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To Trevor, Kaitlynn, and Jacob. 
Without you three, none of 
these stories would be possible. 
And to Beth, I love you, stupid. 
Thank you for making me whole.
            
  






    

  
    
      Chapter 1
Single Mothers

Single mothers are pretty damn good in bed.
         
You heard me.
Pretty. Damn. Good.
I mean, it makes sense, doesn’t it? They’ve been cooped up in a house with kids all day, having no grownup discussions, sometimes not even speaking in full sentences, making lunches, doing homework, going shopping…basically doing everything. So, when they finally put the kids asleep and have a few hours before they pass out completely exhausted, they are ready to release some pent-up frustration.
Let me introduce myself. My name is Pent-Up Frustration. Pleased to meet you.
Or it was anyway. I went through a period there where the only people I was dating were single moms. Hell, I was a single father, so it made sense but the problem was that I was still young enough where I didn’t want to just date breeders. As a matter of fact, I was actively trying to stay away from people with kids, but it just wasn’t possible. The girls my age wanted nothing to do with a single guy with three hangers-on. Shocker. But the moms? A single dad, who was a little bit broken but still responsible enough to take care of three kids by himself? It made those women looser than if they’d had two Vicodin and a Soma. The one thing I learned fast about single moms was that because of drama with their ex, kids’ schedules, and life, getting involved with them was a roller coaster with lots of rules and regulations. Sex, however, was always good and they were always up for a roll around as long as it fit into the schedule. I remember one woman who told me to be at her house at 9:10 because she put the kids down at 8:45. I would walk in, and she literally had a comforter down on the floor no more than five feet away from the front door. She said there was no need for me to go any farther into her home. She lined up three bottles of water by the comforter so I didn’t have to go into the kitchen and there was a bathroom five feet from our makeshift love nest. She wanted to be in bed with the lights out by 10:15. No talking wanted, and cuddling was not an option. It was truly romance at its finest. Not gonna lie, she scared me a little.
Not gonna lie, I also liked it. I liked it a lot.
It was really an interesting experience for me being a single dad. At first, I had no idea what would happen or if I would ever get laid again. All I could think about was who in the world wants to sleep with a wannabe comedian with no job and three kids? Turns out, more people than I thought; they just weren’t the people I was thinking of. I remember the first day I showed up to school after my ex and I split. It was hilarious. When I was with my ex, I would show up to school in the morning and all of the women were in sweatpants, no makeup, hair all jacked up—you know, the way people look in the morning when they roll out of bed and throw something on. Right after my ex and I split up, I showed up to school and I didn’t recognize a bunch of the women because their makeup was perfect, their hair was teased and blow-dried, and they all looked like they were dressed to go out for a drink. Who were those women, you ask? The single moms. It was insane. For the first time in my life, I was being pursued in a big way and it was pretty freakin’ awesome.
“I heard the news. I am so sorry. Do you want to go out for coffee and talk about it?”
And…
“It’s just so sad. I’ve been through exactly what you’re going through. What you need is a nice home-cooked meal.”
And…
“My door is always open for you. I mean that. Always open…day or night.”
It was crazy. I felt like a free agent baseball player who everyone wanted on their team. There was one particular woman who was absolutely insane. She was a very attractive black woman, who was always drunk. Always. She read to our kids’ kindergarten class one day completely hammered. She was reading, “ ‘One fish, two fish, red fish, blue fish’ ” and slurred her way through all of it. The best part is that she gave a running drunk commentary as she read the book. She’d say things like, “ ‘Here are some who like to run. They run for fun in the hot, hot sun.’ Ugh. Run in the sun? Who does that shit? You get all swampy.” Her ex-husband was some bigwig, so she had tons of dough and absolutely no reason to ever work or do anything productive. She literally, no exaggeration, would see women talking to me (this is at 8 AM, mind you), walk up, grab my Johnson, and say things like, “You ready for this black bitch?”
         
Huh?
Don’t get me wrong, I was really fuckin’ turned on by it, and that worked every time she did it, but the frenzy was something I couldn’t understand. When I was single without kids, I didn’t have near this amount of success. Not even close. But now, no job, no money, driving a minivan with three kids in the back, I get rich chicks walking up to me and grabbing my dick at an elementary school. It didn’t make any sense. For some of those ladies, when I drove up to school with three kids in the back of my Toyota Sienna I could almost hear vaginas starting to hum. (Not sure what that means exactly but I sure enjoyed writing it.) It was time to readjust my game and try to get out there.
I don’t want you thinking that I started sleeping with tons of women right when my ex and I broke up. I mean, I did, but it’s not like our break-up was a shock to me, her, or anyone within one hundred miles of us. Our relationship had run its course long before we actually broke up so the actual split was just a formality. I think one of the reasons I stayed in the relationship for so long was that I didn’t think there was any way in hell that anyone else would go out with me (see above reasons). The other reason was that I was scared out of my fucking mind to raise three kids by myself. I still felt like a kid myself. Shit, I still jerked off into a sock. People who masturbate into socks shouldn’t be in charge of other people’s lives.
Getting back out there was going to be a challenge for myriad reasons. I know some of you are thinking, “There must have been some times when you didn’t have to go out with a parent, right? There had to be some young’un who was willing to share the wealth.” Nope. I had some serious limitations that made me have to find creative ways to work around them and that meant I had to start living by a few rules myself.
Rule number one: There clearly wasn’t going to be any sex happening at my place. My kids and I all lived in a one-bedroom. Not that easy to bring a girl back to my place and be like, “(Whispering) Don’t worry about them. They’re real heavy sleepers. Wait…where are you going? Don’t go!” Not only was there no room, but I had decided I wasn’t going to introduce my kids to anyone who I didn’t think was going to be in their lives for a long time. On top of that, my apartment was a fucking disaster. It’s so funny that apartments all over the country have these fancy, exotic-sounding names like Shangri La Apartments or Hollywood Treasure and inside they look like a place where people get murdered for crack. My place was no different and it was called The Luxury Apartments. Not gonna get a lot of va-jay-jay when you open the door to your place and it looks like a fucking sweatshop. There were kids crammed on the floor of my bedroom and clothes and toys thrown all over like an aisle at Marshalls. There was no way anyone would fuck me in that place, and if someone would have, it would have been very clear that that person had some serious problems.
         
Rule number two: I couldn’t do anything that cost money because I had no more than $200 in my bank at any time and paid the bills catering Mexican food three times a week. I smelled like goat cheese quesadillas for two years of my life. I know this is going to sound like a statement made by Captain Obvious but having no money really limits what you can do. I hear people say they have no money, but I literally had nothing. I seriously could not afford to take someone to the movies. So the question then becomes, what else do you do? There are only so many times that someone will go hiking with you. Especially if you start insinuating that it might not be a bad place to visit later that night. (See Rule Number One to figure out why I was looking for an outdoor spot to have sex.) There are only so many times you can ask a girl out on a picnic. Ugh. Just typing that brings back memories that make my fucking skin crawl. I was always the guy who made fun of people and their picnics. “Oh, so sorry. Did my ball knock over your red plastic cups that you brought out for your ridiculous fucking picnic?” There was something so emasculating about them. And uncomfortable. Holy shit. The worst. The absolute fucking worst. I had to do it though because it was easily disguised as romantic and thoughtful. Also, another place to insinuate we should go back to later that night. (Again, see Rule Number One.) I actually did get a girl to meet me back at the picnic spot for some outdoor sex one night. Couldn’t believe it. At the picnic, she had said, “This is really romantic. I love picnics. I also really like lying on a blanket and looking at the stars.”
         
Uh…me, too. I like that, too.
We decided to meet later that night. Same spot. I was bringing the blanket and she was bringing the vagina. I don’t think that’s exactly what we said when we made the plans but I’m pretty sure it was understood. I got there before she did to clean out the ground underneath the blanket. The last thing I wanted was a stick or a rock jabbing either one of us in the ass or leg and derailing the fun train. I also wanted to make sure we weren’t too visible. I desperately wanted to get laid but I couldn’t get arrested for it. That would have been no bueno. She showed up wearing a sweater, a pair of jeans, and carrying a bottle of wine. Personally, I would have gone with a skirt if I were her because the skirt never really needs to come off and if shit goes down you want to be able to get up and get out of there in a hurry. But different strokes for different folks, right? We open the wine, start talking, look at the stars for a little while, and, when enough time has passed so I don’t feel like a degenerate for making a move on her…I make a move on her.
Boy, did I ever read those signs wrong. Ouchy.
Turns out, she was wearing jeans because it never even crossed her mind that she would be taking them off. “Did you think we were going to have sex? Outside?” (Yes. Yes, I did.*)
         
“I’m a grown woman. Why on earth would you try to have sex with me for the first time outside on a blanket that looks like it’s been sitting in the back of your car for two years?” (It was one year and that’s exactly where I got it.)
Then she said, “The least you could have done was to bring me back to your place and try it.”
(*Obviously, she wasn’t that well versed on Rule Number One.)
         
Rule Number Three: On top of that, when I made a date, I couldn’t pick them up; I had to meet them there. I usually didn’t tell people right away that I had kids and, even if I did, I never, ever muttered the word “minivan.” The word “van” by itself is horrible. “Hey, wanna take a ride in my van?” Nope, never good. It sounds pretty rapey, actually. Now try adding the word “mini” in front of it. “Hey, wanna take a ride in my minivan?” I’m sure just reading it there are ovaries drying up all around the country.
         
So, I had no money to take people out, and I had nowhere to take them back to when I did take them out and, on top of that, they had to find their own way to and from whatever free places we were going to. I think it goes without saying that I got a lot of work done over that period of time.
I was completely frustrated because I was fighting my fate. There was no way around the fact that I had three kids. There was also no way around the fact that I was a horny dude who wanted to have boobies in my face. Then it happened. One day, a whole new world opened up. A world that was right in front of me the entire time. I was at the park one day when my youngest was about three years old. I had him on the swing and I looked over to see this row, I mean row, of good-looking Hispanic nannies.
         
Hola.
One of the nannies, who had to be about twenty-four years old or so, was definitely checking me out, so I held Jacob on the swing a couple of times in a few poses that for sure showcased the guns.
Glanced over…still looking. Game on.
I walk over to the row of women, started chatting them up, and as soon as they heard I was a single dad the whole tone changed. “Oh, what a great guy!” “Do you need help?” and blah, blah, blah. I could feel the difference with my little hot mamacita. I mean, as soon as she heard I was a single dad, it was like her temperature changed. Nannies? How come I had never thought of that before? We all talked a little longer until the ladies had to get the kids back to their houses for a nap. And that’s when I heard, “Do you want to bring Jacob and have lunch with us at the house?” But it was said with a sexy Hispanic accent that is very hard to type.
         
Holy shit. I mean, this really applied all three of my rules: not my house, no money, and, honestly, who the fuck cares if I was driving a minivan because she was too! Nanny sex happened that very afternoon. Also that afternoon was when the “shift” started. Let’s not think of who won’t have sex with me because of those three rules; let’s think of who will.
Who else might not want anyone in their messy-clothes-everywhere, sippy-cup-stained-diaper-smelling, too-tired-to-get-up-and-clean-a-fucking-thing apartment? Single moms.
Who might not have the extra money to go out to a $200 dinner because they have to pay for day care, diapers, dentists, and heavy medication just to stay sane? Single moms.
And who, out of anyone in the world, not only wouldn’t run from but might run into a minivan? Single moms.
         
And then it really hit me. Wait a second, I have to completely change my eye level here. I don’t have to hide the kids to pick up women…I have to flaunt them. It was like bringing a puppy and a keg to the beach. I was instantly likeable and they attracted women. I know it sounds like I had decided to use my kids to pick up women, because that’s exactly what I did. To be fair to myself, I never did it in a way that put them in danger or where they were being ignored or neglected. I did things like one day I was in the supermarket with my youngest son and we were in the fruit section doing a thing where he would pick up pieces of fruit and toss them in the air for me to catch in one of those little plastic bag thingies. It was our favorite thing to do in the supermarket and, apparently, it was also adorable, because when I looked up I saw a gorgeous woman smiling at us.
I said to my son, “Do you wanna play a different game?”
“Sure.”
“Okay, you pick a name you want me to call you, any name at all, and that’s what I have to call you for the rest of the day.”
“Hmmm. Okay, I want you to call me Snake Guy! Snake Guy!”
Snake Guy? Worst name ever.
“My turn,” I said.
“Okay, go.”
“I want you to call me ‘uncle.’ Deal?”
“Deal.”
And I walked over and talked to that cute girl. Questionable? Sure. Borderline wrong? Yup. Did desperate times call for desperate measures? You bet your sweet ass they did. He did great, by the way. He called me “uncle” the whole time. Brings a tear to my eye just thinking about it. Natural-born wingman, that kid.
I found out that there was a whole unexplored world out there that nobody was tapping into: Single Mommy Land. It was like Atlantis. You just had to know where to look to find it. Where could I go—that didn’t cost me any money—to run into these elusive creatures? At first, it was like hunting Sasquatch because my eyes weren’t trained to see them. In the past, I had ignored the flustered-looking woman who was wearing sweatpants in the supermarket and looking at a list, while shuffling through a pocket full of coupons. I would never look up to see the exhausted-looking women at the park, who sat in the shade with books, looking like they hadn’t been off their feet since the beginning of time. I hadn’t seen them because I hadn’t wanted to.
The park turned into my nightclub. Seriously, I was like a regular who walks into a bar and gets greeted by all of the other alcoholics who hang out there every night. Picking up a woman at the park is really no different than picking up a woman at a bar. Wait, I just read that last sentence and I take it back. It is a little harder because nobody is shitfaced and ready to go bang in the backseat of your car. Also, at the park, nobody goes there thinking, “I think I might get laid.” Nobody except me, that is. I was just playing the cards that I had been dealt, my friends. Don’t judge. There was always a way to manipulate your time there that would shine you in the best light. What I learned fast is that if you’re the guy who has all of the kids chasing him or is in charge of pushing the swings or is basically doing anything where you are engaging with a large group of children, there’s a good possibility that you could see a vagina that night. All I had to do was play a game of “chase” and I was good to go. I just had a group of kids run after me and then after about ten minutes, fall down on the ground so they could all jump on top of me and it was a guarantee. The only problem with that game was that about fifty percent of the time I ended up getting hit in the nuts.
The other good move at the park involved “showcasing” my own kids. This was a little more complicated because, well, my kids obviously had no idea that I was trying to meet women so I don’t wanna say they cock blocked me but…sometimes they kinda cock blocked me. Things would be going well and they would get tired or act out. Or one time, when he was three, my son really screwed things up. I was talking to this beautiful woman who told me that she had noticed how sweet I was with not only my son but all of the kids on the playground. I told her that I wasn’t sure who was having more fun, me or the kids. May I just say, right when those words came out of my mouth I was thinking, “Holy shit, that’s a good line. Don’t forget to say that one again.” We talked for about ten more minutes before she asked if my son and I wanted to head to her house for lunch. Uh…yes. Jacob was playing on the monkey bars with some other kids, so I called him over to tell him we were taking off for lunch. He ran over to me and I said, “Hey buddy, guess what?”
“You want me to call you Uncle again?”
Well, fuck. That is the one drawback to having a four-year-old wingman: no etiquette. Needless to say we didn’t go back to her house for lunch.
Those instances were few and far between because most of the time when I was “showcasing” my kids, I figured out a place for both of us to shine. And on some days it came together like magic. I remember one day I was swinging Jacob on the swings when this guy, about my age, walks up and puts his son in the swing next to Jacob. Besides talking to women at the park, there was another major component to my daily trips, and that was competition. I know this sounds incredibly childish—it is and I don’t give a shit—but the truth is, all dads are competitive when it comes to their kids. Don’t let anyone tell you differently. I know some of them will say, “It’s just important to me that Billy has a good time” or “As long as Donna has a positive learning experience, that’s what really matters.” Bullshit. Bullshit, bullshit, bullshit. I don’t care if it’s Peewee baseball or a regional spelling bee, you want your kid to win. And on top of that, you secretly don’t like the kids they’re competing against. Oh yeah, next time you’re at an event, look out across the sea of fatherly faces and the ones who are cheering their kids on with “Go, Tommy! You can do it!” The ones doing that, what they’re really thinking is, “I hope that kid in the red shirt shits the bed.” And it’s not a malicious thing. It really isn’t. It’s thousands of years of genetics. The park is a petri dish for that kind of stuff. Fathers are there with their sons. The fruit of their loins. The person who is going to pass on the family name, and by God they are going to pass it on the way we want them to. Yes indeed, it is like that in a big, bad way. I’m no different. I wish I were. I truly do. And it really isn’t about the kids; that’s the sad thing. It’s a crazy pissing match between two guys who are past their prime for anything meaningful and are just trying to eke out one more victory of any kind.
So, one day at the park, this guy puts his son on the swing next to Jacob. I look over, size the kid up, and notice that this guy is doing the same thing to Jacob. We introduce ourselves to be cordial, but we both know it’s not about us. From this point on we’re basically measuring the size of our dicks by whose kid is better. That’s what it comes down to. When we were younger it was who bench-pressed the most, who got the best score on the SATs, who slept with the most women, who could drink the most beer—all cock fights. Well, now that you have a kid, that’s the thing. When did they walk, what kind of grades do they get, what college did they get into, how much money do they make—it never ends. So we start pushing our kids and talking. He tells me that he’s in the music business and he’s really enjoying the scene and—whatever, bro…Let’s skip the bullshit, shall we?
“How old is your boy?” I asked.
“Three and a half. Yours?” he replied.
“Three.” Jacob was bigger. Yes! Good guys, one. Bad guys, nothing. This was going to be an easy win over this abnormally small child. I almost felt bad until I remembered a win is a win. This also was a day when there were a ton of good-looking moms and nannies at the park. A ton. It was like they were casting for MILF Hunters next to the jungle gym. I had to play this kinda cool. There was a way to beat this guy and still not look like the asshole in front of the people I was hoping to penetrate.
“What’s your boy’s name?” I asked.
“Amethyst.”
There was a brief silence.
“It’s his birth stone,” he said.
Yikes. Did he want his kid to get beat up in school? Because he sure was going to do a lot of fighting with the name Amethyst. Holy shit. It was obvious that this man was very progressive and had definitely given his wife way too much leeway when it came to naming the kid. I know a lot of fathers almost feel guilty about fighting for a name. Guys who I’ve talked to have told me that they just didn’t feel right because the woman did all of the work. She carried the baby, went through all of the ups and downs of the pregnancy, and they really thought that if it was between what she wanted and what he wanted, she should have the final say. I definitely don’t have an argument for that, but I do have an argument for naming your kid fucking Amethyst! Or any other rock for that matter. While we’re at it, I think months of the year should be out of the question; places and any first name that rhymes or matches the last name (I knew a Brian O’Brien and a Neil McNeil ) should be outlawed also. It’s hard enough being a kid; you don’t need people making fun of you right at attendance. I know people say, “It’s the person who makes the name” and I would generally agree with that except if you are young boy and your name is Amethyst. He is going to be teased, bullied, and pushed to the point where he will either retreat into a shell or invent some sort of software that turns him into Iron Man, or at some point he will explode into a homicidal rage and we’ll all read about him in the papers. The neighbors will all say, “He was such a quiet boy and they seemed to be such good parents.” Yeah, except for the fact that they named him Amethyst.
I digress. I told him that my son’s name was Jacob and he just nodded, knowing that he was going to lose the name battle almost every time he hits the playground. It was 2-0 and it could be a shutout. “Does your son go to school?” he asked.
“He goes to preschool but he’s a little young for school,” I said.
“Yeah, most kids his age are still in a preschool. It’s just that Amethyst’s been reading for a year so I wasn’t sure what Jacob was doing.” Bam! I walked right into that one. Like a good fighter he had lured me into his strength. So, Amethyst is a scholar of sorts. Not too surprising really. I mean with the name-size combo he was working with, he better be smart. Now, 2-1 and I could see that I was in for a bit of a fight. As we continued to compete, the score got to be 4-4 and I was in panic mode. I was used to Jacob crushing kids in these competitions. His size and personality were really hard to overcome. But intellect—we hadn’t come up against that yet. Jacob was a lot of things: cute, happy, tall, and coordinated, but a whiz kid? Not so much. We had never battled a scholar before and it was making me nervous.
         
Usually, after one of these pissing matches, I would glide over to one of the nannies or single moms hanging around the park and say something like, “Why does it always have to be a competition?” The ladies would agree and shake their heads. I would go on to tell them about the other father who was comparing his child to Jacob and how all children were different, which is something to be embraced. It was all part of the plan. You should have seen it. When it worked, it really was a thing of beauty. This was not one of those times. My competitive juices were overriding the horny ones and I had completely put my penis out of my mind. I wanted to win.
We were tied up 4-4 and with every question-answer repartee, we pushed our kids a little harder on the swing. Not only that, we basically just started lying.
“Jacob can name every player on the Red Sox.”
“Yeah? Well, Amethyst knows his U.S. states and capitals.”
And we pushed them higher. “Amethyst learned Spanish from the nanny.” Push.
“Well, Jacob eats the hot sauce at Taco Bell.” Whoosh!
At one point, I looked up, and when I tell you that these kids were flying, these kids were flying. And then something happened that changed the game. Something happened that should have made both of us reassess what the fuck we were doing to begin with.
Amethyst started to cry.
A crying baby at the park is like someone screaming “Immigration!” at a soccer game; it gets people’s attention. And by “people,” I mean the moms and nannies. I looked over and they were all staring at the two of us. If I ever wanted to play hide the diaper with any of the women watching, I had to plan my exit strategy and fast.
There were basically two options at this point. The bigger man would have taken his son off the swings, apologized for being so immature, and walked away. I, however, am not the bigger man and went for option number two. I turned to the guy and said, “What’s the matter? Is your son scared?” Looking back, I wish I had been the bigger man because this guy reached back and…launched his kid! I mean…Houston, we have a problem…because he just sent his kid into outer fucking space. Launched. You remember when you used to swing and you hit that point way up in the air where the chain on the side bent and you were almost floating? And then…Wham! It slammed you back down! That’s what happened to this kid. I saw it coming, so I immediately grabbed Jacob, took him off the swings, and walked in the direction of the women who were now watching in disgust. Right before I got to them, I turned back to the guy and said with contempt, “What’s up with you, bro?” Turned right back to the ladies and said, “Why does it always have to be a competition with these guys?”
         
It was a game that changed daily and since the same women were at the park every day, you had to be tricky. The problem with the nannies, I found out, was that they all talked to each other, so once you rolled around with one of them, you had to go to another park.
Moms weren’t like that at all. They actually would say things like, “I don’t want this getting around school so you can’t tell anyone.” Perfect. The biggest problem I had with trying to arrange for sex with single moms is that both of our households had kids in them. That made time and circumstance incredibly important. I was lucky enough to have my brother and a few friends who were willing to bite the bullet and watch my kids for a few hours while I kept my sanity. Most women, like my friend who threw the blanket down on the floor, just told me to come over after the kids went to sleep. Usually, it worked like a charm. Usually. There was one time when I was having sex with this woman and I felt this finger touch my ass. My first thought was, “Holy shit, this chick’s a magician.” Until I turned around and saw her four-year-old son staring at me.
Noooooooooooooooooooo!!!!!!!!!!!!!
I had no idea what to do. This tiny little boy was at the foot of the bed, half asleep, just rubbing his eyes and there I was butt-ass naked and banging his mom. Ugh. If you’re reading this right now, buddy, I am so sorry. Well, not that sorry but sorry enough. So, there I was, boner out (his mother was hiding under the covers by the way, saying, “Just don’t move. He’ll go away. Don’t move.” What was he, a fucking T-Rex?) with this little child looking at me and all I could think to do? Pull the Jedi mind trick on him. I know how incredibly stupid that sounds but it was the only thing I could think of! First, most of the blood in my body was not in my brain at that time, and second, I just really wanted to go back to having sex with this kid’s mom so I was willing to try anything.
I looked at him straight in the face and said, “Jason, you’re sleeping. Go back to your room. You’re sleeping. You’re mommy’s sleeping. Everyone’s sleeping.” He stared at me for a beat, blinked, and walked back into his room. I couldn’t believe it worked. Having sex and being a Jedi in the same night? I think eight nerds’ heads just exploded reading that. Unfortunately, I did not get to finish the job. I don’t know why. She said something about seeing her kid took her out of the “mood.”
What is this “mood” women talk about? You know what my “mood” is? Breathing. “I have to be in the mood.” Yeah? Well, I have to be awake. Wait a minute, wait a minute. That’s not true either because sometimes you can finish the job asleep. That always shocked me. I mean, how horny do you have to be to be knocked out and still have an orgasm?
I did stumble across some pretty interesting women who were into some pretty weird shit. There was one woman I went out with who only wanted to have sex in the minivan. She loved it. Never asked why, and to tell you the truth, I never really cared. All I knew was that when she called, I would go to her house, we would kiss for a bit, and then she’d ask me if I wanted to “hit the van.” The first time she asked me that I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. She wanted to leave the comforts of her home to go knock it out on the street in my van.
There was one woman who called me every once in a while and only wanted me to take her places that she and her ex-husband used to go to. She would spend most of the night bitching about how worthless he was, get herself all worked up, and then we would go back to her house and have some pretty aggressive, angry sex. The best part? She would always give me something of his when I left. I actually met the guy once at a school function and he commented on the fact that he had a shirt “just like” the one I was wearing.
Oops.
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