New York. And now, sitting in
this apartment, in this awful city, | can’t help but to wonder what
might have happened for us if | had stayed? We’d probably be
together right now. Who knows? My mind’s a mess. I’'m a mess.

About six-months back we tried this once before. Andrew was all
primed to move out to New York. | was terrified. | didn’t want to
leave my family — especially my dad — but Andrew would have gone
sooner or later, with or without me, and | loved him... | still love
him.

We left behind the house | had lived in and worked hard to
maintain for five years, packed up a U-Haul with the essentials, and
took off for New York in the span of a weekend. | hardly had
enough time to say goodbye to all my friends.

The drive from Central lllinois to New York took one night. | drove
the whole way. Andrew didn’t have a license at the time.

He was so cute in the passenger seat — like a puppy going out for a
drive in the country. He had a little handheld camera during the
whole trip and almost everything we passed was film-worthy. The
grime of Indianapolis, the hills of Pennsylvania, and eventually our
entering New York through the Lincoln Tunnel (I think that’s what it
was called).
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His eyes lit up the minute we hit the city. You could tell he was
finally home again. It was a look | had never seen in him before. Yet
as ecstatic as he may have been, | was the polar opposite. Every
aspect of the city shook my core in the most awful of ways
describable. | could hardly maintain my driving. | felt a rush of
vertigo. The buildings towering above me had a trapping presence
about them. | forgot that the sun existed. The sea of people all
around, walking to who-knows-where with absolutely no regard for
the others around them... all those strangers... all those separate
lives working at such a rapid pace... | was terrified. | knew | could
never live like that. | would never want to — even with the love of
my life by my side — because after all, what kind of life would that
be?

Despite my rapid heartbeat | willed myself to keep driving to what
was intended to be our apartment. The skies were dark gray and
scorn with pollution. Homeless were scattered about, treating the
streets like their own private toilet-bowls for everyone in the world
to see.

| wanted so desperately to make it work but | knew deep inside |
couldn’t. | wanted to go home. | wanted to see my dad. | wanted
things to be how they used to — Andrew in his apartment dreaming
of doing bigger and better things — but not actually following
through. When they’re no more than dreams things are safe and
familiar. It’s the journey into the unknown that shook me to the
bone.

When we arrived to the apartment | had finally lost it. The tears
kept flowing. | fell to the floor and apologized — telling Andrew
there was no way | could stay. | was sick to my stomach. Terrified
he would leave me behind right then and there; in a place | was
truly terrified.

But he didn’t.
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| didn’t have to ask him twice. He simply gave me a hug, helped me
up from the floor, and within an hour we were in a hotel in New
Jersey getting some rest before the drive back to Central lllinois.

“I' love New York” he said, “But | love you more. I'll take you any
way and anywhere | can get you.”

| fell apart. As happy as | was to be going home and to have a
boyfriend who loved me so much he’d sacrifice his dreams just to
have me satisfied — | couldn’t forgive myself for shattering
whatever hopes and aspirations he may have had. | kept thinking
back on the look of his face when we drove into the city and
contrasted it with the look on his face as we made our way out... |
sprawled out on the bed in my jeans crying the entire night. |
couldn’t even look him in the eyes. Even as he sat above me
brushing his fingers through my hair, whispering into my ear that
everything would be alright, that he loved me — | knew what | had
taken from him, what | had asked him to give up, would be
something he’d never be able to forget.

On the drive home | felt better with every mile we got closer to
Illinois. We must have hit every rest-stop on the way to make-out
more passionately than we ever had before. He kept assuring me
that he was fine, that he loved me and that we would work
something out. It would be okay he said.

Somewhere about ten miles outside my Dad’s hometown the look
came over him — a darkness and sadness that far eclipsed my own
when we had arrived in New York. | saw in his eyes that as much as
| loathed the city and everything it represented, Andrew felt ten-
fold about what | had known as home for my entire life. | reached
for his hand and he held onto me tightly. He was quiet for awhile,
and then while staring straight ahead he said in the calmest of
fashions, “l don’t think | can take this town much longer Lauren.
We're going to have to go somewhere else. | don’t know where and
| don’t know when, but I’'m going to have to leave soon.”
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And that was all he had said. He mentioned nothing about taking
me with him. Nothing about needing me with him. He was simply
going to have to leave sometime soon.

It was then | knew that I’d have to go with him the second time
around. | owed him that much. | had to make the sacrifice he had
made for me. It was only fair. That’s how it works when two people
are in love.

And in love | was.
And in love | still am.

Despite the hardships we’re encountering right now, I’'m sure we’ll
get over the hump. That’s what people do in relationships — find a
mutual compromise. Andrew left New York with me and endured
what | knew as home longer than he had to. Surely | can extend
him the same compromise. After all, how long can it possibly take
for him to get famous? I've never seen him act before but | know
he had to be good at it. Why else would he pursue it with such
passion? He's sure to make it big. All it takes is a little bit of
determination... and he’s chock-full of that.

And then who knows what will happen? Maybe after he gets an
acting job we can move back to Central lllinois. He can come back
here when he gets a job or something... yeah, that’s what we can
do. That’s why actors have agents isn’t it? His agent can get him
work from here in Los Angeles and we can live out our lives back
home... on a little piece of land not too far from my dad’s place. |
can take care of the house and dress it up for him while he
prepares for his acting jobs. It sounds like a fair compromise. Very
doable. Sure he isn’t too into country life right now, but I’'m sure
he’ll learn to love it. And besides, all of Los Angeles can’t be that
bad. Maybe we can get a house on the beach and live there during
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the summer time. I've never seen the beach before but I've always
wanted to live by it.

That’s what we’ll do. | just have to rough it out a little longer and
things will be back to how they used to be... better than they used
to be!

| start to feel a little better about everything and decide to change
the music. Cat Power brings back too many memories — although
good memories, | can’t bear to recall so many wonderful nights
while things hurt so bad right now. | need to assign new songs to
this new part of our life — maybe The Clientele. And who knows,
some day in the future I'll listen to one of their albums like
Suburban Light and be able to look back on this dark time with a
smile on my face.

| put on The Clientele’s We Could Walk Together and turn up the
volume. | close my eyes and sway in place. | envision Andrew and
me dancing by a fireplace on a quiet Midwestern night. We’re
drinking wine (since he’s back to drinking now) and he’s rubbing my
belly because | just found out I’'m pregnant. The phone is off the
hook and we’re completely cut off from the world around. All that
exists is us and the new life we’ll bring into the world. There’s no
late-night parties, no networking possibilities, no fifteen-hour days
for meager pay... no fights.

| fall back on the futon and allow my mind to relax. | chase all my
suspicions and worries away and replace them with daydreams of
my future with Andrew... a future where both of us are happy. |
reach over to the night table and find my wooden stash-box
Andrew bought for me at a record store a year ago on the college
campus. | bring it to my nose and draw in its scent — remembering
the times in which it came from. | become intoxicated by it.

The mellow sounds of The Clientele drown out the chaos of the city
beyond the walls of our apartment. For the first time since our
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arrival, I've managed to find myself at peace. | assure myself
whatever it is Andrew has done since we’ve arrived and whatever it
is he’s doing now is for us. It’s selfish of me to think otherwise. I'm
sure it’s hard for him to have me sitting idle in the apartment, not
bringing in any money, just because I’'m scared of the city around
us. He can’t enjoy sitting on a movie set for hours on end for less
than minimum wage. He’s working hard toward his dreams —and in
turn — working toward our future together.

| touch myself and smile, realizing how in love | still am with
Andrew. | decide when he returns I'll tell him how sorry  am. How
wrong | was to doubt him. We’ve known each other for two years
now. There’s been far too much good to be outweighed by two
short weeks... two short weeks in which my ramped mind has
probably caused more trouble than any amount of late-night
parties ever could.

| open the stash-box and pull out a half-smoked joint leftover from
last-night. Our first week here Andrew drove around for two hours
trying to find me a bag of pot — and he doesn’t even smoke. How
could | have forgotten about that? And speaking of the grass,
however much | may hate Los Angeles, I've never in my life smoked
stuff this good.

| bring a flame to the joint and breath in the course smoke and hold
it into my lungs until there’s nothing left to exhale. After two or
three drags the drug starts to work at full effect — The sounds of the
music around me envelope my entire body. | close my eyes and the
movie theater inside my frontal lobe plays back memories of
smoking on Andrew’s roof. Memories of making love to him.
Memories of kissing him.

This has been my first high in California not laden with paranoia
and panic. All and all it’s been a good day.
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| let the high ride and plan out how I’'m going to attack Andrew the
moment he walks in the door. He won’t even have a moment to say
hello. His belt will be off and pants on the floor before he even
realizes what happened. Afterword I'll apologize for the way I've
behaved the past two weeks and assure him things will be different
from here on out. From this moment on, he’ll never want for my
support again.

God | love that boy!

As | put out the joint my cell phone dances on the night-table. | pick
it up and read the display. I've received a text message. It’s from
Andrew. It reads:

Shoot’s been extended. Working past midnight. Getting paid
double. Can’t make calls on set. Will text with updates. Luv A.

For a moment a rush of panic floods over me. Almost instinctually a
list of worst-case scenarios runs rapidly over my mind but | quickly
dismiss them. Today’s a new day and Andrew has certainly earned
the benefit of the doubt. Of course there’s nothing to worry about.
He’s working hard for both of us.

| replace my phone on the night table, lean back on the futon, and
let a smile grace my face for the first time in weeks. Today | feel
luckier than ever before... and despite Andrew’s late schedule
tonight, nothing has changed in regards to my plans for the
evening. | don’t care if he gets home at three in the morning and
has to wake up at six; he’s getting the fuck of a lifetime.

| begin to giggle at how uncharacteristically naughty | am being just
as my cell phone vibrates to life again. Someone’s calling. It has to
be Andrew!

| quickly rush to the phone and see a number | don’t recognize with
a 323 area code. Probably a payphone on the set.
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“Hello!” I answer, longing to hear Andrew’s voice.
“Uh yeabh, is this Lauren?” A nervous voice | don’t recognize asks.

“This is” | respond — unable to shield the disappointment from my
rhetoric.

“This is Tad, a friend of Andrew’s...” He says.

My heart sinks. Here | wanted nothing more than to hear the voice
of the boy | love and tell him how sorry | am... and instead I’'m stuck
with one of Andrew’s new friends — the very reason behind all the
trouble we’ve had lately.

“I’'m sorry to bother you. Andrew gave me your number as a
second way to get a hold of him when we first met on set. I've tried
calling his cell phone but it goes straight to voice mail...”

Of course his phone goes straight to voicemail; | think to myself,
he’s working. For some reason, | automatically assume this stranger
is a potential bad influence for Andrew so | decline giving him any
information. | simply stay silent and wait for him to state his
business.

“...anyway, we're supposed to go out tonight and he was going to
meet me at my place. | gave him my address and all but
something’s come up so I’'m not going to be at my apartment for
about forty minutes.” He explains, completely confusing me as |
know Andrew’s on set all night tonight. Whoever this Tad guy is, he
has to be mistaken. “I know he’s taking the subway to his car and
his mailbox is full so | was wondering if you could call him and let
him know I'll be thirty-minutes late so he won’t be sitting around
wondering where | am.”
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“I guess | could call him for you but | don’t think it will do much
good. He’s going to be at work all night. They extended his shoot.
tell this Tad guy as calmly as possible — fighting every urge in my
body to tell this jerk to lose mine and my boyfriend’s number.

lll

“No we got off about twenty minutes ago. We don’t have to go
back until Wednesday. That’s why Rachael invited us to the fashion
show at Boulevard 3.” He says casually as if | missed a memo.

“No you’re mistaken. | just got a text from him...” | start just as key
words of what this Tad had just said begin to sink in. My mind
races. | compose myself and calmly ask, “Wait a minute, did you
just say you were on set with Andrew?”

“Yeah!” he exclaims as one would after a second grade student
spells a word right for the first time, “and his mail box is full. I'll be
tied up for the next thirty and won’t even be able to use my phone.
Just tell him to wait for me in the lobby of my building. I'll try to get
there as soon as possible.”

“The two of you are going to some fashion show tonight?” | ask as
the blood rushes to my head.

“Yeah it starts at nine but we’re going to hang at my place for a
few.”

“And you said a girl named Rachael invited the two of you?”
“Yeah! Rachael from the party Saturday night.”

My hands begin to shake. | become light headed. If | weren’t sitting
down, | probably would have fainted. “He just sent me a text
message!” | say, unable to hide the rage in my voice. “He said he’s
going to be working late tonight! Why would he tell me that if he
wasn’t going to be working? Why would my boyfriend of two years
lie to me?”
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“Umm...” Realizing he’s said too much, Tad pathetically attempts to
put out his fire by offering, “maybe he’s uh, you know, trying to
surprise you... because he’s going to, like, take you as his date or
something.”

Without thinking | launch the phone against the wall. It shatters
into five or six pieces. Great, | think to myself, there goes my only
way of calling Andrew. Now it’s going to be a real chore keeping
him from going to this thing tonight....

Then | think to myself, why even try to stop him? If some fashion
show with this Tad and Rachael is where he wants to be, how the
hell am | going to change that? Even if he doesn’t go, it will only be
because | stopped him. All night he’ll be wishing he was
somewhere else and hating every moment he’s with me. Then I’'m
sure we’ll get into a fight... a fight that will end with him weaseling
his way into making me out into the bad guy. But I’'m not the bad
guy, heiis.

Two weeks! Two short weeks and he’s already lying to me! God
only knows what he’s been up to. Why | didn’t trust my initial
instincts I'll never know. And here | was just a moment ago giving
him the benefit of the doubt. | was stupid to think things are going
to be perfect. Things are only going to get worse.

| lost Andrew the minute we left lllinois. Hell, | lost Andrew the
minute we left New York.

I should leave. Why should | even bother? What can | even do to
make things better? Threaten to leave? Andrew wouldn’t care. It’s
demented to think he would just pack up and leave just because,
yet again, Lauren isn’t happy and wants to go home.

This isn’t New York... LA is a whole other animal...
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Donnie and Some Kind of Feeling

Slim Charles my black credit card guy suggested we make our
exchange during a Fashion Show some girl he’s fucking is putting on
at Boulevard 3 and I’'m here now and quickly realizing I'm way too
sober to bear this rampa-room bullshit. The girls are walking clones
of one another—fembots molded after countless episodes of MTV
shit-fests like The Hills or The Real World where the general
impression given off to the young budding teenage girls of the
Americas is show off your ass to any horny greasy-haired fuck that
has zero respect for you and maybe you’ll get dinner, be loved, or
better yet, become famous. The guys at this place are mostly
Queen, that or straight guys that may as well be Queen on account
their general mannerisms and pathetic attempts to get fucked are
in a word a disgrace to the male reproductive organ, and because
of them, I’'m ashamed to have one. The house music shaking the
walls all sounds the same to me and is making my ears literally feel
as if they’ve sprung a leak of crimson blood. The only upside | can
think of is the free booze, problem is the only hard shit | can see is
cut with Apple Flavoring and the beer they have is some pro-
environment bullshit organic sludge that always goes down rough
for me and if | were to have any right now, it would probably get
my stomach all kinds of queasy being as I've been popping Adderall
all day and haven’t ingested anything solid since the other night.
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The place is absolutely packed and | can’t find Slim anywhere but |
suspect he’s up on the tier level so | make my way over there —
pushing some liberal bleeding-heart-type wannabe almost on his
ass as he crowds me while pathetically trying to pick up on some
big-titted blonde | think | may have done coke with months ago but
can’t remember. Jesus, | can’t believe how hard the Adderall is still
hitting me hours after seizing my self-medication procedure. My
thoughts, although quite clear and focused, are coming at far too
much a rapid pace and | silently wish | had a Xanax or an Ativan or
even a Valium. Maybe someone will have one here? Who wants to
bother with these cretins though? I can’t believe how many people
(I’'m sure | hate without even meeting) are crammed into this faggy
club. It will take hours to find Slim at the rate I’'m going.

| squeeze myself past a number of people—failing to be sucked into
any type of conversation. This scene is one | was completely over
years ago. There’s no allure between these walls for me now. While
making my way through the club, still looking for Slim without any
results worth reporting, | realize how easily one could sum a scene
like this up for a greenhorn or someone that’s not from around
these parts. All it takes is a trained eye. Each clique scattered about
various parts of the club provides a part to the overall whole that is
the mess I’'m surrounded by at every turn—OQutside by the ropes
are the low-1Q fuck-twigs with absolutely no clue as to how the
world works and swollen twots after selling the tender region
between their legs to some balding middle-aged casting-couch
asshole that drives a Saturn and promises to “launch” their careers.
Over by the smaller bar outside the main room with all the free
Bellini’s are the “Hipsters” (by far the worst group) each with the
same jaded sense of anti-conformist fashion & shared pension for
the same barber—armed with only a jagged razorblade and more
angst and self-contempt than talent. Each of these “Scene-Queens”
(as I like to call both the men and women of this clique) confuses
themselves into believing they’re a unique, irreplaceable
contribution to society—when in reality they’re nothing more than
a fad, destined to be long forgotten when the next one comes to
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step into place. Don’t let the bangs and tight blackjeans fool you—
these cattle are ordinary—borrowing from decades they never
belonged to and could never understand in the hopes to craft
something they’ve been lacking since day one... an identity. By the
private booths is another group whose mothers should have done
the world a favor by stabbing their children in the hearts with a
straightened out coat-hanger while still in the fetal form... the
Fasha-Nazis—who are basically a Xerox of the Hipsters only rather
than jerking each other off through a mix of shit clothes, talentless
and vain photography efforts, and cookie cutter music that makes
Raffie seem like a real rocker; the fasha-nazis stick exclusively to
fashion fads that come and go faster than a peepshow girl for a
twenty-five cent John. They are also known to keep their cliques
smaller and rarely speak unless whatever they have to say is, as
they put it, totally random. Followed closely to the hipsters and
fasha-nazis is the scenesters, aspiring filmmakers, budding
producers, black kids from nice families who present themselves as
coming from the Ghetto, white kids acting black, middle-eastern
kids acting black, black kids acting white, ravers, candy-kids, and
greenhorns... all surrounding me and contributing to a din (that
added with the house music that still refuses to stop) is bringing me
dangerously close to vomiting.

After wading in and out of large, sweaty masses of the above
mentioned social groups, | finally get a look at Slim and his “crew”
on the tier level (as | originally suspected they’d be). Although | can
sit on the ground level and allow my inner-dialogue to run ramped
with social commentary— | decide to let the surge of cynical
remarks pass as | am nowhere daft enough not to attribute this
sudden urge to observe surroundings that, under normal
circumstances, mean so little to me | hardly expend enough energy
to say | hate, to the Adderall I've been eating like white-chocolate. |
grab the first Sierra Nevada I've been lucky enough to encounter
since getting here and let it whisk swiftly down my throat.
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Making my way past the main floor and over to the roped off
stairway leading to the tier level, | bump into at least half a dozen
sweaty twentysomethings dancing furiously to the ulcer-bleeding
house music that pangs my eardrums at every corner. In bumping
into these mindless drones, | can’t help but to feel a brief surge of
sadness pass through me—born off a sense of not belonging.
Although | can sit here and easily rip on the many inconsistencies
and hypocrisies these cattle present at any given moment, the
truth of the matter remains—these people are the 98-percentiale.
They are, as they say, what makes the world go round. And in
saying that, and cutting it with my logic, | have to succumb to the
realization that it’s these people who allow the other 2-percent of
the population (the group | like to consider myself part of) function
and flourish. As much as I'd like to degrade these cunts for their
lack of creativity and propensity to compromise and take the easy
way out of nothing more than a shear need to survive (the PC term
known as “The American Dream”), | can’t help but to realize that
their bullshitting, their endless pursuits toward repopulation (by
way of drugs, alcohol, shady business dealings, and second
mortgages) is what makes the world go round. And in coming to
that conclusion, I can’t help but to wonder if what | once thought
made me unique and special (being as I've never fit the mold)
actually makes me a degenerative contribution to the axis of the
planet. Maybe I’'m not the anti-hero I've always dreamed of being
(and used drugs and alcohol to forget any thoughts toward the
contrary). Maybe | am the eighth man out. Maybe | am a guest in
the everyman’s world. Maybe they don’t need me. Maybe, after all
this sacrificing of my morals and my soul in the hopes it will serve a
greater good, I've alienated myself so much from the world, that
whatever message | have to articulate when it’s all said and done
will be so far removed from the everyday world, no one will ever
understand my message (if that makes any sense?). Does that
make all of my mistakes, shattered relationships, and scattered
broken hearts all vain occurrences of a meaningless past? |
immediately write these thoughts off as a result of the Adderall and
assure myself things will be A-Okay once out of this dump... but
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part of me down deep can’t help but to whisper into my ear “This is
not your world Donnie. You’re a stranger. You may convince
yourself that you understand what’s going on around you... but the
world, the majority, the number that matters, they could never
understand you.” | feel like a monster and wish | had more Sierra
Nevada to wash down the reality I’'m faced with, when all of a
sudden—

“The Doctor! How it is muthafucka?” Slim Charles poses while
offering me a high-five in which | instinctively accept—still unclear
as to how | got up on the tier level.

| compose myself, then ask, “What the fuck is that supposed to
mean? The Doctor?” | pull a Lucky Strike to light. Slim Charles
knocks it away.

“That your initials dog. D.R... The muthafuckin’ Doctor” Slim says
with any amount of brotherly love a borderline sociopath can
manage.

“Oh | get it” | say as | watch my cigarette roll off the marble floor of
the tier level down to the generic floor of the main area below.
“You’re giving me a nickname. Like a street thing. Because we’re
like... homeboys.”

To this Slim and his posse respond with scattered laughter and
words in which | can’t seem to allow myself to listen or
comprehend. Despite the free-flowing pharmaceutical-grade
Amphetamines still rolling through my system, | can’t for the life of
me manage to focus on anything going on in the physical space |
inhabit. I'm completely locked inside my own mind. Whatever it is
that’s happening around me is merely background din free of any
substance. | can, right here and now, feel myself slipping. The world
around me is something scary and foreign. It’s never been more
clear as to how much | don’t belong anywhere on this planet, if not
the entire universe. Whatever business | have here at this place
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with Slim means nothing to me. These hustles, this shit | do, once
had a purpose. The once was light at the end of the tunnel. All of
this evil was once acceptable as it was to lead to an eventual goal.
Now that goal is lost and forgotten. The person who once had
dreams is gone. And | fear I'll never find him again. I'm a shell.
Whatever | do now serves only one thing for me — survival. Why
should | even bother? What remains in my life to survive for?
What’s the point? Tempted to dive face-first off the tier, | restrain
myself, knowing full well these thoughts are born off a lack of
serotonin in my brains after weeks upon weeks of drug and drink
binging. If | can just maintain, | should be fine in a—

“... if you wasn’t my favorite white-boy-project” Slim continues on,
removing me from my funk, “I’da done thumped yo’ punk ass two
fuckin’ years ago. Believe ‘dat!”

Although Slim and | maintain eye contact with one another and |
think I’'m nodding along with what he’s saying and what goes on
between us has all the necessary attributes of a conversation |
simply can’t bring myself to respond to this man. I’'m not here.

“Yo Donnie!” Slim says, snapping his fingers before my eyes,
“where the fuck are you dog?”

“Sorry” | manage, snapping back to the scene, “l one could say I'm
not exactly a happy unit right now.”

“I feel you. This aint my scene either. All these fuckin’ white boys
and bitches rubbin’ on each other.” Slim says, completely missing
the thesis of my previous statement.

“So why are we doing this here?” | ask.

Slim motions to a totally fuckable blonde chick — skinny, great tan,
brown eyes, and perky tits — and says, “The girl’s showing her shit
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off to a couple peeps tonight. ‘Posed to be some big deal. What you
gonna do right?”

“I guess once one of you people get a hot white girl you have to do
what you can to maintain that.”

“Shit boy. When one of my people starts makin the cheese, there’s
three things they go out and get day one: an Escalade, Ice, and a
white woman. | got’s all three.” Slim says with a smile, then goes
cold to say, “And you cool it with that ‘you people’ bullshit. That’s
the same kinda shit I’'m sayin’ gonna get you thumped.”

“Well | don’t want that” | say as empty as possible.

“Yeah... | bet you don’t. Come on clown. Sit yo’ ass down at my
Tabe and let’s handle this” Slim starts toward a roped off table

littered in bottles of New Castle and tumblers of what looks like
rocking scotch.

| follow Slim and his posse. We arrange ourselves at his table. Down
at the opposite corner of the tier, three fuck-twigs flowering the
walls shoot me the fuck-me eyes — most likely wondering who | am
and what | can maybe do for them in exchange for a fuck-fest.

Slim hands me a tumbler of neat scotch. | accept with a shaking
hand. Why am | shaking? Adderall? Maybe a DT on account of not
having enough to drink?

“Drink that shit. Shit’ll get you feelin’ right in a minute. Real talk”
Slim says.

“Thanks” | say, realizing just how right he is. With one sip, the
scotch makes its way into my stomach immediately and in true
placebo-like form, takes me immediately outside of myself and
back to what matters. My depression fades out, and I’'m back to my
old self. Those Scottish fucks know how to brew a whiskey.
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“This is good shit” | say with a smirk.

“No doubt dog. You not gonna find this shit downstairs. Only that
white girl shit them Sex and the City bitches be drinking.” Slim says.

The table goes quiet for a beat. | hatch the entire tumbler and
without asking help myself to another that sits untouched on the
table. Slim’s posse has been speechless since we sat down. It's
obvious they’re having an awful time. If feel their pain.

“So” Slim finally breaks the silence, “How’s about we get down to it
then?”

“For sure” | say in ebonic fashion so he can understand me, “I'm
going to need 4 full profiles and 6 basic”.

Slim simply nods his head. In the beginning stages of any
transaction between us, Slim tends to never acknowledge anything
| say if it suggests something illegal is taking place. He’s a smart
criminal. Realizing my mistake | rephrase my need, “l mean, | need
you to hook me up with four of your homies and let me take out six
bitches you met at the club.”

“Four homies? You got a big partied planned? Usually you stick
strictly to the bitches. You aint goin’ fag on us is you?” Slim laughs

and his posse immediately parrots.

“I’'m planning on having a big couple of weeks and then maybe
laying off for awhile. It’s long overdue.”

“Shee-it” Slim says, “You know well as | do there aint no break in
the game till you got no reason for it no more.”

“Maybe | don’t” | rebut.
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“Always gonna be a reason for it if you aint hit your break yet. |
wager that writing shit of yours has been in the backyard since you
been worrying about survivin’.”

“Yeah maybe your right... but | figure it’s time to take a minute off
and spend some time in my garage working again. | don’t know,
lately | feel a pressing need to drop out of the game. In the
beginning | was a writer doing this for cash. Now it’s gotten to the
point | feel like a straight crook with a little writing habit on the
side.”

“I feel you. After awhile the game gets you. | don’t gotta tell you
how long it’s been since | got my black ass into a studio a laid out a
track. Way | figure | gots to worry about today... there’s always
tomorrow to get my ass in the studio.”

“Problem with me is” | say, “Tomorrow has been waiting to come
for two fucking years.”

“I feel you. But as you always sayin’ to people, that’s a you
problem. You want tomorrow to pop up, you gotta make that
happen. That kinda shit, that don’t come on its own. You feel me?”

“Yeah” | say, accessing every inch of my will not to shake
uncontrollably as Slim’s words shake me to the fucking core, “I feel

”

you.

“Then you gotta do what you gotta do.” Slim offers like a ghetto
prophet.

| gotta do what | gotta do. Simple as the advice may be, it’s worth
its weight in fucking platinum. Slim, in spite of his ghetto-rig bullshit
style and personality, the guy has his way of ringing true in the
simplest of forms. In my adventures the past few years, I've grown
to have the upmost of respect for the criminal mindset. In a world
(or in my case a city) full of backstabbers and double crossers —
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people unable to be genuine and put what is real out on the table.
One can’t help but to respect a guy like Slim. With Slim there’s no
bullshit, no broken promises, no shit to sift through. If a guy like
Slim doesn’t like you... you know it. If he wants something... he
takes it. Bottomline, if | had to choose between dealing with some
West Hollywood douchebag who bombards anyone in whom he
comes in contact with false promises and bullshit smiles — taking six
months to eventually tell a person to fuck off; or the guy who sticks
a pistol in your face and takes your money — I'd take the guy with
the pistol any day of the week. At least the guy with the pistol tells
you how it is from the beginning. There’s never any sugar-coated
bullshit. To quote Slim and his contemporaries — They keep it real.

Reflecting on the underrated virtues of the criminal, | polish off yet
another one of the neat Scotch tumblers sitting untouched on the
table. | don’t know how long I've been reflecting — maybe a
minute? But there hasn’t been a word spoken by a single person. |
realize Slim’s waiting on me. | take his cue, reach into my pocket,
and plop a roll of twenties equating a thousand bucks on the table.
Slim prefers twenties. Says they’re easier to use on a night out.
Party Coupons | think is what he calls them.

Without missing a beat, as if rehearsed, one of Slim’s cronies
scoops up the cash, counts it quickly, puts it in his own pocket (as
Slim never likes to take money himself) and says, “It’s all there dog.
We cool.”

Slim motions to another one of his cronies and almost
instantaneously presents a USB Jumpdrive before me. | take it.
Place it in my pocket. | know the score.

“That’s all you’ll need.” Slim finally breaks from his paranoia and
informs me, “That there actually has five homies and five bitches.
Figure the fifth bitch is on the house... You intentions seem ‘aight
so I’s don’t mind spottin you on the other homie. And I’'m sure you
don’t mind takin one?”
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“Fuck no” | say, while at the same time realizing with an extra
“Homie” (which is a full credit profile as opposed to the “bitch”
which is just a single credit card number with cardholder
information).

“My boy did something new with that there USB shit.” Slim says as
he hypocritically lights up a Swisher | speculate is packed with
weed. Part of me wants to light up a Lucky but | know he’ll tell me
not to smoke and go on toking on his blunt. He takes a few puffs
and passes the grass to one of his cronies, perfectly aware | never
smoke the shit, and continues to say, “instead of just a regular text
with the business on it, he done put on a file. For the five bitches,
you got all the electronic data of the card. You dig what I’'m trying
to say?”

“I think so...” | offer, knowing full well what he’s trying to say as I've
practically invented new forms of Credit fraud over the years but
for business sake, sometimes | tend to humor Slim by playing the
role of “stupid whiteboy”.

“You think so huh?” Slim says with a pretentious grin, “Well how’s
about’s | fill you in just in case? With the data, you go get yourself a
scanner and a card writer like companies use to make passkeys for
their employee’s and shit — and you stamp that data shit onto a
blank card — you got a fucking clone of the card. You can go buy gas
and shit with the motherfucker. Thing is you gots to make sure you
palm the card so the register motherfucker cant see you holding a
motherfucking blank. You dig?”

“I dig” | say, “but you know how | operate — | don’t ever use
physicals. But thanks anyway. Maybe | can pass the bitches on if |
don’t and up needing them.”

“Yeah, Yeah. | know how you do” Slim says as one of his cronies
passes a now half-smoked blunt back to him. He tokes then
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continues, “Speaking of which, | want to pull on your coat on some
shit I’'m picking up on the streets.”

Although he’s a rapper wannabe and appears to be just another
rich black kid fronting the ghetto persona, Slim’s a consummate
professional with an ear to the streets that’s second to none. With
the above mentioned in mind, | lean in closer to express without
speaking my interest.

“Not that it’s any of my business” he leans in closer to me and says
in a ‘down-low’ fashion, “you wouldn’t happen to be rippin’ that
white motherfucker Cal with that house on Laurel Canyon, would
you?”

Just how and the fuck does he know, | wonder to myself, and who
the fuck has his ear? | speculate Mel’s hick ass opened his big
mouth but despite my need to flip over the table and throw a fit, |
restrain myself and simply say calmly as possible, “What makes you
ask?”

“You know me dog, how a man makes his tender is his business.
Especially when it comes to you. We known each other since we
was both green here. You may fuck a fool over, but you always
straight with fam... | dig that. | just feel inclined to whisper if your
ear if it’s warranted. You dig?”

“For sure” ebonics again, for his sake.

“Reason | ask, I'm getting feedback on a few fools that is tellin” me
that Cal motherfucker may be out on the streets writin’ a few
checks his ass may not be able to cash if you smell what I'm

steppin’”

“I may be familiar with the guy...” | say, obviously reaching.
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“Well regardless, word is he’s out there doin’ a spell of talking to
some Persian cats that may be a league or two above what he may
be used to dealin” with.”

“Persains!?” | say, unable to hold back a chuckle.

“I know, | know. But some of these motherfuckers aint no joke” He
says.

“They’re fucking wannabes. Daddies-boys who watch too much
BET. No offense.”

“I feel you. | feel you. At the same time though my brother, it’s the
wannabe gangster who’s more dangerous than the real deal —
these cats are the type that think they have something to prove.
And when dealing with a white-bread motherfucker like this Cal,
I’m sure they would have problem none in dispatching a
motherfucker if he can’t come through with the goods. And not to
speculate too much, if a guy like Cal expects to get something off
you my brother, something tells me he aint gonna have when it’s
time to give. You feel me?”

“Absolutely” | say, silently wondering to myself how any of this
concerns me.

“Again | aint the type of man to jump on a mans commerce. Thing
is though, if this boy is your next rip, and something happens to
him on account he can’t come through” Slim pauses for a second,
thinking how to craft his words or maybe even he lost his train of
thought on account of the grass. Who knows. A bulb lights over his
head and he continues on, “that kinda shit aint the sort of thing you
want weighing down on your conscience in the middle of the night.
You dig?”
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“Yeah | dig you” | say, then coldly as possible and meaning every
word | say, “But between us, my conscience is the last thing you
have to worry about. Simply because there isn’t one.”

Slim laughs. Finally puts his blunt out. Hatches his drink. Leans in.
Says, “You can keep fronting that shit to the Bev-kids. But | knows
better. No one feels more than your white ass.”

“What makes you say that?” | ask, terrified how easily Slim is able
to break through barriers I've spent years building.

Slim takes a beat to look me over. He fails to answer me — or very
easily refuses to. He manages to chuckle again to himself and finally
says, “Don’t worry about it. Just if you can, take the advice I'm
shellin’. If this Cal boy here is your rip, cool. If you gotta take him,
do your thing. | can only offer my suggestions. And if | was you, I'd
at least tell the boy not to make any promises until he knows he
can keep them. You dig me my brother?”

“For sure” | tell him, this time enunciating ‘for’ and ‘sure’ perfectly
as to illustrate my whiteness and satirize the ebonic culture that
has sadly become mainstream for White American Youth.

At the far end of the Tier Slim’s hot fashion designer girlfriend
gestures for him to come over to her and chat it up with her
pretentious Mac using and Jetta driving friends. | speculate she
feels the need to show off her politically correct interracial
relationship — cunt she is. Slim takes the cues from his whore-of-a-
girlfriend and says, “Well that takes care of our shit. I'd chat around
and shit but my girl be callin’” my black ass. I'd offer for you to stay
and chill with the boys but something tells me you don’t wanna be
with 