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The author has tried to recreate events, locales and conversations from her memory of them. In some instances the names of individuals have been changed to protect their privacy. Some identifying details have also been changed to protect the anonymity of those involved.
To my best friends:
Without you there would be no good stories to tell.
To all the girls out there still searching for Mr. Right:
Keep getting back up and dusting yourself off; he's on his way.
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"You Really Should Write a Book One Day!"
So, I have always thought I could write a very entertaining book. But, my fear of pissing people off, losing all my friends, and the world knowing what I really think has kept me shut tighter than a girl scout on Charlie Sheen's doorstep. However, recently, I have discovered that some former friends have written a few really great blogs, and those don't offend meso I thought I'd give it a shot. I have changed some of the details in the following stories, like names, dates, and places, to protect the identities of those involved. That way, I'll still have some friends left, too! Some of the thoughts in this book I would never express out loud. But, isn't that what writing is for: to hide behind the shield of a book cover?
Let's begin with what I learned yesterday in preparation to meet some friends at a birthday party:
A toddy (or two) to loosen up before a big date or event is fine, but don't hit the bong or shoot the tequila until you are ready to hit the door. Unless the "Lady Gaga Meets Amy Winehouse (God rest her junkie soul) on a 'Girls Only' Margarita Night at the Local Best Western Bar" is the look you are going for. You may have thought you just pulled off the Victoria's Secret "tousled hair and bedroom eyes" look in record time, but you really just look as fucked up as you feel the morning after said girls' night out.
I am not quite sure, exactly, when my boy craziness started. My first memory is from Kindergarten. I would position myself daily within the line of sight of my first crush, Daniel. I would stare at him all day, until he was moved to the other side of the room. (He told his mother that the girl across from him was always "blinking" at him.) Or, maybe it all began when I begged my mother to take a little boy named David to the circus with us in first grade. However, my first experience with excess in the boy department was in third grade.
His name was Jamey, and I pined over him daily. He, however, was "dating" my best friend Bree. This was also my first experience with "frenemies". (I really wish we'd had all these sayings like "frenemies" and "bromance" when I was young. It would have made so much easier the explanations to my New Kids on the Block diary.) Back to the point, "dating" in third grade consisted of playing on the same kickball team, sitting within the same vicinity at the lunch table, and possibly sneaking off to play tether ball together, if you were really serious. Jamey was a soccer goalie. I thought his fluorescent shirt was ugly, so I told him he was gay.
Now, in third grade, I had no idea what "gay" was. I thought you were gay if you wore bright colors and changed the shoelaces of your Keds weekly. Maybe, that's why my preference of color palette has always leaned toward neutrals? Anyway, of course, the little brat told on me, and I had to sit inside during recess for a week. My mother told me not to talk to Jamey anymore, but that did not deter me.
Fast forward to summer vacation. Just as with every summer of my life up until I moved away permanently when I was eighteen, I had been with my family on our farm outside of Nashville, Tennessee. We had a large horse barn with an attached rec-room. I would spend the humid afternoons in there. The room just so happened to have a phone, too. But, parents are too nosy. Why do they demand to know who you are calling when you are hiding under the covers on the top bunk bed? Doesn't every nine year-old girl deserve some privacy? My parents' overbearing behavior forced me to sneak off to the rec-room to call Jamey. I didn't think anything of it. I just wanted to chit chat; ask how his summer was going, see if he knew what teacher he had in the fall for fourth grade. (I had submitted my written request that we be placed in the same class back in May.)
Well, I was a bit taken aback when his mother answered the phone. She was not happy. Was it the fact that the girl that had called her son "gay" was now calling him on the phone? Or, was she pissed off about the long distance charges? Who knows! All I knew was how lucky I was that she did not tell my mom that Jamey and I would not be in the same class ever again. Nor did he ever speak to me all the way through eighth grade.
I learned a lot of things at an inappropriately young age. My best friend from the fourth grade taught me how to give a hand-job to a banana while we were sitting on the back pew in Chapel. I learned what a blow-job was when my fifth grade art class mocked me for befriending a boy unfortunately named "B.J.". (I cringe to think that my two young nieces might know even half of what I knew at their age. I'm sure my sixteen year-old, homosexual nephew is the potential culprit; he already ruined Santa and the Easter Bunny for his younger cousins, although, he still gets a bit skittish when anyone mentions the Tooth Fairy (or fairies of any kind, for that matter).)
However, when I was in the sixth grade and at the ripe age of twelve, I learned my most valuable lesson from a babysitter, for whom my parents apparently forgot to check the references.
Now, when my new, seventeen year-old babysitter showed up, she seemed innocent enough. My parents told her she could take me for ice cream if I finished all of my homework. She got all the emergency numbers and seemed responsible enough for a girl that punctuated every sentence with "dude". Her inability to speak with correct grammar noted, I thought she'd be an easy mark. I had fooled much smarter babysitters into thinking I was an angel. At twelve, I didn't think I needed a chaperone for anything. But, after one too many toaster fires and prank calls telling the police I was giving birth in a bathroom stall at the local gas station, I couldn't really blame my parents for wanting to keep me in line and out of juvie.
Before I even had a chance to open my Trapper Keeper and start my homework, the babysitter announced we were going for a ride and asked me where my car seat was. I thought, Bitch, just because Im shorter than you does not mean I need a car seatand I dont even want to be seen in your 1984 SAAB! After a short ride, we pulled up to what sure as hell did not look anything like a Baskin Robbins. In fact, this punk had dragged me to a party she wasn't even invited to! I mean, she couldn't even go inside! I sat in the car for three hours while she and her friends drank whatever they could find out of the near-empty liquor bottles sitting in the driveway. She shot-gunned a few beers and moved on to shooting vodka. (From this point, I thought shooting vodka was okay, until I tried it in college. My Noxzema astringent tasted better.) After a few vodka shots, someone showed up with a half-empty bottle of Jack Daniels. This girl chugged the whole thing! I was in awe.
At this moment, the belligerent babysitter was my new idol. I wanted to be just like her, fake nose ring and all. From the passenger's seat, she babbled about getting ice cream, while the only sober person with a driver's license drove us home in her car. I prayed that we wouldn't get pulled over, and that my parents were just dumb enough to let her babysit again.
I went to bed that night dreaming of all the fun we would have. She could teach me about boys and how to act slutty without actually having to be a slut. (She would tell me that's how she got her college boyfriend.) I was in the middle of dreaming up my own older boyfriend, when he suddenly threw a drink in my facewhich felt a bit too real. I wasn't dreaming anymore, but instead I abruptly woke up to a real life fucking nightmare. This drunken excuse of a role model had stumbled into my bedroom, mistaking it for the bathroom, and puked on me. Puked on me!
I do not "do" any kind of gross bodily liquid; I have already decided not to have children because I just cannot handle spit up and shit of any kind. Once I had realized that this girl had actually thrown up on me, my OCD took over and I immediately ran to the shower. After three showers, which included scrubbing with Cascade dish soap and hydrogen peroxide, I found the babysitter in the downstairs bathroom. At least the bitch had eventually made it to the right place. She was rocking back and forth in front of the toilet, mumbling something about how I was so rude to her and that she should double her rate.
I told her I wouldn't tell my parentsbut I would tell hers. I took her cell phone and dialed her mom. I told the babysitter's unfit mother to come pick up her daughter ASAP because she just puked on a twelve year-old, or I was going to call DCS. After the babysitter's cracked-out mom and boyfriend picked her up and physically carried her away, I had to do damage control. My bedroom was soaked in vomit, and I just knew my parents would pull the "well, you should have called us when you knew she was drinking" card. How was I supposed to know the girl couldn't handle her alcohol?
Well, that bitch never took me for mine. I proceeded to trash my comforter and eat too much ice cream out of the fridge. I crawled into my parent's bed and waited for their return. When they got home, they were horrified to learn that the babysitter had given me too much ice cream, which in turn gave me a horrible stomachache, and she'd had the nerve to run from the house, screaming like a mad woman when I predictably got sick! Of course I was going to blame it on the bitch.
The summer before I started high school, I was still the only one of my friends that had not kissed a boy. Most of them had kissed a boy by sixth grade and had already moved on to giving hand-jobs and getting fingered in the back row of school assemblies. It was mostly my own fault that I had not been kissed yet.
My high anxiety had always caused me to be my own worst enemy. I would obsess about what to do with my tongue and for how long and in what motion. I would over-analyze the different hand placements I could go with. Do I place them on his back? Or, clutch his hair Harlequin style? Or, should I try to put my hand down his pants and just go for the grab, or is that too slutty? I would lay awake at night worrying myself to death about how I would make this happen. While I was practicing giving tongue to my pillow, all my friends had moved on to the real thing, and no boys at my junior high wanted to kiss the prude.
I spent all summer searching for other options to be my first kiss. The Fourth of July came and went. I thought that surely I could find some pre-pubescent boy to kiss me during some fireworks. After all, isn't that the American Dream? No such fucking luck. I was getting very worried that I would start high school without being kissed, which would potentially ruin my whole life. I wouldn't have another chance until college! I was beginning to have nightmares about dying an old, virgin maid. (I should have probably gotten a good vibrator right then.)
Labor Day weekend arrived, and I was starting ninth grade in less than a week. I decided that I either had to kiss someone in the next forty-eight hours or demand that I be home-schooled. So, I went to the place that was my last hope for finding any viable, young males to kiss me; I hit the county fair. Southern California county fairs are pretty similar to what county fairs are in other parts of the countryexcept, instead of tractor pulls, there were drop-top hydraulic car shows, and the carnies were a bit better-looking. Anyway, I went with a girl that lived in my neighborhood named Jackie. Jackie was sixteen, could drive, and was a slut. I figured she would take me right to where the boys were. And, she did.
She was obsessed with a junior that went to a school a few cities away. He looked like he hadn't showered in weeks, and that's what Jackie found attractive about him. I called him "Stanky". He thought I was a smart-ass little kid, but he had this hot friend, Grady, that thought I was cute. It helped that Jackie and Stanky didn't laugh when I lied and told Grady I was sixteen. (Women always lie about their age. My mom had been thirty-nine for as long as I could remember.) I didn't see any harm with fudging my age by two years. I even told him an elaborate story about how my brand new convertible Mustang was in the shop getting twenty-two-inch rims. I stuck to Grady like white on rice. I told him about my (imaginary) college boyfriend, so I would seem mature. I watched him play skee ball for hours and decided that I was going to kiss this guy if I had to knock him out with one of them.
After the fair, Stanky invited us to an after-party at his house. His parents were out of town and, from what I had read in US Weekly, I knew that all after-parties had booze, drugs, sex, and sometimes an impromptu performance by a rapper. I told my parents I was having a slumber party at Jackie's, and then I was all set up to get this thing done! Well, the "after-party" turned out to be just the four of us. Once Jackie left to give Stanky a blow-job in his bedroom, it was just Grady and me on the couch. I was about to break out in a cold sweat. After a few minutes of awkward silence, he started massaging my breasts through my Guess Jeans top. This was skipping a few steps, but, whatever. I have never been one to do things in order. Finally, Grady leaned in and put his tongue in my mouth. This was awesome! In a matter of three minutes, I had gone from a fourteen year-old that had never been kissed to a pretend sixteen year-old approaching second base.
The kiss was okay. To this day, the taste of cigarettes and O'Doul's non-alcoholic beer remind me of that night. I even let him feel me up under my top, but over the bra, for a bit. I had a lot of ground to make up, but I grew bored quickly. I'd never had much of an attention span. I went home that night on cloud nine. I somehow decided that Grady was my new boyfriend without consulting him first. All of my junior high friends became couples once they kissed. That must have been how it worked in high school. I had already worked out my stories for the next two years on how I would avoid the age subject with Grady. I would just throw myself down the stairs every few months and say I totaled my car again; a few bumps and bruises would explain why I had no car and my parents took my driver's license away. Whoops!
We had exchanged numbers, and I called him incessantly. I even sent cute little "I miss U" messages to his pager using numbers. Grady could rarely ever hang out, though. He was always very busy with football practice and working on his car. He did promise to take me to the Homecoming dance at my school. I had intentionally made friends with juniors so he would believe my whole charade. I actually let them use my pool and bought them lunch in exchange for them corroborating my story. Homecoming came, and I was ready to impress with my boyfriend from another school. I had my hair extensions in and was looking hot. (I was all over the hair extension thing long before J-Lo ever got off that block.) I waited for what I had anticipated to be the best night of my life. It was what I considered to be our second date/one-month anniversary. I was going to catch up with everyone else and slide into third base. It seemed like I always had catching up in the sexual department, although I had lapped everyone else by the time I actually did turn 16. I waited for hours after Grady was supposed to pick me up, but he wasn't just extremely and unfashionably late: he never showed.
I had been stood up! I was furious and humiliated. He would not answer my calls and didn't even have the balls to make up an excuse. I tried sending a numerical "I hate U" to his pager, but the number had been disconnected. The next day, his phone number had been changed, too. I was devastated. I bitched it out to Jackie when she picked me up for school Monday morning. She kind of smirked and said, "Steph, I don't think you will be hearing from Grady again, ever". The look on her face said that she wasn't telling me something. After bribing her for information by promising to let her do some nude sunbathing in my very private backyard after school, she finally told me the truth. The little bastard was thirteen years-old! He had lied about his age, too! When he tried to steal his dad's car to take me to Homecoming, his parents grounded him. I didn't even get grounded anymore! The manipulator had been manipulated.
I never saw Grady again until years later, when he showed up on a local sex offender website. Apparently, he would have been better off sticking with older women.
Since I was the last one of my friends to kiss a boy, I had a lot of ground to coverand fast. By sixteen, I still had only just gotten past first base. My friends were already comparing blow job techniques with each other in gym class. I wanted to know the correct fellatio protocol, too. I hate not doing something the right way. If it's not done right, then I don't want to waste my time, and I'll find someone that will get it done correctly. I couldn't hire a stand-in to give blow jobs for me, could I? Everyone else in high school was fumbling around, experimenting, and "discovering" their sexuality with a partner that was just as inexperienced as they were. What was the use in that? I tried make-out sessions with a few boys, but they knew less than I did. I needed to be taught correctly the first time.
I convinced myself that I could make up for what I lacked in looks with sexual experience and know-how. Maybe even a few special tricks. It wasn't until a few years later when I noticed that the girls I used to hang out with were now buying diapers, instead of the condoms they should have been stockpiling, that I realized something very important. Thinking that you need to sleep with as many people as you can only gets you a one-way ticket to the last round of Sixteen and Pregnant auditions. Thank goodness I was able to see the light and chart the correct path.
Most of the guys I write about I have not slept with. Having sex with only a few carefully selected partners is way better than letting every frat guy from here to Mississippi get it in. At this time, I was the last sixteen year-old virgin in Orange County. That, in and of itself, should have awarded me some kind of college scholarship. Maybe the nose job did set me back in the race to be normal in the quintessential OC, but I was still more grounded than most girls at my school.
But, I still had a mission to complete. After I had wasted my previous years of high school letting boys fumble with my bra and slobbering all over my face, I went away for the summer looking for a more educational experience. While spending the summer at my family's farm in Tennessee, I met a cute nineteen year-old farm boy named Brandon. He was big and strong and starting his second year at the local community college. He was working at another farm nearby, and he definitely had the "sexy tractor thing" going for him. If you don't know what I'm talking about, spend a hot summer day watching a strapping young man haul hay, and you will have definitely found the up-side to being out in the country. Or, just watch a Kenney Chesney video. Brandon developed an immediate crush on me. This was too easy; I didn't even have to chase this one! I'm sure the reason for his infatuation was that I hailed from California, which was mysterious to him, since he had never been out of the state.
I may have told him I was just about to turn eighteen, but he found out that I was just sixteen once it was already too late. I had only added one year to my age, but statutory rape laws were the same in any state and a bit of a worry if my parents found out. However, it was all definitely consensual. So, I lied again, telling my mom he was seventeen and had lived near a nuclear power plant, which had caused a major growth spurt and an excess of facial hair when he was only twelve. "Just tragic", she said. We had the perfect summer romance. Brandon and I spent days at the lake and nights laying in the bed of his truck under the stars. I still wasn't ready to lose my virginity to a redneck, though. I could never bring him home to California. I mean, he had never even been to a Starbucks!
I went back to school, determined to find someone to teach all my new moves to. The beginning of that school year was unsuccessful. I went to Homecoming with a guy named Mike, who hung out with all the Asian break dancers. (Mike was not Asian at all. He was a skinny white boy from Newport Beach.) I tried to force my feelings for Mike, but I could not stop thinking about Brandon. I was afraid that I now knew what my mother had cursed my father for. I was experiencing my first taste of real love. When Mike asked me to start calling him "Milk", I decided that was the perfect time to end things.
Brandon and I would talk on the phone for hours every night. I had even convinced my parents to let me visit some friends in Tennessee over Christmas break, which I would obviously be using as a ruse to see Brandon, as well. I had all my friends at school jealous with tales of my romantic, southern college boyfriend. By Thanksgiving, I had decided I was ready to lose my virginity, and it was going to happen when I went back to the South to see Brandon, uh I meant, my friends. I did enough research to complete a thesis on losing one's virginity. I always like to be prepared, so I had even gone to a local clinic to stock up on birth control pills and condoms. It wasn't until after sitting in the waiting room for hours amongst several other teenage girls that I realized this was an abortion clinic! Once I had found a sweet Spanish girl to translate to the "no comprende" nurse that I did not need a dirty hanger stuck into my vagina, I was sent on my way with a brown paper bag of generic brand condoms and what I hoped were legal birth control pills. I was ready and armed with enough latex to wrap a guy in condoms if needed!
I was staying with my friend, Vicky, and her mother for the week. Vicky's mom was hardly what you would call "strict". In fact, she hardly even gave a shit. She never asked what we were doing or where we were going. She would give us a curfew of 3:00 a.m., only because she didn't want to look bad to the other parents by not setting a curfew at all. I would be sitting outside on the front steps at midnight, with no fucking clue what there was to do in the middle of the night in such a small town, except ride around in a pickup truck or cook meth. Neither of which I was into. The only thing on my mind was pulling my V-card from the deck. I had told Brandon several weeks earlier that I wanted him to be the one. I was hoping this would give him enough time to plan the most romantic first time in history. Brandon claimed he had slept with three girls before. Cosmopolitan magazine told me that broke down to one.
Fine by me; I wanted someone with experience, not a venereal disease.
I was fantasizing about a romantic dinner followed by candles and an N'Sync ballad playing softly in the background. We had even planned to exchange Christmas presents that night, too. I just got him a card because I assumed that having sex with me was gift enough for him. He got me a gold bangle bracelet that I sold on EBay several months later. I decided that it would be smarter to meet Brandon at his apartment instead of having him pick me up so Vicky's mom wouldn't be waiting for him to bring me home. Even though I doubt she would have ever been able to tell what time it was, given the wine-and-Paxil-induced coma she kept herself in. We told her that Vicky and I were staying at Katrina's house. Katrina was the only one with a car at the time so she drove us. Brandon had already found out I lied about my age, but he was cool with it since, as he said, I was "so mature for my age", and I agreed to let him keep lying to his friends about it. Katrina picked Vicky and me up, and we were off. They agreed to drop me off at Brandon's and then come back and get me later or the next morning.
Once we got to his apartment, we noticed that Brandon's overweight, thirty year-old roommate was there. Apparently, he was a friend of Brandon's family and was way behind in progressing as a normal adult. However, that still doesn't explain why he wanted to live in a small apartment with a nineteen year-old.
I had thought this was supposed be a romantic night alone! Before I could find out when fatty was leaving, or hint around that he was not wanted, he was speeding off with Vicky and Katrina to buy them beer. I didn't want my friends to be sexually assaulted by a strange, overweight, and slightly balding man, but I was kind of hoping they wouldn't come back. I didn't have such luck. Brandon had just set out the romantic dinner he tried to cook for me when they returned with beer and pot. I tried to convince Katrina and Vicky to leave, but, as much of a creeper as Brandon's roommate was, he could buy them beer and roll a joint. They satisfied their munchies with my dinner and posted up in the living room like they were settling in for hibernation.
I was not going to let them ruin my first time. It had to be tonight because I was going home tomorrow and had already been lying to my friends at school about not being a virgin. My New Year's resolution was going to be to stop lying, so I decided the best way to do that was to make all of my previous lies come true. I couldn't talk my dad into buying me a Corvette, get a summer home in Hawaii, or make the lead singer of The Offspring my cousin, but I could damn sure lose my virginity!
Brandon and I went into his room to be alone. I was not thrilled that there were three other people on the other side of a wall that was as thin as the paper Snoop Dogg rolls his joints with. But, beggars can't be choosers. We made out and did some heavy groping for what seemed like hours. I had started to get bored. Finally the clothes came off and the questions started. Yes, I felt like I was being interrogated. "Are you sure?" "Are you really sure?" "What kind of condom do you want me to use?" "Do you need a glass of water?" "Are you sure you're sure?" I couldn't fault the guy for covering his bases. What we were doing was illegal in most states, and I wouldn't have been surprised if he had asked me to sign a consent form or drive to South Dakota where it was legal to have sex with a minor.
I braced myself for what my sister and her friends told me was going to be a painful experience. I even popped an ibuprofen beforehand. But, it really was not that bad.
Breaking the hymen sounds much more painful than it really is. I think the horror stories you hear are meant to be a tactic only to scare you into not doing it.
For me, sex for the first time didn't quite live up to the hype. I was expecting the multiple orgasms I had been reading about. I think Katrina, Vicky, and the creeper roommate got more excitement trying to listen to us from the other side of the door. A few thrusts and it was over. Where was my educational experience? I was counting on learning all I needed to know to return home a teenage, sexual prowess.
At the very least, I got the job done and accomplished what I set out to do. I was no longer a virgin, and I had four witnesses to back me up.
So, I had been eyeing this hot mechanic for several weeks. He wasn't just hot; he was grease-on-your-hands, "check my oil, please" hot! I first saw him when I took my car in for a routine oil change and tire rotation. A few weeks later, my check engine light came on. YES! I went to the repair shop, and Mr. Mechanic was at the desk. I told him I needed someone to check under my hood, and he obliged. He said he would call when my car was ready and told me his name. Could it be true? Could this be the answer to my only fear about getting married? (I am neurotically attached to my last name. Since a best friend and I share the same first name, I have always been called by my last. I have often wondered: What will people call me if I ever get married and change my name? Will I even know what to answer to?) Well, this grease monkey man had the same last name as mine! I was now convinced it was destiny that had brought us together. I imagined how cute the wedding invitations would be, and I wondered if you could hyphenate your last name if both of them were the same.
So, I conducted my usual reconnaissance: Facebook stalking. I found my surname soul-mate and saw he was "single". So, I "friend requested" him and held my breath. I didn't just leave it there. I went a step further and sent him a message making sure it wasn't weird that I had stalked him on Facebook and friended him.
Nope, I continued on in blind and oblivious bliss. I was ecstatic when he called and we spoke for almost two hours on the phone that night. I thought to myself: This is the first guy I have really liked in a long time. The last twelve, I didn't really know what I was doing. I thought I liked them, but, when they turned out to be douches, it had obviously been temporary insanity on my part for ever being attracted to them in the first place.
Mr. Mechanic called the next day and asked if I would like to hang out that night. Since it was a nice summer evening, he came by my house to have a few drinks on the porch. After a few Bud Light Limes and some just good enough conversation, I was ready to meet the family. Even though he dissed me with the one-armed hug, he still asked me out for the very next night when he left. (Actions speak louder than words!) I woke up the next morning smiling and bouncing around like Miley Cyrus on a stripper pole at the Video Music Awards. He even called that afternoon to confirm our plans for 7:00 p.m. I even blow-dried my hair straight! (If you have seen my curly-like-a-rabbi hair, you will know this was no small task.)
It was ten minutes to the beginning of the rest of my life!
7:15 p.m. I am the most punctual person on the planet. His tardiness was irritating, but I can overlook a few small flaws, right?
8:00 p.m. No mechanic.
8:30. I text him, "guess you didn't want to hang out". Duh! If he wanted to hang out, he would have shown up.
9:30. He butt-dials me! 9:31. I call back, and the butt answers. I overhear a redneck talking about a lawnmower. I call three more times in the next thirty minutes, with no answer.
10:00 p.m. I receive a text that says he just left his friend's baseball game and would be back in thirty minutes, if I still wanted to hang out.
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