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DEDICATION

   
   
I am eternally grateful to CL and BP, otherwise I never would have found out how many amazing and interesting people I have “met” on the Internet and the endless amounts of things there are to talk about.

This book is dedicated to every single one of you.

I have never been so caught off guard or laughed so hard, but most importantly I learned the valuable lesson that snap judgement will blind you from enlightenment.

Don’t ever forget, you have no idea who you are sitting next to at the bar or who is on the other end of that website. Literally. 
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THE ALCOHOL MEMOIRS is collection of true stories, as they were remembered, recounted, and submitted by real people from all over the United States. I have spent thousands of hours compiling, editing, and organizing, but I have only altered them for clarity, grammar, and taste in order to preserve their authenticity.

Otherwise, they are 100 percent true. 

These tales range from tame and slightly innocent to shocking infidelity—the types of secrets that people usually take to their grave. But now they have been given the opportunity to confess anonymously. 

Some of the stories are graphically sexual, and there quite a few people who have stayed in the closet, so to speak, but have had secretive homosexual encounters. The contributors are as normal as your neighbor—the man sitting on the subway next to you, some woman’s husband who stands behind you in line at the grocery store buying an anniversary card for his wife, your child’s best friend’s parents, or even your local politician

This is far from G-rated; it is actually closer to XXX-rated. If you are easily offended or have a weak constitution, please proceed with caution. This is not a recommendation or a glamorization of alcohol, its effects, or its consequences.

In May of 2016, I was finishing a bottle of wine when all of a sudden, I had this fabulous idea. I was thinking of a recent night after a long night of drinking and partying with some friends at a bar and some of the outrageous things I did, and I was feeling borderline ashamed but amused at the same time. 

I decided to try and collect stories from real people about what kind of trouble they had gotten into or crazy things they had done while drinking and what ensued or resulted from their wild nights.

I have had hundreds of drunken, blurry, and black-out nights, where I had to hear about what I did from other people who did remember. Those are always interesting, frequently embarrassing, and yet I continue to get away with my outrageous behavior. Surrounding yourself with friends who understand what black-outs are and commonly start stories with; “Well, I can’t remember anything after we did those 3 shots . . . ” also helps quite a bit.

My stories are hidden amongst the others since it’s not really fair for everyone else to bare their soul and not me. But I tried to keep everyone’s story as anonymous as I could, including mine.

So, I wrote hundreds of ads in every major city in the US on various websites, and then I went out for the night to drink more. I had a great night, but deep down I was so excited to get back home and read all of the emails I was going to get that I actually tried to stay sober enough to drive myself home. I had expected to get a few funny emails and that it was going to take a year or more to get enough stories and to add my own and put a book together.

I had no idea what I was getting into.

When I checked my email my jaw literally dropped. I had gotten over 500 responses in just a few hours! I was mesmerized as I scrolled through the messages. Hundreds of people had sent me their deepest secret drunken confessions. They were graphic, shocking, hilarious and they definitely exceeded my wildest expectations. I swear that there aren’t enough words in the thesaurus to accurately describe them all.

I am not a doctor or a critic, and am not particularly qualified to add commentary to any of these stories, but I am a woman, and a drinker, and, for the most part, open-minded. So, my comments are just what they are, just comments.

   
And so, The Alcohol Memoirs, was born.

   
Enjoy . . . 
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WRONG BED AND OTHER ADVENTURES
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I’m a white male, fifty-three years old, divorced, and fun. I’ve got a couple for you, all sex-related in some way, but all true!

When I was a senior in high school, I was dating a nice redhead named Maureen. Great personality and nice body. Her father worked nights, so her mother, who was also a redhead and very pretty, was home alone most nights.

One Friday night we went out and ended up having way too many drinks at a party. When we got back to her house, I used the bathroom, and before Maureen used the bathroom she said, “Meet me in the bedroom.” Well, guess what happened? I went into the wrong bedroom. I took off all my clothes and got into the bed . . .

I started groping her, and then I heard a loud scream.

I was so confused, I thought it was Maureen who was in the bed with me. Damn! I was in bed with her mother. Lucky for me, her mother was very understanding. But, looking back, I wish I’d screwed her mother. 

Then, about ten years ago, I was dating a woman named Linda, and we had dinner and, yes, a few drinks at the Top of the Hub in the Pru Center. We got on the elevator alone when we left. I hit the stop button about half way down. Then I pulled her dress up, got on my knees, moved her panties to the side, and started licking. 

Her legs were getting weak, so she held onto the rails inside the elevator. After a while, she lay down on the floor. I kept licking Linda, and it wasn’t too long before she had an orgasm. 

She looked at me and said, “Now it’s your turn.”

Then she pulled down my jeans and started stroking and sucking. The elevator was moving again, and we were trying to get dressed. The doors opened, and of course a whole bunch of people were staring at us, half-naked getting off an elevator. I looked at them and said, “Good evening!”

And the two of us walked away not even fully dressed.

Three years ago, I was dating Karen. We went to a nice restaurant, and she laughed when she told me she was not wearing panties under her dress. Just a pair of black thigh -highs. At our booth, a couple of cocktails later, I put my hand on her leg and started massaging it, slowly moving up her leg till I reached a smooth moist area. 

I kept rubbing Karen and eventually slipped a finger in. She tried not to moan too loudly, and then she began to shake a bit and had an orgasm. Before we left to go back my place, I checked out the men’s room, and it was empty. I took Karen in and we did the deed. 

Yes, I had sex with my date in the men’s room. Oh, my God! I’m going to burn in hell…

Well, that’s it for now!

P.S. I’m not dating anyone at the moment . . . would you want to go out sometime?


PAUL, BOSTON, MASSACHUSETTS
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You’re a riot. I appreciate the offer, but the mystery of how our date would go has been pretty much ruined. My mom is pretty hot, and I don’t want you to have any regrets. Misty
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YOUR FRIENDLY POLICE
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I went clubbing one night. Got pretty high. At the end of the evening, a couple of new friends that I had just met told me that they were having a hash party at their house after the club closed. I was invited.

They lived in a small town that I was not familiar with. I had the directions, but I couldn’t find the address. Guess I was higher than I thought. Anyway, while I was driving around looking for the hash party, what did I come across? The town police station. Perfect! They’d be able to help me find this address.

So, I went inside and asked for help finding this address. 

“Oh, no problem,” they said, “just follow us and we’ll show you where it is.” And sure enough, they took me right to the right house. And then they waved goodbye and left. 

   
KEVIN, BOSTON, MASSACHUSETTS
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How great are small town cops? Not only did they “protect and serve,” they took the “high road.” Misty
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LIGHTS OUT
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I’m a female, and here is my story. My girlfriend, we’ll call her Jo Jo, and I were hanging out our local party spot. We got a ride from some guy who decided that he was our “caretaker,” and so he was bound to take us home as well.

He wasn’t anyone that either of us would date and was only marginally someone that we would ever hang out with, but he was nice and respectful, although somewhat annoying and reliable.

Jo Jo and I liked to do shots. A lot of them. In fact, I think we did about twelve shots of straight Captain Morgan in addition to the drinks we drank, which I think were Captain and Diet Cokes. Doubles. In a short glass. So, we were dancing and having a great time; DJ, our “longtime friend” and designated driver, was who knows where.

We liked to use the men’s bathroom, because the women’s room was filthy, flooded, it always had a line, and was basically super disgusting. We used the men’s room, and we were chatting it up, and some weird guys came in and were like, “Bitches, get out of the men’s bathroom,” so we giggled and left. But I was so drunk that I got angry, and I was thinking, how dare they? What kind of shithole is this?

I made some kind of scene that I do not remember, and then I wandered outside. I don’t remember why, but I was so upset that I started crying about who knows what, and I was all by myself in the parking lot.

Apparently, Jo Jo said, “Where’s Jessie?” and some people pointed her outside to the parking lot. Turns out, I was curled up in the back of DJ’s Durango and passed out on top of his speaker box.

So, she did the smart thing. She curled up behind me and we both were lights out. I guess, since this is what I heard, that DJ was driving us home and got pulled over by the local friendly police officers. They opened the back of the SUV, and there were two passed out drunk girls in the trunk. Myself and Jo Jo of course.

The next day, we heard what had happened since we didn’t remember the latter half; the cops were like, “Oh wow, these two again?” and let him go, and we rode back in the trunk. When we woke up, we had no idea what had happened until he told us.


ANONYMOUS, SAN DIEGO
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Talk about a song being stuck in your head! I hope he at least had a good system! Be thankful that you have friends looking out for you, because that could have gone really wrong.    Misty
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LAUNDRY THIEF
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One time, one of my female friends hosted a party at her place. I was not into her, but I liked her roommate. I got slightly drunk, not much, and went to bathroom to pee. I noticed a laundry bucket with an open lid. Next, I saw a pair of panties on the top of all the other dirty clothes.

I was not able to resist, and I dipped my hand inside, grabbed them, and looked at them carefully. I saw a yellow spot on the white cotton and started sniffing it. At this moment, another girl came into bathroom and caught me smelling it.

I realized that I had forgotten to close the bathroom door. She called me a pervert and left. I was blushing, even though slightly drunk.

I was drinking a vodka and cranberry juice cocktail, and at the end of the party, I drank a bit of wine. The girl who had caught me came to me afterwards (she was already tipsy) and asked if I liked the scent. I said yes, it smelled like pee. She laughed and blushed. She was with a boyfriend, so I did not approach her. I did not have sex with any girl that night; when I got home, I masturbated and went to bed.


ANONYMOUS, BOSTON, MASSACHUSETTS
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I never even thought about it, but the next time I have a party, I will make sure the hampers are hidden   Misty





[image: logo]

HUGGING THE 
PORCELAIN THRONE
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Okay, the first time I got drunk I was seventeen. I didn’t know how to drink, so I bought a fifth of the cheapest vodka I could find. Drank it with an even younger friend. I was pressed for time, so I drank the fifth of 80-proof in an hour. I was sick for a week afterwards . . . I hugged the porcelain throne for hours.

I got drunk a few more times until I got to sixty years old. I finally figured out that drinking isn’t fun. The hangover is like torture. I think that it should be the form of advanced interrogation we use on our enemies. Get them very drunk. Let them suffer with loud disco music, and bright disco lights.

 
PAUL, SAN DIEGO, CALIFORNIA
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You give the term “getting lucky” a whole new meaning.   Misty
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LOST IN L.A.
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I was visiting LA with a friend. Sunday fun-day, all day. We get so shitfaced at a bar that we started slapping each other. I got kicked out, and in the process, I lost my friend. They kicked him out the back. 

Well, we had ridden our bikes two miles to this bar, and I had no idea where I was or where his house was (only that it was off of Trevor Lane), and my phone was dead. Didn’t know his number by memory. 

So, I stumble to a cop in a Tahoe and try to convince him to drop me off by Trevor Lane. He said he would, so I put my bike in his back seat and hopped in the front. I really thought he might just be taking me to jail, but no, he dropped me off where I asked him to. He asked if I was going to make it home okay, and I reassured him that I would.

I was wrong.

I jumped and stumbled onto my bike and rode off. I rode around for thirty minutes looking for the street. Still couldn’t find it. Eventually, I fell off my bike, got angry, and threw it into somebody’s yard. Then I passed out on the sidewalk.

At about five in the morning, somebody woke me up asking me if I was okay. I was fine. I asked them where Trevor Lane was and they looked at me and pointed to my right. I was literally a block away from the house.


JEREMY, SAN DIEGO, CALIFORNIA
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Drinking, driving, and following directions are always an incredibly confusing combination.    Misty
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YAK
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I took a girl out on a date, and we got back to my house, and I was way too drunk to fuck, but she was drunk enough to fuck me silly. Well, I started to eat her out and puked all over her legs and stomach, and then I passed out. The next day, she left and told her friend, and they called me yak for a month.

She likes to party. I don’t really drink, but I was trying to keep up. Shots of whiskey and beers. 

I knew her for a while, and we were flirting for a while, and then went out for that fuckin’ disaster. I still have a bunch of pics of her—she was really hot. I fucked her a few times after that happened. But she never let me live it down. She said my dick made up for it. 

   
SCOTT, BIRMINGHAM, ALABAMA
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If she did give you another chance, I hope you were able to keep everything down the next time you went “down.”    Misty
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BEACH STREET
 DRINKING CLUB

[image: logo]




Between 1995 and 2006, I ran with an incredibly dumb, happy, funny, exceptionally diverse batch of rejects. We all grew up in Santa Cruz, California, and somehow, instead of being introverts or having low self-esteem from the lack of interest of our peers, we banded together and painted the town red. We ranged from eleven to sixteen when we started drinking, and spent most of our days on Beach Street and Cowel’s, harassing the tourists. 

Our parents were old hippies—divorced, checked out, dead, on drugs, or a combo of all of those. Some were loving and tried, but they were usually overworked, unemployed, and broke.

We relied on each other, and while some would feel sorry that our parents might not have cared about us at all, we were happy to have full freedom, and we became incredibly resourceful and community-oriented. The only requirements to hang out was to have an incredibly sick sense of humor, loyalty to one another, be yourself, and never snitch. 

Rich kids wouldn’t last long, as they didn’t understand what it was like to be hungry, and weren’t compelled to share. They would try too hard, and they just felt fake, and their parents cared, so if they hung out long enough, the parents would try to meddle and jeopardize our only perk as latch-key children. For some reason, no one liked us before we met, but when they saw the tears from laughter and heard our shenanigans, they suddenly wanted to be a part of it. 

At some point, about two to three years after I met the boys, we were named the Beach Street Crew. We heard it and laughed. So, we adopted it and modified it to the Beach Street Drinking Club, and while we didn’t put much into it, other kids wanted to join our club and asked to go through initiation. There was no initiation, but we never missed an opportunity to laugh, so for a short time, we had kids drinking 40s out of condoms and all sorts of dumb shit, just to laugh at them and tell them that we don’t hang out with people that try that hard. Usually, the kids that told us to fuck off became friends. But rarely were new people a long-term, consistent part of the group. 

We were really close, and with the world against us, we were impenetrable. We weren’t thieves or liars, and we had huge hearts, but by the time we were eighteen, every cop knew us by name. I was one of five females that survived—if you hung with the boys, you either fucked them or fed them. I chose the latter and watched so many clingy girls get passed around and left in the dust. They would walk them home safely, but they weren’t interested in relationships. 

When we were bored, we had the most fun. The ideas became creative, and we would become “men of science.” While most people would think things through, my friends would need to answer questions with demonstration. Those are stories for another time. 

We were also clever. We would use skates to dig ten-foot trenches across the beach, so that if the cops or rangers drove up, they would nose dive and get stuck, which gave us enough time to run up the rocks. They got smart and started sneaking up on us in foot, so when we were caught, we told them that it was Bobby Hopkins and where he went. Bobby Hopkins bought the booze, Bobby Hopkins broke that window and ran that way. 

There was no Bobby Hopkins, and for years they looked for him. We even got him magazine subscriptions and utility bills. I’d feel bad if there ever were a real Bobby Hopkins. That became a term of endearment for our homeless friends and the trolls under the bridge. The university students and the dot-commers took over our town, and in the summer the tourists joined in. So, as locals, our only allies that didn’t screw us out of our homes were the homeless. 

We gave them money to buy us alcohol and gave them beers and listened to their schizophrenic stories and cracked up with them. They loved us for our kindness, and we loved that they could buy beer. 

The boys were all different and into a wide variety of things. Guns were one of them. No one ever shot anyone except with BB and pellet guns, and we weren’t gang violence supporters—we actually made fun of how dumb that was, but because of our parent’s hippie hatred against weapons, we all went and bought our own as soon as we were able. 

My friend Jessi had gotten a new gun, and he had his brother and their two girlfriends over one night at his dad’s house in Milpitas. They were barbecuing and they were smashed. Jessi brought out the gun to show it, and to demonstrate the power, fired a round into a dirt mound, and then went inside afterwards and hung out. 

A neighbor called the cops, and they sent a car over to check on what was going. Being super smart, my friends turned the lights off and pretended to be asleep, thinking they would just go away. Because they were hammered, pretend sleep turned into passed out, and around six a.m. (I think . . . it’s been a while), they woke up to flash bombs and freaked out. They looked outside to find the SWAT team, spectators, news trucks, and tons of cops. They immediately surrendered to find that the SWAT team had evacuated the neighborhood, had them surrounded, and had been negotiating with them for the past eight hours. SWAT had been planning on breaking in to save the hostage, starting with the flash bombs. 

We all sat at home watching the news on repeat, cracking up laughing as we watched Jessi Travis, and the girls get escorted out to the wagon with the dumbest, most confused look on their faces. They had literally just woken up and were the biggest news story of the night. 

Once the police found out that it was a complete accident and they had just wasted hours and money on four drunk teenagers and one round, they dropped charges as they didn’t want to have any more publicity on the issue. 

Jessi and Travis are notorious for their incarcerations. They are literally the sweetest, most honest guys I have ever met. They would walk old ladies across the street, remember birthdays, and have little girls paint their nails, but they have the wrong place, wrong time curse. 

My friend Jeff got beat up for mouthing off to someone at a bar and got knocked out. They guy ran away, and right as Travis was trying to pick up bloody and unconscious Jeff to get him home, the cops show up. They tell him to put his hands up, and because he was forced to choose between dropping his friend on the cement and complying, that few moments was all it took to get resisting arrest, and with Jeff unable to explain, the cops did not buy the “I didn’t do it” line. 

Their mom lived on a boat, and when Travis was younger, he was on an ankle monitor, and their “home” was anchored right off the wharf. He was able to paddle almost to the shore without it going off, so we would chuck him beers and hang out with him, shouting our jokes and teasing from thirty feet away. 

Every year for his birthday, with few exceptions, he got a free hotel room. Casa de Drunk Tank. It was unavoidable. He said that Halloween and New Year’s were his favorites, as the drunk tank gave him time to reunite with friends from junior high and high school. Of all the habitual jailbirds, Travis deserves it the least. 

His problem was that he looked the spitting image of your stereotypical skinhead. He wasn’t, but that was your first thought. He was also very, very loud and passionate, and used his arms to flail around wildly. Drinking only made this worse. So, if a cop saw him, they saw trouble.

At one point, some kids wanted to be a rival gang and came and asked what we claimed. We asked what the hell that meant. They said they needed to know what we banged. Paul said, “Chicks, dude.” They asked again. Drew looked up and said, “Apple side.” They said they never heard of that before and he said, “You have never heard of apple cider?” and they walked off. 

While all thirty of us hung out consistently, not all of us liked each other. But if you were being a Sally, you would get ditched, so we got along for the sake of the group. Most of the time it worked, but with booze, things get exaggerated. Pat Brown, aka Pathological Pat or Drunk Pat, was an ass. He was one of those people who would drink one beer and then act like he was tanked. We all knew this, but instead of telling him, we went along with it. He was known for being a big faker, and he used beer to get attention, so we gave it to him. 

He would ride in the trunk, and we would go out of our way to find speed bumps. We found a baby buggy and forced him to cram in as we pushed him down the hill. He flew so fast that sparks were coming off the back as it ran through the intersection and into the 7-Eleven parking lot where my friend worked and flipped over, and because Pat didn’t like me, he yelled at me the most. 

I was just a bystander on that one, but he had already decided that he hated me. One night, he was screaming in mine and Valery’s faces and went to cock back his arm like he was going to hit us, but before he had swung all the way back, my friend Yoshi knocked him out, and his jaw was wired shit for six weeks. Somehow, he decided that it was my fault. 

After five years of his shit-talking about me, pissing in my living room, and barfing in my car, I was presented with an opportunity for revenge. 

One morning, after a few months of the absence of Pat, Paul and I had a conversation over breakfast about how funny it would be to tattoo a dick on someone who was passed out. I had purchased a tattoo gun and was laughing along with him, but I stated that it would actually be really fucked up. 

I had sewn someone to a couch one time, packed dog treats like a sip of chew, and dyed a friend’s dick and balls blue to give them “blue balls,” which transferred all over their face from playing with themselves in their sleep, but obviously permanent would be different. Paul then thought for a minute and said, “Well, if it was Pat?” 

I agreed that, yeah, if anyone deserves it, he would be the one, and not even twenty minutes later, out of the blue, Drunk Pat came over to our house and asked for a tattoo. 

Paul’s eyes lit up with a sparkle of true evil genius, and I knew that no matter what I said, he was going to make sure I did his dirty work. 

Word had gotten out, and a few people came over to see was going to happen. Pat’s best friend handed me sixty bucks and said, “Now you can’t back out,” so we came up with a plan, and I told Pat that if you don’t look, it doesn’t hurt as bad. 

The people there took turns distracting him and made sure he wasn’t watching, and I blasted him as fast as I could, but by the time I got the third ball hair done, he decided to look down, and I can’t even describe his face. It went from extreme happiness and excitement to complete shock and then anger. Then all of a sudden, he got up and started screaming while I curled into a ball, laughing so hard I couldn’t stop, and I wouldn’t have been able to defend myself anyways. It was so funny that I was crying, and the ten other people who were laughing held him back as he screamed at me. 

After twenty minutes where his best friend admitted that he had paid me to do it, Pat finally calmed down. He loved attention and realized that it wasn’t that bad, because everyone wanted to know about Pat’s dick knee tattoo. 

He actually let me finish it and had me write something about a blowjob around it and he still has it to this day. Coincidentally, after that, he realized that he kind of deserved it, and the two of us became friends. 

It didn’t matter what day it was or what occasion had brought us out and about while looking for some fun. All it took for one of my favorite nights was a simple opportunity to be crazy. There were eight of us, and we were down at the cove, and because of Hobo Joe and his guilt trip, we ran out of beer about ten minutes ahead of our reinforcements and had to walk all the way back to the store. It was two football fields to the liquor store, and halfway there, we saw about eighty people walk onto the beach. There was this one guy up in the front with a video camera; it was forty-something fully dressed co-eds and forty men in tighty-whities. Turns out, it was the UCSC swim-team initiation. 

We were confused, so we slowed to see what was happening. The forty men in their chonies immediately saluted the camera, and then dropped down to nothing and ran into the freezing ocean. 

In a split-second I heard “Go get ‘em!” and without thinking, we ran and grabbed all the underwear and ran towards the curb as two do-gooders and the cameraman chased us. The rest of the people watching just laughed. We stashed the undies in some bushes and made it back to watch, right in time to see the forty macho men, with cold appendages, come out of the water and look around for their underwear. As soon as it dawned on them what had happened, we were rolling on the ground howling with laughter. 

They came up to us with their hands covering themselves and told us it wasn’t funny, and all we could do was laugh. When they told us to give them back or else, my friend yelled, “Are ya gonna beat us all up with one hand?” And they realized that they would be going home naked that year. 

They went to be initiated, and for that year, UCSC got the best initiation ever. Had we been one minute off, that would have never happened. 

When Yoshi brought home a dart gun, competition started over who could take a shot in the gnarliest place. I made them sterilize the darts, as my boys were dirty little whores, and put bleach in a cup to be safe. When it was my turn to take it in my butt, Yoshi pulled the trigger just as my dad walked in. I ran to bathroom and hid, because that seemed like the best idea, and I heard “Oh hi, Roger, yeah, I guess we’re dumber than you thought.” And my dad said, “Well, you’re sanitizing them, so you’re smarter than I thought.” My poor parents. 

We enjoyed life to the fullest, and at that point of my life, these stories were only a handful of millions of good times.

Unfortunately, alcohol is a depressant, and one of our friends, at twenty-five years old, decided he didn’t want to live any longer. He went home and committed suicide. I don’t think he realized that he was actually the glue that held us all together, because after he passed, we were all still friends and we all still hung out, but in groups of two or three, and the magic of that time was lost. We all drank less, and while the love is still there, and we still have good times, life got a little more serious and we had to grow up.

I don’t think there will ever be a group that was that close. We slept together, sharing the few blankets, and kept each other fed and sheltered. Shared our last penny, as all of our money was all of ours. I am so thankful for that time in my life. While this might be a very long email, this is just a fraction of the good times. If you want to know more of our adventures I have a million stories and would love to have one or two of those memories archived. Even the bad times, with the exception of losing our dear departed friend, Michael (who we called Sgt. Stank), were great. 

I hope this was somewhat enjoyable at the very least. I can picture it happening and crack up. My fingers are tired, and I’m sure you are ready for your next person’s story, but thank you for the opportunity to share my memories. I hope you have a great night. As an artist, I understand how fun it is to get inspiration, and I wish you all the best luck with your book. 

   
STEPHANIE, SAN DIEGO, CALIFORNIA
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Stephanie, you have some great stories and you are a fabulous writer. You should be doing your own book. Good luck in your future adventures and thank you!   Misty
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COSPLAY
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Two years ago, a friend and I were at San Diego Comic Con. My buddy and I left the showroom floor, and we were parched. We stopped by one of my favorite watering holes, I bought one pitcher, and the bartender somehow made a mistake with the pitcher so she gave us a second one. 

So, my buddy and I drank a pitcher each and left. We walked in what felt like 100-degree weather until we saw another bar full of cos-players. My friend told me he wanted to get out of the sun, so we go in. (Now, just to give you an idea, my friend is pudgy and bearded with glasses.) We ordered a pitcher and the bartender asked if my friend was cosplaying a budget Chewbacca. 

When she said that, I nearly died of laughter. My buddy and I drank the pitcher and headed on our merry way (slightly buzzed at this point). We walked for a block, and then I wanted to get out of the sun.

We got into an Irish pub. I ordered a pitcher and so did he. We sat and drank, and I was asked who my friend was cosplaying, to which I replied he was not. The person asking me felt so bad that he bought us both vodka Red Bulls. (By this point, I’m a bit drunk and my friend is plastered.) We left, and the sun had gone down by this point, so we walked a few blocks and stopped by a bar with good music, where we bought some more pitchers and drank. 

By this point, I was really drunk. A group of four sailors from the US Navy came into the bar and sat next to my friend and me. I was so drunk that I swore they were in a group cosplay, so I asked them about is as if they were cosplayers.

They looked at me and just had this complete look of confusion on their faces. They bought us some more pitchers and asked us if we wanted to party. To which we responded that we already were. The commanding officer said, “No, do you want to ‘party’?” and pulled out a baggy of coke. My friend and I were like, holy fuck!

He was down, but I wasn’t. I finished the pitcher and don’t remember anything after that. 

The next morning, both my friend and I woke up in his trashed hotel room, with lipstick smeared all over us in our boxers, and I have no idea what the hell happened. 

I’m not sure how to rate that, but I hope you enjoy it.

   
RUDY, LOS ANGELES, CALIFORNIA
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I have to be honest, I have a totally different perspective of Comic-Con now! Misty
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CHEERS AND BEERS
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My best friend and I went out with another girlfriend to this super-duper-dive bar in some little town outside of San Diego. It was kind of white trash, with a whole bunch of drunken troublemakers, but it was fun and something to do.

Let’s call it Cheers and Beers. That tells you right off the bat that it sucked, and they should have paid us to go there, instead of the other way around.

It was karaoke night. The owner was this hideously ugly, old, really mean, and weird-looking short lady, who insisted on singing all night long and not letting anyone else have a chance. And everyone was always around her while she sang with her horrible crackly voice, praising her to try and kiss ass for some drinks. Drinks were like ten dollars each, and that is outrageous—even if we were downtown, it would’ve been more reasonable with a better crowd.

Anyway, it was my best friend Bren’s birthday, and he wasn’t a huge drinker, so I was determined to get him wasted. I must’ve ordered a hundred shots for everyone else in the bar as well as us. He was hammered. We had no way home, and everyone else was drunk too, so I decided to get us a ride home by hitchhiking on the main drag outside the bar. Remember, this is kind of a small town. My girlfriend Shana is black, and this was kind of a down-home redneck kind of area, and we had a drunk, tattooed birthday boy with us, so standing out in the middle of the road, all of us, was probably not going to work.

So I stood out on the road by myself at two a.m. in some kind of slutty hooker outfit, and thumbed it up. An eighteen-wheeler pulled up, and the guy was like, “Hey pretty lady, do you need a ride?”

I said yes, and so do my friends, and that’s when Bren and Shana jumped out of the bushes and he had to give us all a ride. It was interesting to say the least. The four of us in the front cab of an eighteen-wheeler, and a guy who thought it was just going to be me and him.

When we got home, Bren asked me if I had any pills, and I was like, “Yeah, I have prescriptions for Valium, Xanax, and Soma.” I gave him a handful and went to bed. Shana and I passed out in my room, and we thought Bren had passed out downstairs in the living room.

She woke me up super early, like nine, and was like, “Jessie, where’s my purse?” We looked all over for it, and there was no purse; also, Bren was asleep on the couch downstairs, and we couldn’t figure out what went wrong.

A few minutes later, the doorbell rang, and of course, hung-over and giddy, we answered, and there was a sheriff at the door, with her purse. He told us that her family was really worried because they had found the purse about seven hundred feet away, in my neighbor’s driveway, as she was taking her daughter to dance class. The neighbor saw a drunken, tattooed guy in her yard, laying down in the grass, passed out with a purse and a gun.

She told him that she thought he was one of my roommates and showed him where I lived out. Five houses down. Tract neighborhood, very upper-middle class and white bread, vanilla lifestyle. Then he handed me the purse and asked me where my roommate was, and I was thinking, what roommate? And what gun?

He didn’t say much but told my girlfriend that she should call her family because all they knew was that she, an African-American girl, was hanging out the night before at Cheers and Beers, which was kind of known for hate crimes and white crazy stuff. She had been there the night before by her sales receipt, and her purse—and she—were missing. Very interesting phone calls ensued.

So, then we were so mad at Bren, and couldn’t figure out how he got back to my couch after passing out in my neighbor’s yard with a gun and her purse, so we let my sixty-pound half-grown mastiff puppies in, and they jumped all over him while he was “asleep” on the couch, and he was groaning and moaning in his drunken stupor, or so I thought. I tried to cover him with a blanket that had fallen around the bottom of the couch, and low and behold—a gun! I was so mad. I yelled and screamed, and Shana left, and I went upstairs back to bed. I heard someone yelling that Bren needed to go to the hospital later at some point, but I ignored them.

Turns out, that yes, he had wandered off drunk with her purse and with a gun that he had gotten from someone at the bar—tells you something about that bar, right? My neighbor found him passed out at like eight a.m. in her front yard and called the police. They escorted him “home,” and then came back later to tell us they had Shana’s purse after they called her contacts in her phone.

Her family was so worried, when she called, they were like, “OMG, there are hate crimes at that bar, we thought you were dead!” Turns out, Bren had suffered a broken collarbone in his fall in my neighbor’s yard, and needed knee surgery, and had a fractured tibia and who knows what else. He called me from the hospital later that evening and asked me what happened because he didn’t remember a thing. All I remembered were the cops and the gun. It was quite a night. Turns out, Bren took all the pills I gave him that same night and didn’t remember a thing or feel anything from his three broken bones and a fracture.

I will never forget it.

   
KERIN, SAN DIEGO, CALIFORNIA
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My personal advice is to tell your friends to keep better track of their purses. Guns and drugs are a tricky combo. P.S. Do you have any pills?     Misty 
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HAIRY SITUATION
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This one time when I was in high school, age seventeen, my best friend and I decided to do what we have always done: get some beer, and try to get our things wet. Well, we got the beer and called up some ladies. Things went well, and we picked them up. 

We took them to our buddy’s house and proceeded to have ourselves a nice little get-together, with me, him, two ladies, and two other guys. Basically, a lovely sausage fest, but everyone was inebriated, so it was cool. 

The night went on, and my best friend took one of the ladies upstairs to do the deed. Some more time passed. I was completely hammered, and the other chick wasn’t feeling it because there were three dudes trying to get at it. At this point, they dared me to go bust in on them and see what was going on, so I did.

But when it came time to check on them, I stripped down naked and burst through the door saying, “Let me run through!”

What I saw, I will never forget. She was bent over a dresser, and he was behind her, doggy-style and mid-swig on a beer. He just laughed, but she was screaming to get out, get out! 

That’s just the normal part, but what got my attention was the green bottle by her ankles. I didn’t ask any questions because she clearly wasn’t going to let me get at it too. Well, I got dressed and returned downstairs to meet my friends, who were laughing hysterically because they saw/heard the entire thing go down. Then my best friend and his “date” came down, we ended the party, and everyone cleared out. 

We went back to his grandma’s house, because that was where he lived at the time, and passed out. Well, the next morning I was abruptly awoken by him saying, “Hey man, check out my pubes! They are standing straight up!”

I was like, “What the fuck, how did you manage that?” 

And his response was, “Well, you know how I was banging that chick last night? I went to the bathroom to find some lube but couldn’t find like lotion or Vaseline . . . instead I found a bottle of hair gel and used it as lube as I fucked her in the ass!” 

Looking back on it now, it did kind of smell funky when I went in there! 

The end!

   
JEFF, HOUSTON, TEXAS
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Personally, I laughed my ass off when I read your story, but I am not sure that the girl did. She was probably still trying to get the hair gel out of her butt.      Misty 
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DRUNKEN HIJINKS
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First story: I was in high school, probably seventeen or eighteen years old, and a group of us (eight, give or take) camped at my friend’s place up in the woods, just under a mile from his house.

The night was normal. We partied a little, enjoyed the fire, and tossed some cans of Axe in the fire, which caused a surprisingly large explosion. About a thirty-foot diameter explosion. Then we tossed some logs from the fire and embers all over; we had to stamp them out for a while to avoid any fire hazards. The morning after, I was lying on my back, resting and enjoying the sky. A few of my friends approached me with a rope with a pre-tied loop on the end of it.

“Quals . . .” they said as they approached me. I instantly knew what they wanted, and soon I had a loop around my wrist and the other end tied to the back of a jeep. I gave myself about ten feet of slack and held on as the jeep pulled me on the ground, down a dirt path with small stumps but mostly just dirt and small roots.

I rolled around a bit to avoid getting gashed by the stumps, and the ride was over pretty quick. My friend stopped when he reached a rock wall. I then walked down the hill to the house to take the most painful shower ever. The coldest water still burned. I had friction burns on my arms back legs etc. I was mostly okay, though, and didn’t spend any time in the hospital or miss any school that week.

Second story: Post high-school, early twenties. My friend joined the Air Force, and for his going-away party, a friend of ours and myself put up about two thousand dollars and got a limo for the night. We rented an area of Jillian’s in Worcester, a pool bar with an arcade and restaurant inside.

So, everything is a surprise. My buddy had no idea we were doing anything. He thought we are just hanging out at my friend’s house for the night. First, we just played some beer pong at our friend’s house for a while to let him think that, and then the limo showed up, and he was so happy, he flipped out! We stocked the limo with drinks and headed to Jillian’s, and thirteen people showed up.

There were three party platters of food, two pong tables just for our group, and an open bar, game cards for everyone, and a pool table. After a few rounds of pong, arcades, shots, drinks, and some pool, we started dancing. They play music, and there is a small stage and tiny dance floor there.

We were goofing around and being silly, drunk folk having fun. At the end of the night, we spent the last of our money on the tip for the waitress and headed back to the limo. On the limo ride home, my buddy, who we threw the party for, decided that just he and I had to finish a one-liter bottle of whiskey. And that’s after all the drinking we had already done. At this point, I started to black out, because I do not remember the rest of the limo ride home. However, I have a fuzzy memory of arriving home. 

Someone had thrown up in the limo, and I was talking to the limo driver for quite a while. I was told after the fact about the puke incident and how he did not want to have to deal with it. 

Then my memory faded and didn’t come back that night. The morning after, I woke up alone at my friend’s house, confused and disoriented, wondering where everyone was and where I was.

And then I just kind of wandered around the house for a bit before relaxing and getting my wits back. During this time, I realized that I was not wearing my own pants; I had started the night with slacks on, and was now wearing jeans that were just a little too short for me. Now I was really confused, because I had no idea why I was wearing another man’s pants. 

Alone in the house, I decided to go home change and shower. I later learned from everyone else’s version of that night after my black-out that I had, in fact, been urinated on by my buddy, the one we threw the party for. I was too drunk to retaliate or care; the pants I was wearing were from my friend, who felt bad about me being in pee pants and he gave me his. I guess my buddy tried to pee on me a second time that night, but his bladder was already empty. Lucky me . . . 

   
QUALS, BOSTON, MASSACHUSETTS
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You and your friends sound like a lot of fun! Next time, make sure you’ve got your pants on tight, wear a belt, and keep on trucking!    Misty 
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LOST IN LA
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One time I got so drunk I got lost in LA, walking around in circles looking to get back home. I thought I was going the right way, but after forty-five minutes, I realized that I kept seeing the same street over and over. I decided to stop and sober up and lay down on a concrete wall.

To my surprise, I fell asleep, and a landscaping guy woke me up with his blower. So, I stood up and starting walking, with no money, plenty of shame, and the heat of the sun pressing down on me. It was making me want another beer . . . or water.

But I kept walking until I found the metro station, for which I had no fare, and then got stopped and got a ticket for not having one! 

I finally got home, tired and dehydrated, but I posted a new adventure to my life!

   
ALEX,  LOS ANGELES, CALIFORNIA
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It’s very important to keep hydrated so you need to thoroughly flush your body with alcohol.     Misty 
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CHIPS
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My friend and his extended family get cabins on the beach of Lake Erie for one week every year. When I turned nineteen, he invited me and some friends to come along. It’s basically a drinking fest, and at the time, the legal age was nineteen. Well, after an entire day of indulging myself, I finally passed out on the beach. Someone was kind enough to throw a blanket on me, and I was out cold. But from my drunken coma, I woke up to a bag of potato chips being opened. 

My head popped up instantly and I asked, “Are those Lay’s classic potato chips?” For reasons I will never know, that sound instantly sparked me to remember seeing them on top of the fridge. 

Anyway, astonished and also wasted, my friend went, “Actually, they are!”

So I asked if I could have some, and then I passed out before actually receiving any. What they ended up doing was covering me in potato chips. I woke up in the cabin the next morning, not knowing how I got there, and my friend’s dad asked me what happened. I was so confused and asked him what he meant. 

He said, “You came in and yelled ‘fucking birds’ and passed out.” I had welts all over my arms and back from seagulls eating chips off me.

   
HENRY, INDIANAPOLIS, INDIANA
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Do you ever feel a little twinge of pain when you go to the store and see a bag of Lay’s? Like they say, “I bet you can’t eat just one!” Misty 
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LAW AND DISORDER
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Last year, I got shit-faced in Arkansas. I got punched in the face by my roommate because I dared him to get even from the week earlier. Then later that night I woke up standing in a stranger’s house with a shotgun pointed at my face. I got knocked down when some dude cracks me in the eye with the butt of the gun. Then I was in the back of a cop car . . . When I woke up again, I was fully clothed in a jail shower, with five cops yelling at me, “Take off your fucking clothes!”

My drunk ass thought a good response would be, “How many fully-grown men does it take to watch another man shower?”—so I said it as loud as I could. So, after a can of mace and a five-man beat-down I was still such a mess that I wouldn’t stop heckling the cops for a blanket. This landed me strapped to a wheelchair in some unused rec room where I sat alone for half an hour figuring out how I could further spite my captors. I managed to slip a foot out of one of the straps and started kicking my way backwards in the chair.

When I look back, beaten by five people, shotgun butt marks from my forehead to my mouth, eyes burning from mace, strapped to a chair, kicking myself in circles backwards with my loose foot, and all while shouting and laughing in drunken hysteria, it was at this point that I was the most fucked-up I’d ever been in my life.

   
CHRISTIAN, SAN DIEGO, CALIFORNIA
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The important thing is that you realized that you had reached your limits, you made it to the top of the mountain, and you had a great view of how you got up there. Now you can just go for a lively hike every so often just for fun, and still be able to tell everyone else that you have already been there, and done that.    Misty
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SOUTH OF 
THE BORDER
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I’ll start with this. Years ago, I used to go down to Ensenada a lot with my friends. We’re down there at Hussong’s Cantina—I’m going to assume you know the place—and drinking beer and eating fish tacos. The whole place is full of rowdy people who are drunk or at least halfway there and yelling and just being wild. 

My friends and I are sitting at a table slugging down cold bottles of Hussong’s beer when this guy comes up and starts talking to us, babbling, on and on. We humor him for a while and then decide to go down the street to get something to eat. He follows us down the street so we figure, okay, we’ll take him with us.

Side story: Another time at Hussong’s, friends and I are drinking at a table and this girl at the bar jumps up on the counter, pulls her skirt up and panties off, points at me and yells out, “I want him!”

She leaps off the bar onto me, grabs me, and we start passionately making out on the table as it crashes to the floor with about one hundred people yelling “yeah, yeah, yeah, yeah” and cheering us on. 

Total insanity. Unfortunately, some hot making out was as far as it got, but I wasn’t complaining.

Back to the story, we go into this place with him in tow and sit down to order. Our tag-along is blitzed drunk. Suddenly he jumps up, runs over to where mamasita is cooking tortillas, grabs half-cooked tortillas off the grill and starts stuffing them in his mouth and spitting on people as he runs back to our table. 

He plops down next to me, mouth crammed and dripping with gooey tortillas as he babbles about something. I just stare in shock at this pendejo dumbshit, and tell him: “Hey look, you’d better stop doing that or they’re gonna call the cops.”

He spits half-chewed tortillas in my face and yells, “I am a fucking cop from LA, so fuck you!” 

Now, I am normally pretty amiable and friendly to everybody, but that day something just snapped inside of my head. I grab him by the neck and the seat of his pants—I’m six feet four and big—and then drag him over the front door of the place, kick it open, and throw him out into the street.

Meanwhile the whole place claps and cheers, yelling, “Pinche gringo estupido, cabron pendejo” and stuff like that. 

Shit-for-Brains out in the street jumps up and charges the huge glass front door. Moving to the side, I calmly close it just as he charges through, shattering the glass all over the floor while people are eating, and he flops onto the floor, out cold. 

Real John Wayne stuff, huh? 

I go back to our table, hand my wallet, keys, money, everything to my friends and plead, “Don’t leave me here when the cops show up to haul both of us in, just get me out.”

Sure enough, sirens wailing they screech up, about ten cops jump out, grab glass-crasher, drag him out to their car handcuffed, and off he goes to the Graybar motel. I look at the cops, they look back at me while all these people are pointing at me, and they start to walk over.

I stand up and put my hands out, ready to get cuffed. A cop reaches over, grabs my hand, and starts shaking it while saying, “Sorry for the problema, señor, some gringos can’t handle their cerveza,” and turns and walks away.

I stand there, mouth hanging open in disbelief as all these people come over and pat me on the back and thank me for getting rid of pendejo problema. Heart attack delayed, I sit down and look over at my friends dumbfounded faces and calmly smile. “Hey, just another day at Hussong’s!”

I have another for you, but it’s kinda X-rated so I thought I would start with this mild one first!

Here’s another Mexican adventure.

One day in about ‘84 or ‘85, I suddenly said to myself, I want to go to Guaymas (a Mexico seaport town on the mainland side of the Sea of Cortez known for incredible seafood, especially shrimp).

I call my best friend and fellow seafood lover and he tells me, “Okay, let’s do it.” But we don’t go want to go by ourselves so we call up my girlfriend, Maggie, and her roommate, JuJubee, and say, “Go with us.” To our shock, they agree.

I had a little Isuzu pickup truck. We put mattresses in the back, the girls put their stuff in the back, climb in, and off we go. Back then, it was legal to ride in the back. We get to just before El Centro, and sure enough red lights and sirens appear behind us. We get pulled over by the CHP. 

A young cop walks up and says, “You were doing about ninety. I barely caught you.” He walks over to the truck and pulls back a big blanket the girls had over them and smiles.

“What do ya got in here? A couple of bodies?”

 The girls squealed, “Hi there!”

He laughs and walks over to me and looks down by the door and grabs a baseball bat I brought along for protection. 

“What’s this puppy for?” He grins and grabs the bat. “This ain’t even strong, it wouldn’t do shit.” We laugh. 

As he walks back along the truck, he starts looking at me kinda intense and I’m getting nervous, when suddenly he blurts out, “Hey, man, are you from Santa Cruz?”

I gasp, crack up laughing, and reply, “Yeah dude, how did you know that?” 

Smiling he says, “I know you. You went to Harbor High School and played soccer, didn’t you? And you have a brother who went to Marello High School.”

Completely blown away by this, we start yakking away, and he tells me how he just got out of the highway patrol academy about two years ago. 

He said, “Yeah, I wanted to go to San Diego, but they stuck me out in this shithole!” 

Needless to say, no ticket, we give each other our phone numbers and plan to go out for a beer when we come back. In a state with about twenty-five million people in it at the time, what is the chance of that happening? He actually escorts us to the Arizona line, and we wave goodbye and continue the trip. 

We arrive in Guaymas. 

We stay in this old classic hotel built with timbers and railroad ties salvaged from the railroad tracks that went from Nogales to Hermosillo, Mexico. We gorge on the most incredible seafood meals I’ve ever eaten in my life. Huge shrimp, plump and juicy right from the sea that day, lobsters smothered in melted butter, perfect filets of sea bass, thresher shark, rock cod, delectable scallops, clams, crabs, oysters, pulpitos (little octopus), abalone, and every other magical gift from the sea.

Icy cold cerveza, stinging shots of tequila, coco locos (half coconut shells filled with every liquor ever made south of the border), fresh fruit and ice cream, and pastries, etc.

We savored every bite, drink, and moment! 

And then to top it off, sex, sex, and more sex. Sex in the morning, sex in the afternoon, sex on the beach, on the balcony, in the shower, on the floor before we even made it to bed, in the desert, on a secluded corner in the town, on the wall of the cantina, everywhere! We totally redefined the meaning of the term “fucking” on that trip! Finally, it was time to go home, but we weren’t out of raging, wet desires yet! With a longing, wistful, youthful, and almost sad gaze at each other and the hotel, we departed Guaymas.

Two sore, hung-over couples collectively thinking of an intensely pleasurable and emotional experience of a lifetime fading in the distance as we drive away. Maggie and I are in the back on the mattress holding each other, and Angelo and JuJubee are in the cab driving. 

It doesn’t take long for desire to start again. We decide to leave Mexico in a flaming fucking marathon that would make history all the way to the border!

Shorts and tee shirts didn’t stay on long! Our bodies are snug against each other. We’re brown, beach-toned, smooth from lotion, and a little drunk. My hands start exploring. Slowly, a caress along her neck, across her pouting lips and tongue and back into mine. I slide it across her chest. Her body is so young, tight, brown—a little less than an hourglass figure. A cute, giddy, girlish, and shy but willing personality. 

My dream traveling lover. I flick her nipples first with my finger, then with my tongue, circling each nipple with a savoring lick and nibble. My tongue slides down her chest across her stomach. She quivers slightly, and I keep sliding down. 

My hands are caressing her ass, rubbing up and down, pulling her close and up and then down as my tongue reaches her, nibbling, thrusting, circling, pulling her ass cheeks up and down, up and down. Deep oral penetration. She’s softly moaning and grinding against my tongue. We are sliding our bodies along in unison. She cums the first time in a hushed moan. Her wetness is all over my face. 

The look on her face is one of glazed eyes and want. She’s rubbing up and down with our combined liquid love. I direct my tongue back up her chest while she pulls me into her, sliding deeper and a little deeper each time, prolonging the pleasure to the exact moment. I slide in and out in perfect unison with her movements. The moans get louder and sharper. They’re now more of an animal scream. She is reaching orgasmic nirvana. 

She’s losing control of all inhibitions. Wet, sliding, screaming fucking! Hard but passionate! Our bodies tingling with spine-shuddering thrill reaching for that glass-shattering fucking peak of pleasure beyond words to describe. I roll over and she is on top. 

Faster now, pussy to asshole, asshole to pussy, back and forth in perfect coordination. My God, this is beyond human pleasure to a pinnacle fucktastic fucksation! My eyes are blurry. I am so hard and staying that way.

We grind and slam, and we’re both moaning, “Almost baby, almost, you’re fucking amazing.”

She can’t talk, only animal screams and at the exact perfect moment we cum together. I cum like a racehorse, her wetness is all over me and we don’t stop. I stay hard and she wails, “Fucking fantastic, baby, I want you inside of me forever! Never ever stop!”

Then, a Mexican big-rig truck races up alongside us. 

Fuck it for real! We throw off the blanket and give that driver the show of a lifetime. Wet, oral, anal, dripping all over, pounding away. 

He’s hanging out the window, blowing his horn and screaming, “Cojerlo, cojerlo, gringo! Pinche toro, cabrón, chile grande, hijo de la chingada, hombre, mi Dios!”

Maggie is as in to it as I am. It just gets us off even more! The Mexican driver starts weaving over the road as we just can’t stop. I’m sure he was jacking off in his truck while watching this show! 

We keep the show going for a while until we realize we could get arrested for what we’re doing and start pulling away. Maggie gently touches her dripping pussy, puts her fingers to her lips, and then sucks on a finger and blows the driver a kiss. I’m sure that drove him absolutely nuts, but that was all he was ever gonna get from my sex angel. We look back, and he’s pulling to the side of the road and he stops. Probably had to catch his breath after that! 

Maggie and I hug and pull the blanket over us and lie there panting and wet. The best thing about this experience is that we really cared for each other, it wasn’t just animal desire. We reached passion’s peak because of love and desire for each other. We were at that perfect moment in time, space, and place for that to happen. We made it back to San Diego and like so many youthful love and sex stories we wound up going our separate ways, but for that one brief moment we had reached that Mt. Everest of human erotic sensation that is so rare.

I hope you liked it!

   
CHRIS, SAN DIEGO, CALIFORNIA
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Well, I really hope you were able to find Maggie on Facebook or something. I love happy endings.    Misty
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FIREWORKS
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Okay, so this has been about twenty-five years ago or so, but a friend and I used to take a few trips to Mexico every year, and we always tried to make them memorable somehow. Now, this particular friend was the type of guy who always came up with the big ideas, but he usually tried to get me to do them, cuz I am that type of guy. Anywho, we had been drinking, and he decided that it would be a real hoot if I would shoot a pop bottle rocket out of my “you know what . . . special little friend.”

So, after a few more drinks I decided that it would be a great idea as well. We got some fireworks and a jar of Vaseline, and behind the hotel in the dark I got all ready, lubed the wooden stick of the pop bottle rocket, carefully inserted it about three inches or so, and he lit it.

Well, the thing that I forgot about pop bottle rockets is that what makes them go up is the fire shooting out of the back. In other words, it peppered me really good.

Needless to say, I was, as they say, out of commission for a period of time.

Hope you enjoyed my story and that it gave you a laugh! 

   
ROB, BOISE, IDAHO
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That was definitely a cautionary tale about firework safety and also when it is not appropriate to use the “back door.”   Misty
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BEACH SURPRISE
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So, I’ll be happy to share my favorite drunk story, on one condition. You must reply with your favorite, whether it’s your story or one that you receive, preferably your own experience.

I was with a few other male friends at the San Francisco boardwalk years ago, and we were really drunk by about three a.m. One of us began to suffer the equivalent of “Mexican Vacation Dysentery” from whatever we ate during the evening, along with trying to digest the poor-quality food with lots of alcohol. A public restroom was nowhere in sight, so Jim thought it would be okay to slip under the pier and relieve himself. 

According to his version and what we pieced together, he found a quiet spot under the pier in the darkness of the night. The filtered light from the nearby tourist businesses along with the moonlight allowed him to spot a short piece of a telephone-pole-like log that had washed up onto the sand during a previous high tide.

Jim dropped his pants and sat over this log and began to exchange cramping for relief (I’m attempting at best to tell this in a non-disgusting, G-rated way). 

He then jumped up and, by his recollection, hit his head on a crossbeam supporting the pier and was knocked unconscious for a few minutes. Too much time had passed for this maneuver, so we went looking for him and found Jim coming to after his concussion episode. 

As we were helping to clean him up (yecch!) we asked what had happened. In a voice of self-disbelief and alcohol-induced impairment, Jim told us that everything was going just fine until the log he was sitting on came to life. It was two romantic souls making love on the sand, in a quiet, secret place that only they knew of.

Then along came Jim.

Let me know where this story rates. After all these years it still makes me laugh out loud when I remember it. Thanks for triggering the memory.

   
G-MAN, BOISE, IDAHO
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I’m not sure what those other people thought after all of that, but for me, Montezuma’s Revenge will never be as romantic as it used to be.   

Misty
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BAY TO
BREAKERS STREAK
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My story is something I do every year; it takes place in San Francisco at the Bay to Breakers. I’m a pretty average, somewhat normal dude. Are you familiar with the Bay to Breakers? People go in costumes, and let themselves be free for the couple of hours it takes to complete the run/walk. 

I go naked each year. Finding the right spot to strip is always interesting. I’m already almost naked anyway, as I go wearing a t-shirt and shorts. The shorts get wadded up and fit in my small, purse-like case, and I hold onto the shirt to wipe sweat off my face, or if I need to wipe my nose. 

Once I’m naked, I try to stay hidden in the crowd, at first, until I feel more comfortable with the hundreds of people along the route taking photos and looking at me as if I have nothing on. 

It’s a trip! After I’m accepting of my situation, I walk along the right side of the crowded street, and give people an unobstructed view. I stop for photo ops and to pose with women who want a pic with me. I’m always concerned about getting an erection; I’m usually able to control my excitability, but I have become partially aroused in some of the photos, and yes, they are posted on the Internet. 

Anyway, just thought I’d share. Have fun with your book. 

   
MIKE, SAN FRANCISCO, CALIFORNIA
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I am not familiar with Bay to Breakers, but if I ever hear or read a flyer about it, you are definitely the first thing I will think of!  Misty
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WHEN IN BOISE
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I have made repeated attempts to jump into a moving car as the driver continually slammed on the brakes, causing my head to crash into the door. And yes . . . I tried more than once.

I have: Ventured into a cow pasture and pissed on a sleeping bull. Luckily, I made it away faster than he could get up and catch up to me.

Taken turns with friends zapping each other with a cow prod . . . 

Had the wildest sex of my life, to no avail at finishing up (due to too much whiskey).

Made bombs out of fireworks.

Made friends with some gangsters who intended on jumping a friend and I while walking down the street, simply by offering them the beer I was carrying in my pocket.

Rearranged the soccer field of a local college.

   
DUSTIN, BOISE, IDAHO
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That is why it is important to travel, because who would have thought that Idaho could be so much fun?   Misty
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MIXING DRINKS
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I was dating this awesome chick who, for whatever reason, still wanted me after this . . .

I’m a happy drunk. I’ve never been one to get belligerent when I drink. The girl I was seeing threw a party and wanted me to make Long Island iced tea. I hadn’t been feeling well, but I decided to join in.

I make a whole big pitcher and then it turns out no one wants anything more than beer or wine. I can’t let it go to waste, so I spend a good portion of the night drinking this pitcher by myself.

After a while, I’m very drunk but also very sick. I’m coughing a lot, so I decide to take some cough medicine I have. Some people at the party try to dissuade me, but I think their objections are silly and go and take a bunch of cough medicine. Shortly after that, this story becomes second-hand because I don’t remember anything.

I’m told I started telling everyone to fuck off. Not in a mean way, exactly; apparently, I was laughing my fool head off each time, but my “conversation” devolved to only saying “fuck off,” and each time I laughed less.

Eventually the party ended, and I made a fool of myself to the guests, but nothing outrageous.

A few hours later, I wake up. It’s four a.m. I’m draped across the girl’s bed, fully clothed, all the lights on, and she’s nowhere to be seen. I feel 100-percent sober now.

I go looking and find her sleeping uncomfortably on the couch. I gently wake her up and ask her what she’s doing, why she’s on the couch and not in bed with me.

“You don’t remember last night, do you?”

“No . . .”

“Check yourself, your pants . . .”

So, after everyone leaves, seems she carries me into her room because I pretty much can’t walk. She’s trying to get us in bed and I keep just saying “fuck off” and laughing. She tells me to move over so she can lay down, and I’m told at this point I look her dead in the eyes, say “fuck off” and then look down and I have obviously peed in my pants.

Then I pass out.

   
ANONYMOUS, MIAMI, FLORIDA
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Your girlfriend sounds like a keeper, most girls would have been really pissed!    Misty
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ACID TRIP
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Hi, I got a few stories, some about me and some about friends and associates. Sorry, there are no horrible, ugly, or bloody results. The first one is about me and my pal. 

Let me set the scene: It was the early seventies, and we were over twenty-one. We worked swing shift in a lumber mill in E. Oregon. We got off work at one a.m., and it was the last day of our work week. Took our girlfriends home and still wanted to party. 

So, we filled a cooler with ice and beer, rolled the necessary joints, gathered up some munchies, dropped some LSD, and got ourselves out of town in my pretty fast orange pickup truck. Drove up the river to the dam above town and sat above the lake drinking for half an hour or so till the acid kicked in.

Thought we might as well drive on, so we crossed the dam onto a wash-boarded twenty miles of dirt road, two lanes wide heading west. It was a bouncy, uncomfortable ride in that truck but it had stiff one-ton suspension. As we went along I found the ride got smoother the faster I went; I guess I was just hitting the tops of the bumps. 

Somewhere in those twenty miles, I remember the speedometer reading ninety miles per hour. Got back to pavement about sixteen miles from the next town, where we had to stop for more beer. Bought another twelve-pack and a small cooler and drove on! 

We got to the top of the mountains west of there and parked and drank until sunrise. Had a couple joints, enjoying the great outdoors—you know. There was a paved road back and when the acid wore off, I decided to retrace the route. 

At the end of that twenty miles of dirt road there were two square, ninety-degree corners. The tire tracks missed the first one westbound. Oh yeah, landed clear off the road, dug dirt around some trees and rocks, and returned to the road. 

Looked like they never stopped. 

We needed to unload some of the beer we drank, so we stopped and watered the scenery and looked at the fool’s tracks in the dirt. Do I have to tell you those tracks suspiciously matched the tread on my tires? 

Yes, I have more stories. Some just alcohol fueled but most involve weed, whites, and wine like the old song says. Let me know if you want to hear more. 

   
ANONYMOUS, BOISE, IDAHO
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Obviously, drinking and driving is bad enough, but LSD and driving . . . I would hate even “imagining” traffic.    Misty

 
 



 



[image: logo]

PERFORMING FOR 
AN AUDIENCE

[image: logo]




I was living in an apartment in Ft. Lauderdale. The building was a U-shape with a pool in the middle. It was also two stories. 

I used to go down to the pool once or twice a week. I met a lady who lived in another apartment. We used to drink beers and just catch a few rays. One day it started raining, so we went to her apartment and had a few more beers. This became a thing whenever it was a crappy day. 

One day the subject turned to sex. After a while she asked me if I jerk off. A few beers and I said, “Yes, I do.” She then asked me if I would do it in front of her. Again, the beers said yes. 

This also became a weekly thing. 

One day we were in her place and her girlfriend knocked on the door. She told her that I was the guy who would beat off for her. After many more beers, she asked me if I would do it in front of her and her girlfriend. It was strange. I had no clothes on, but they were on each side of me with clothes on, just watching. 

Now that I think about it, I would do it again but would want to be sober.

   
COLIN, MIAMI, FLORIDA
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My question is, would you have done it if you were sober? Probably! Cheers! Misty
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JOLLY GREEN GIANT
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I doubt that my blind date will write in herself about this, so I will do it for her.

I met Annie with friends for drinks and dinner and more drinks. At dinner they had fresh asparagus, which Annie didn’t care for but I convinced her to get. It was the texture she objected to, and I explained that whatever we had in the past was probably over-cooked. So, she ordered it, and it came al dente, and she ate the entire serving. After dinner and drinks, I drove her home, as she had come straight from work with my buddy’s wife. 

We ended up in the sack, all went well, and I eventually went home. The next morning, she calls our mutual friend’s wife to get my number to cuss me out for giving her some kind of STD. Phyllis asked what symptoms she had, and Annie explained about the pungent odor she had while urinating. After Phyllis laughed hard enough to pee herself, she explained about the effects asparagus has on many people. 

Annie was too embarrassed to go out with me again. Too bad. She was fun but maybe not too bright?

   
BOB, DENVER, COLORADO
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It would be great for your best man to read that story if you and Annie get married. You should give her a call. That kind of stuff ensures a lasting relationship!    Misty
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IT’S ONLY ROCK AND ROLL
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So, a long, long time ago I was in a band out of San Diego. We were doing fairly well. This was before cell phones and social media ran wild. One weekend we’re in Tempe, Arizona, playing a couple of shows for the college crowd, and like any good wannabe rock star, I get completely wasted. 

Mind you, I’m the drummer, so the music . . . well, that’s another story. After our gig, we get invited to an after party by some chicks, and on the way there, I have to take a piss. So, I stop at the nearest building, look up at it because it’s shaped oddly (like an upside-down triangle if that makes any sense), whip out my junk and begin to pee on it.

The crowd is cheering me on, then all of a sudden, it’s quiet. I look behind me to see what happened to everyone and only see two bike cops. One of them says, “No, go ahead. Finish peeing on the city building, it’s okay.”

As you can probably guess, I got arrested and finally released, but I never paid the fine so I’m sure I have a warrant out for my arrest.

   
JAY, SAN DIEGO, CALIFORNIA
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I won’t tell if you don’t, I am not a snitch. I am sure the statute of limitations has run out even though you probably were on America’s most wanted list.    Misty
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ROCK OUT
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I randomly sent out nude pics of myself on Craigslist while I was drunk one weekend. That Monday, back at work at the call center, I heard the girls laughing a few cubicles down. I walked by and the ring leader clutched her phone, and the woman, who was kind of flirtatious, asked, “What’s up, Sexy Sinner?” which is my screen name.

They continued to laugh. One of the pictures was taken at a nude beach and a few days later, a sales rep asked, “Are you going to the beach again?” Then he started laughing. 

I was embarrassed and tried to explain. Some of the other guys laughed and said that it took balls to show nude pics. Some of the girls said that I looked good and not to feel bad, but everyone still made jokes. Eventually, I saw my pictures on the Internet, and one had even been made into a meme that had been passed around thousands of times. I asked some of the girls I worked with if they put it up, and they swore they didn’t. Apparently, I sent out a whole bunch of pics to well over a dozen ads so it is possible that someone else put them up. The memes showed me naked, hugging a few clothed ladies, and said, “Rock Out with Your Cock Out” and “Life’s a Beach, Party Naked.”

I left this job and started another job. Unfortunately, I ran into my old coworkers with some of my new coworkers, and they told them all about my infamous pictures. So, I still hear jokes, and many of the people I work with have seen me naked. 

   
SINNER, SAN DIEGO, CALIFORNIA
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Like your namesake, I think that you kind of were asking for it. I appreciate you not sending me any naked pictures. I get enough of those, and all I want is drunk stories!    Misty
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BEEN A WHILE





Okay, I have a ton of crazy drunk stories . . . Most of them are from my college years, but here’s a more recent one. The last few years of my marriage were essentially sexless. My ex went out one night with some “friends” from work and got pretty blitzed. I had to go pick her up since she couldn’t drive. The whole way home, she was mumbling about all the guys who were hitting on her, who she danced with, etc. Even though I was more than a little pissed, I was actually pretty turned on too! So, we got home, she had fallen asleep in the car, so I had to nearly carry her into the house, undress her and put her to bed. 

Well, the combination of her talk earlier and undressing her left me with a raging hard on! Since she was in no condition to actively participate in any kind of activity, and not that she would have anyways, I started stroking myself. I also started wiping the oozing pre-cum on her lips. The lack of sex for a few years and the sheer spontaneity of the situation got me to the point of no return pretty quickly. I exploded a few weeks’ worth of cum all over her mouth and face while she was passed out drunk! Once I caught my breath, I turned out the lights and went to sleep. The best part was when she got up in the morning, she came down stairs and told me she was pretty sure she threw up in her sleep last night because she had dried vomit on her face!!! I just got her a few Tylenol, a bottle of water, and smiled to myself . . . If you want more stories, let me know.

   
DYLAN,  JERSEY SHORE, NEW JERSEY
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Did she mention anything about her skin feeling softer the next day? I heard the protein mask is very beneficial for your skin.    Misty
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HOLE IN ONE
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I have a good story to tell you. I am an avid golfer, and semi-professional; I play in Pro Am tournament as an amateur, and I play for money. I am now retired, relocated to Florida from Vermont, live in an apartment complex with my dog, Napoleon, and play golf most days. I like to meet uninhibited women for sexual encounters and dining out, traveling, hanging out at the club, and companionship, but not 24/7. Here is my tale of a drunken night. 

After the close of a local golf tournament at the country club I worked at in the pro shop, a group settled around a table and ordered food and drank beer, and lots of it. One particular woman caught my interest, and in conversation she told me that she was a divorcee, and the only thing she missed from her marriage was the sex. She liked spontaneous, hot and sweaty sex, oral, both giving and receiving, the reverse cowgirl position, and anal sex, slow and easy, and then having her lover ejaculate in her ass.

I was ready! After a substantial amount of beer, she was very tipsy and eager to flirt and make suggestive comments. I said, “Let’s take a golf cart out and check for wild animals.” I told her we had mountain lions, moose, weasels and deer on the course, and I wasn’t lying—we actually did! She agreed, and we got a cart and went out on the course. I drove to a remote spot and we began to kiss, fondle, laugh, and act silly. She told me she had to pee, I told her she had to go in the woods. She did and came back with her panties in her hand, saying she got them all wet while she was peeing! I immediately unzipped and brought out “Jake.” 

She responded and began giving me a blowjob. Then, I laid her on the seat of the cart and began eating her out. It was very awkward and confining, so we lay down on the grass of the eighth tee. I put her legs over my shoulders and buried “Jake” in her. I told her I wanted to come in her ass and she squealed. I started to push my way in and she began to whimper and tell me I was too big, and I am not! Anyways, I finally buried “Jake” in her to the fullest and shortly was experiencing a great ejaculation when the golf course night ranger drove up. 

Phil was a sixty-seven-year-old man—single, a church-goer, and very concerned because he had heard voices, whimpers, laughing, and came to investigate. Shining his light on us, bare-assed and pretty drunk, he exclaimed that he had never seen such a sight. He left, but very soon after that, the entire club heard of his discovery that night on the eighth tee box. He embellished the story with little quips about “a hole in one,” and looking in the bush for my ball, and how was she liking my lesson on “driving and putting.”

Thankfully we were able to compose ourselves and drove back to the clubhouse. Everyone had left but the restaurant manager, a sweet European woman, who Phil had already told the event to, and she simply said, “I hear you had a good round, drove and putted well, lower than your handicap, make sure you record your score in the pro shop!”

It was a memorable experience, a clubhouse bit of gossip, and Phil put up a little sign in the men’s locker room that I had made a “hole in one” on the 8th and that I needed to buy a round of drinks for all the guys which is customary. Obviously, I had to tell the story to the guys, and I ended up buying some flowers for Marion, the restaurant manager!

I hope you liked my story. I am still a red-blooded all-American male that enjoys a woman. How about getting together?

   
VICTOR, ORLANDO, FLORIDA
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I appreciate it, but I think I will pass on this round. Good luck, and thanks for the offer!    Misty



 

 [image: logo]

STEPS
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I moved away from home when I was twenty. My parents were divorced, and my dad remarried a gal with twin daughters. I rarely went back to visit, but when I did I would always party with old friends. I guess I was twenty-eight or twenty-nine when I went back for a family reunion weekend. Well, the first thing I did was go out and party with some old friends. I mean, I really partied. I was almost falling-down drunk and way too drunk to drive. My friends left and I was lost in a drunken stupor, so to speak. 

Anyway, I don’t know how or what happened next, but when I kinda sobered up, I was in bed with my step-sister and we were tearing up the sheets. When I realized who it was, I was not only shocked at myself but embarrassed and afraid also. But I will admit I didn’t quit.

Apparently, she and one of her friends came into the bar I was at, and she felt she had to take care of me and see to it I got back home safely. Her friend left her with me, and she drove me back to my motel. Not sure what happened, but somehow, she came in my room with me. I had never had an attraction to her because I never really knew her and besides, she was my step-sister. She was fourteen when my dad married her mom, and I had already moved out of the house. So, it was more like picking up a stranger in a bar. 

I had quite a few funny and adventurous things happen when I used to drink, and since then as well.

   
NORM, NEW ORLEANS, LOUISIANA
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It’s a good thing she didn’t get pregnant but the upside is, you can still become Uncle Daddy if you want to. Save the announcement for another family reunion for maximum effect!    Misty
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By me picking the short straw, regretfully, I was appointed as the designated driver for the evening. To get even at the end of the night, I dropped all my friends off at a stranger’s house and drove away laughing my butt off.

Another time, after another night of drinking, I finally located my car. I immediately called 911 to report that my steering wheel, dashboard, gas, and brake pedals had been stolen. It only took me thirty minutes to realize that I was sitting in the back seat, and that’s the only reason why they didn’t arrest me and charge me with a DUI.

   
KEVIN, ORLANDO, FLORIDA
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Sometimes being “funny” can get you anywhere in life and in your case, thankfully it got you out of some serious trouble.    Misty
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NO REGRETS
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I got caught attempting to steal a lamp globe from a local community college on Halloween. It looked like it would make a nice space helmet . . . LOL!

I spent the night in jail in a Leprechaun costume. 

I have traded shots with the Yankees pitching staff, resulting in wins for the Royals; upside-down mind erasers with the Four Horsemen (WCW); and got a ride home in Ric Flair’s limo. 

Had sex in a fountain in front of the National Gallery of Art. 

I was arrested on the steps of the Capitol for protesting the involvement in Southeast Asia. 

I’ve sold handmade bamboo bongs on the street corners in Georgetown to pay for college. 

Do you know that when you pull down one bamboo tree, it rattles all of them into the world’s loudest wind chime? 

I have had a full life and no regrets.

   
THOMAS, KANSAS CITY, MISSOURI
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Well, it definitely sounds like you have explored your bucket list with a few drinks in your hand!    Misty
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MISSED CONNECTION
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Back in 1982, I was eighteen and living in northwest Indiana. The drinking age in Wisconsin was eighteen, so three of my buddies and I took a trip up to Milwaukee. 

We all started drinking and having a blast and that’s when I noticed her. She was the one that stood out from all the rest but was out of my league. So, the drinking continued and continued, and without realizing it, I was soon shit-faced. This, however, gave me the courage to start asking girls to dance, and that’s what I started to do, not realizing that expending all that energy made me thirsty, so I had to drink even more.

Now, take note that I was the smallest of all my friends at 5’7” and 140 pounds. All my buddies were over six feet and over 200 pounds. I lost my memory sometime while still at the bar, and my friends decided to go to a hole-in-the-wall joint. 

I don’t know how long we were there before I started reaching over the bar to pour my own beers from the tap. This soon got us booted out, and since we hadn’t had the foresight to get a hotel, we had to drive home. The only problem was that two of my buddies were passed out in the back seat, and I was the only one left who could drive a stick. 

So, it was up to me to get us home. 

It didn’t matter that I wouldn’t have been able to find my ass with a map and a compass—off we went anyways. Somewhere in Chicago, I fell asleep at the wheel and only avoided an accident because my buddy yelled “Stop!” before I rear-ended a car. 

I pulled over, and I gave him as much as help as I could give about driving a stick shift before I passed out. 

Somehow, we managed to make it home in one piece and slept it off.

Later that day my friend asked me if I got “her” number. I asked who he was talking about. He told me that the girl of my dreams had asked me to dance and we were on the dance floor for about an hour. 

I didn’t remember a thing of it. 

The moral of this story: Try and at least stay sober enough to get a number.

   
DOUG, LAS VEGAS, NEVADA
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Look on the bright side, what if you did get her number and you ended up hanging out with her that night and then you puked all over her while you guys were making out? Or what if you sent her a bunch of crazy text messages that were meant for someone else? At least you have another chance if you ever see her again.    Misty
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CAR HIJINKS
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Well, let’s see . . . Once upon a summer midnight clear, a car full of “gentlemen,” having consumed a little more than “enough” of an alcoholic beverage, and I embarked on a car ride, the driver being “designated,” way before that was a real thing. 

Having set out, we came upon a lady walking, and an attractive one to boot! So, we slowed down and started conversing with her. She stopped, and seemed as though she might be interested in joining us on our driving excursion. But then, lo and behold, one of our group (the one that seemingly drank the most), proceeded to open one of the rear car doors, and fell out. 

Well, I do think the young lady set a world record for sprinting out of sight! I would imagine that the next time she is walking and a car full of drunken fools comes upon her, well, needless to say, she will remember her last experience.

True story, but the names have not been used to protect the innocent. 

   
ED, JERSEY SHORE, NEW JERSEY
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I am sure you guys were a blessing compared to what else is out there, and the good thing is, you gave her a running start. I bet she was home before you guys figured out what happened!    Misty
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BLACKOUT
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First one: Okay, one time when I was in the Philippines, I was at this bar and I got free shots of Patrón all night. There was this black Filipino girl who worked there that was digging me. Well, after she got off that evening, she came home with me. I was drunk, but I guess all the moving around kept me able to function. 

Anyway, we get back to my room and she is giving me head. Right as I think I’m going to cum, I blackout instead. The next morning, I wake up and there she is, lying next to me, so I wonder what we did. She leaves and I go about my day. Later that next evening, I go back to that bar and she pulls me to the side and tells me that when she was giving me head, instead of coming, I pissed in her mouth. I feel so bad, but surprisingly enough, she just blames it on me being really drunk and even asks if I want her to come back over so we can finish what we started!

Second one: Another time, when I was in South Korea, I had an argument with my girlfriend, so I went downtown to drink my pain away. Out there, they have a liquor called soju, which is unregulated. There is also a drink called an Ammo bowl, which is a punch bowl full of soju, Sprite, and cherry flavoring. 

I drank one Ammo bowl by myself, had two Coronas, and by that time I knew I would need some help getting back home. I called one of my boys to come get me, but all he did was take me wherever he wanted to go instead. From what I can remember, I started texting someone and started to lean to my left and almost fell out my chair until my boy caught me. Then he took me to this club that was all black lights and strobe lights, and that is where I learned that strobe lights and being drunk are not a good mix. 

I ended up blacking out until the next morning. I woke up and ran into my friend, who took care of me, and he told me that I blacked out about eight times, drank another half of an Ammo bowl and matrixed six times—in other words, I leaned backwards so far it was like Neo in the Matrix.

Last one: I was living in New Mexico, and my buddies and I wanted to go out and party. So, we drove down to El Paso, Texas, to a club that a friend of mine worked at. We only went there because my buddies were not twenty-one yet, so we had to go to an eighteen and up club. When we got there, we got a section in VIP, and I got a bottle of Cîroc. The night went well, but I didn’t realize that I drank a bottle and a half of Cîroc and was drunk. 

Apparently, I blacked out in the club, so my boys had to carry me out. On the way to my car I had to pee, but instead of going back inside, I literally pull my dick out and started peeing. My buddies were yelling at me, asking what the fuck I was doing, and my only response was, “Sssshhh, I can’t concentrate!”

So, they put me in my backseat and drove me home. They told me that the whole way home I kept crying and begging them to take me home, and vomiting. They got me home and put me to bed. The next morning, I was wondering how I got home and as I got up I felt a shooting pain in my left shin. I found out later that while I was being carried out, I slammed my leg into a table and actually bruised my shin. Just another night with my boys.

   
ANGEL, WASHINGTON, DC
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You must be thankful that you always have some very loyal friends with you when you let yourself go. I mean, when you let yourself get that drunk. Good friends are important.    Misty
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THERE’S AN APP FOR THAT?
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I met a married chick on an app, and she said she was at a local dive bar with her husband. She said I should come by and say hi. Not wanting to be that one guy at the end of the bar, I asked several guys from my ship to go grab a drink with me. 

They all went with me, and when I spotted her, I was far from disappointed. She was hot as fuck. My group engaged the two of them in conversation as her and I chatted on the app. After a little while, we all noticed her hubby was getting fucked up. I let one of the guys in on what was going on, so we bought her husband more shots and drinks until he passed out. 

Then we all grabbed him and carried him to their car and we all went back inside. 

The bar had a smoking patio that led out from the rear of the bar. There was no one around, so we all went out there, and my friends and I ran a train on her and fucked her brains out. 

We kept doing this for a period of like five months.

   
DANNY, WASHINGTON, D.C.
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Apps are so important these days! Did you guys always get her husband really drunk or did she try to leave him at home sometimes?    Misty
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NAVY TALES
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During my Navy days, several of us in our engineering department would do an annual overnight camp-out, not far from where our ship was docked. Our plan was to initiate Johnny into our not-so-secret society. The idea was to fill one bottle of Miller Lite with urine, let Johnny drink it, we’d have a good laugh, and have stories to tell our shipmates. 

We settled in and started a fire. 

After several beers, we planned to initiate a full-bottle chug-a-lug. Poor Johnny would then realize he guzzled a full bottle of piss. 

Such fun!

The moment was right. Sal, our squad leader, passed out the very cold beers, and on the signal to go, we guzzled. We all watched for Johnny’s reaction. 

There was none. Then Sal started choking and vomiting.

Johnny got word of our plans and switched bottles on us an hour earlier. 

   
JOHN, LAS VEGAS, NEVADA
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I love that stuff! It’s always funny when the pranksters get pranked.

Misty
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One of my buddies, we will call him John, passed out cold early in the night, so we decided to mess with him. We pulled off his pants and underwear, and another of my buddies crapped in John’s underwear. We then carefully put John’s pants and underwear back on him and left him where he was to wake up that way. 

And wake up he sure did! 

The look on his face when he thought he had soiled himself was hilarious, but he tried to hide it and ran off to the bathroom as fast as he could go. 

A few minutes later, John emerged from the bathroom with a towel around his waist. 

His face was red and scrunched in anger as he yelled, “All right, who shit in my pants? Because I KNOW I DIDN’T EAT ANY CORN YESTERDAY!”

   
H., NEW MEXICO, CIRCA 1989
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That was incredibly gross, but I have to admit it was funny because I am still laughing.    Misty
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TAXPAYER MONEY
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Hmmm, well here’s a good story. I’m fucking a girl in Prince William Park in Virginia while on a camp-out. Her kids are in the tent with us, asleep, so we go outside.

Mind you it’s like four in the morning and there are a hundred tents around us, but it’s pitch black so we figure, what the hell.

We think we’re being quiet, but I have her up against the hood of a minivan when the hood collapses underneath her just as I cum. The noise is so loud that it wakes people up five campsites away. 

We found out the next morning that we were not as quiet as we thought we were, and that everyone at our site knew what was going on, including the kids and her oldest son, who was jacking off the whole time to his mom getting fucked.

The kid later admitted that to me. He was only thirteen and already knew he was gay. 

I used to travel a lot back and forth across the country. I loved to hit the cruising spots for gay sex in some of the towns I passed through.

I was in Long Beach, California, once. I’d never been to that particular park but I’m getting along nicely with some cute guy that I can’t see too well under a tree in the dark, and I’m just about to fuck around with him when I hear the thwap-thwap of a helicopter and people scattering like fleas all around in the dark. 

I say to the guy, “What’s wrong?” All he says is “INFRARED,” and runs off. 

Apparently, the city of Long Beach employed infrared cameras on their helicopters to catch guys in the dark. Thankfully I wasn’t one of them, but I found out the next day that they had picked up George Michaels in that park the night before and charged him with indecent exposure.

I’ve always wondered if that was him under the tree. 

Guess I’ll never know. 


ANONYMOUS, NEW ORLEANS, LOUISIANA
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To tell you the truth, I am not sure if it’s a good use of taxpayer’s money to employ infrared technology for that type of thing. Your story was funny even though it was a little crazy. Ha-ha!    Misty
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BIRTHDAY BOY
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Hey, a drunk story I had is when I finally turned twenty-one . . .

Everyone started buying me drinks at the bar I went to, and even the group performing at the club we went to next bought me a drink, and I got so entirely fucked up that I had to sit on the ground. 

Once I got up, there were like twenty or so people saying happy birthday to me and shaking my hand. And I was like “please stop, I want to throw up,” but what they must’ve heard was “Please stop, I’m trying to go up.”

I say this because they dragged me onto the stage with the reggae performers, and I was already not feeling well, so there was just too much happening, and drinks were consistently being passed to me. 

And I almost wanted to cry, because I had to force the urge not to vomit. So, once they were finally done performing, and I could finally run away from the crowd, I sat down in a chair they had in the lobby. But my sanctuary was ruined quickly as someone said, “Oh look, it’s the birthday boy!”

And I ran. 

Well, no, that’s a lie . . . I wobbled away. 

I wobbled for dear life, and I finally got myself outside, where it is illegal to pass around drinks, and sat my ass on the curb.

Even after two hours of sitting and breathing, I was still having a really hard time seeing straight. Also, everyone who left the club came out, walked past me and said happy birthday, so that I was constantly shaking hands with strangers with my head down.

But, anyway, once my friend finally came outside, he said, “Hey, let me order us a taxi,” and I thought I heard church bells ringing.

But sadly, no, it was all a lie. He was taking us straight to a strip club, where I had to stand in line for thirty minutes, and once I got to the door, I completely threw up. And I couldn’t stop. It was the worst feeling, and the bouncer looked at me like I was insane if I thought I was going to walk in the strip club after doing that.

So, we left, and the rest of my memory is a total black-out. I have no idea how I got home, but I did. 

   
INVISIBLE, WASHINGTON, D.C.
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Even though I felt dizzy and nauseated when I read that, I really enjoyed your story! Happy belated birthday!    Misty
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OUT IN THE COLD
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I’ll keep this to a short summary, as I am writing it to you from my phone. The full-on story would take a keyboard. 

My birthday, late December 2001, in Milwaukee. My favorite band was playing that night. Between the end of show and after-party, I realized how much fun it would be to run buck stark naked down one of the busiest streets in Milwaukee during a huge blizzard. 

Being exceptionally endowed just made everyone’s night a little more joyous . . . it was like a hose that’s attached to someone. Fast forward fourteen hours later, and my best friend’s mother has given me the best name in the world that my friends still call me by: “Naked Hippy Jesus Dave.” 

Envision the scenario and there will be a smile on your face. 

   
NHJDB, KANSAS CITY
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Really? Even in a blizzard, huh? Thank you for the visual!    Misty
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This was the last time I met a woman on Plenty of Fish. Second date, we got drunk at a gaslight grill, and she invited me to her place for dinner. Right after I got there, she was putting it on me. We went to the bedroom, and I thought I would make her happy and go down on her. 

I have never seen anything like this before. A cavernous hole. I had everything inside her: my hand, my wallet, my shoe, and there was still room for more.

I just said, “I have to leave.” 

I had no idea what she was like, sexually. And I’m not embellishing the story. 

It was so big it was like putting my dick in a warm glass of water.

   
CHARLES, KANSAS CITY, MISSOURI
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I’m not sure how to comment on that one besides the fact that I hope you got your wallet and shoe out safely.    Misty
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I took my beautiful, sexy, petite, shy, modest, and conservative thirty-five-year-old wife to a “couples only” swingers club a few years back. She went reluctantly as a special favor to me on my birthday. She enjoys drinking, so I kept her favorite cocktails coming as we watched other couples having sex most of the night. Towards the early morning hours, I started touching and kissing my wife on a comfortable couch as other couples walked past. 

I soon had her undressed and began to perform oral sex while I finger-fucked her anus. Anal stimulation always gets her extremely horny. She seemed to forget where we were, as she was very drunk by then, and instructed me to put a second finger in her ass, and then a third. Finally, she said she wanted me to fuck her ass, but I couldn’t get hard, so she told me to get someone else, anybody else! 

I got up and invited a well-endowed gentleman over to meet my wife. Her eyes were closed, and she was frantically rubbing her clitoris. Without a word, he sat down beside my wife and casually put on a condom while his girlfriend and I watched. 

My wife kept her eyes closed and continue to masturbate while he pulled her closer, lifted her leg, and inserted himself from behind. She began to moan and push back in plain view of anyone who happened to glance in their direction. My wife and the man had deep, hard anal sex for over five minutes before my wife came and then passed out. 

He kept pumping until he finished a few minutes later, and walked back to his girlfriend, who seemed to enjoy the show as much as I did. 

I dressed my wife and took her home after that. She didn’t seem to remember anything the following day. And I have never mentioned it. 

   
RICK, NEW YORK
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It’s funny how alcohol can make anything happen, EXCEPT for enhancing people’s memory, right?    Misty
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So, this first one is my own personal best. Since you are the writer, I am going to just type it without my usual narration.

I was about twenty-three years old and still living with my parents, but I was still partying and staying out for days on end. My parents had given up on asking if I was drunk or high. They did look to find physical proof to validate their suspicions, but I stayed in the clear, only coming in when I felt that I appeared sober enough. One night I had no choice but to come in earlier than I would have liked. I had been partying pretty carefree for almost a week with little to no sleep. I was broke, cold, and tired, but mostly I was just too fucking hungry to wait. 

I walk in as my dad is leaving the kitchen and he says his usual smart comment about hotels and dirty rooms blah blah blah . . . But I did tune into him finishing with “there is some homemade chili in the fridge if you’re hungry.”

Perfect. 

Now, my dad is a very good cook, but he will take a normal dish like spaghetti and use goat milk instead of tomato sauce or flap jacks made with green oats or something else that you don’t expect, and it’s not always good.

So, I am all excited for chili and I take the bowl and mumble angrily about there not being any meat in it. I start cutting up ham to put in, and cheese, pop it in the microwave, get it nice and hot, crumble some crackers in, and sit on the couch. 

After about five or six o’clock I noticed my dad looking at me eat and he says, “What, you don’t want any of my chili?” He is a little baby if you don’t at least try some of what he makes. 

I said, “I am eating it, but it would be better if it had meat.”

“What the hell are talking about?! There is plenty of meat!” 

He comes over and inspects the bowl as I eat another spoonful. I should have known something was wrong because he just watches me finish that bit, and as I’m getting ready for another bite he says, “Do you like it? . . . Is it good?”

I tell him again that it’s good but it needs some meat, and it’s just a little spicy.

“I am sure it is spicy son, because that is fucking salsa.” 

Now, that is not exactly as bad as being caught with a joint and a beer and your hand up your cousin’s shirt, but what do you say? “Sorry, Dad, I am drunk enough to eat salsa.”

He actually took it better than I thought, but it was a tad embarrassing, and my Dad never misses a chance to remind me of that gem!

   
ALE, SAN DIEGO, CALIFORNIA
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Your dad invented chili cheese ham salsa. You’re sitting on a goldmine!   

Misty
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DANGEROUS TIMES
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The worst thing I ever did was an eight-ball of cocaine, pain meds, and tons of alcohol at the same time. 

So, I was partying with my dealer, and I was in a fuck-it mood. I started doing a bunch of coke. We were partying outside for a while, and the cold air stiffened my back. I decided to take some painkillers. And then I started doing shots. 

Last thing I remember was doing shots of Jack Daniels. The next day, I woke up in my buddy’s bed next to my girlfriend’s cousin. I was like, what the hell happened?

We apparently had sex while my drunk girlfriend was passed out. 

The second worst thing was me thinking that it was the coke that was bad. I told myself that, from then on, I would just stick to prescription drugs. I was slamming Norco, muscle relaxers, OxyContin, and booze. Of course, none of it was prescribed; well, it was prescribed to someone, just not me. 

I was partying with my dealer again, and I passed out. My dealer, as messed up as she was, said that I had no pulse, and she thought I died, left me there, and got the fuck out of Dodge.

Two days later, I woke up. 

Actually, my buddy came to my place in Encanto and found me on the ground. He woke me up, but I was totally out of it. I couldn’t walk or stand. I told him what I could remember, and he took me to a taco shop to get food. About six hours later, I was normal. I called my dealer, and she was freaking out. 

She told me my eyes rolled back in my head and I fell down. She got scared, so she wiped everything down and took off. 

That was the last time I touched drugs. I have never regretted anything I ever did when I was drunk or messed up, other than getting mad at my mom and telling her she was a horrible mom because she would sit there and let my father beat the shit out of me. My older sister and I were physically abused, and we both eventually ran away from home, and that is another story. I do not talk to that motherfucker. 

When I told my mom my pensions and 401k are going to a friend, she got mad and said it should go to family, meaning her and that piece of shit. Sorry, not going to happen. My father will piss it away with weed and coke.

I’ve never been arrested or publicly humiliated. But I have done some dumb shit. I was at a party and had a girly friend who was kind of a goody-two-shoes. I got her to do some shots and NOX hits, and then she smiled and proceeded to crack her head open when she fell straight back. Ruined a party when we had to call 911 in La Mesa, which leads to another story.

Another time, I was out partying and got home drunk as a skunk. I got so sick. I made it over by my race car and just puked and puked. I could not focus or see straight. I was kneeling on the ground, and I could see my cat start licking up my vomit. 

I reached over to pet him and make him stop. All of a sudden, the fucker bit me. My buddy was screaming all kinds of shit at me and I couldn’t understand anything he was saying. 

I was so fucked up that I did not realize that what I thought was my cat was a raccoon!

I got more if you want and keep me anonymous. 

   
ANONYMOUS, SAN DIEGO, CALIFORNIA
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I imagine everyone was up to date on their rabies shots, and maybe even took a few CPR classes for good measure in case you have some more “adventures.”    Misty
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LESSON LEARNED
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I was running a bar and had not had any time off for months, and the owner knew I was burned out, so he gave me four days off to recharge and rest. Well, I went home and tried to sleep to no avail, so I got up and got dressed and went back to the bar, and figured if I drank a few beers it would help me go to sleep.

Eighteen beers later, they cut me off, and I felt only slightly buzzed, so I jumped into my car and went to another bar to continue my quest to get drunk enough to sleep. I went to the local cop bar and walked up to the bar, ordered a shot of Wild Turkey, a beer, and a gin and tonic. 

The bartender, and I will call him Dave, asked me if I was trying to kill myself as I slammed down the shot of turkey and guzzled down half the beer. I told him no, I was just trying to get drunk enough to go to sleep. 

As I was sipping my gin and tonic, a detective who I was friends with sat next to me, then I ordered up another round for me and a beer for the detective. We sat chit-chatting and drinking, and I finished off my round and ordered up another round for me and him. 

By this time, the combo was starting to work and I was buzzed, but that didn’t stop me from getting me two more rounds before Dave cut me off. So here I sat, so drunk I knew I could not walk, let alone drive, so I asked the detective to take me to jail to sleep it off. He laughed and told me to sit down, I wasn’t going anywhere. 

I cussed him out and started heading for my car. I stumbled and almost crawled to my car, then I climbed in and started my car and proceeded to pass out.

When I woke up several hours later, I found on my coffee table a note from the detective telling me to call him after a pot of coffee and six Ibuprofen. I called him up, and he said he needed to see me at the police station right away, so I quickly showered and got cleaned up and drove the few blocks to the station. 

I walked into his office and he asked me if I knew what I had done the night before, and I told him no. He opened up his desk drawer and pulled out a picture of a little girl and slid it in front of me. Then he told me that I had hit her after I left the bar. He got up and walked out, with me staring at the picture, tears welling up in my eyes as I realized that I had killed someone due to my inability to sleep. 

I sat for a good thirty minutes, just looking at her picture and asking God to forgive me for what I had done. I knew I was fixing to be cuffed and put in jail, so I emptied my pockets, took off my belt, and untied my shoes. I sat there waiting for the inevitable to happen and finally the detective walked back into his office where I was waiting with baited breath.

I told him I knew I was facing vehicular manslaughter charges along with felony DUI and I was ready. He looked at me and chuckled and took the picture and asked me if I thought his niece was cute or not. I just sat there with my mouth wide open and looked at him, and then he asked if I learned anything. I told him yes, I would never again drive even if I was slightly buzzed. 

He proceeded to tell me what happened after I passed out. 

It seems I slept long enough for him to get a few units there. He said I was passed out for about thirty minutes, and then I all of a sudden, I sat up, lit a cigarette and looked at them, and then backed out of my parking spot. 

I headed out onto the highways, escorted by the patrol units and the detective. They asked him multiple times if I was drunk or not due to the fact that I was driving perfectly, never even swerved or went over the speed limit. Heck, I even put on my turn signal at the right time.

But once I got home, I pulled into my driveway, got out of my car, waved at the cops, and fell flat on my face. The detective and one of the patrolman dragged me inside and laid me on my sofa. I learned a lesson from that, and to this day I do not drink and drive.

   
RICK, MOBILE, ALABAMA
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 You got lucky in more ways than one, that’s for sure. I can see both sides; there are good cops out there, and also people who deserve a second chance!    Misty
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SHOOT-OUT
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Okay, here goes.

I got pulled over one night on the west side of Modesto. I wasn’t drunk, but I think she smelled the beer from earlier in the day that I had spilled in the back of my truck. Not to mention I had taken a shot or two moments prior. 

So, I’m with my homie and these two female dogs, well, bitches actually. They’re in the bed of the truck, but inside the truck with us are two girls that are about thirty-eight . . . if you combine their ages together. I get pulled over, and of course I have one young lady in front with me and my homie has one in the backseat with him. 

The policewomen approach my vehicle, and I say “women” because I’m seeing double at the moment. She asks if I have been drinking and my response I give without any thought is, “Beer? . . . not really.”

Of course, that is an answer that gives them probable cause to ask me to step out of the vehicle and conduct some kind of charade or magic show for them, and I do. According to them, I fail. Even though I’m never given a score, apparently, I have failed.

At the same time I fail, five cop cars pull up around us, cops jump out of their cars, pop open the trunks of their cars, and arm themselves to the teeth with not only weapons but bulletproof vests. 

I hear one of the officers say, “If they want to play, let’s play!”

I ask her what the hell is going on. I can only guess that maybe my friend has a warrant. She explains that someone was shooting at her. I can’t really absorb that information fast enough to get down in fear of being shot since she’s already in the process of placing me in handcuffs and under arrest. The sergeant of the squad approaches me and my new friend, Officer “So-and-so.” 

He asks her, “Well, now what do we have here?” To which she replies that she’s arresting me for a DUI. Then he tells her, well, is there anyone else in the vehicle that can drive home since we have to take care of the problem at hand?

Meanwhile, I cannot even believe that this is actually happening. She turns to me, takes off the cuffs and says, “You are a very lucky man, Mr. Unknown, but I’m going to have to let you go, and have the young lady passenger, who had no license by the way, drive home, and I will follow you.”

So, the girl I’m with drives my truck away from the scene, and I’m still wondering why she isn’t flooring it since I told her what’s going on and that we might be in the crossfire. Not to mention that the officer doesn’t even follow us. I think she was getting chewed out by the sergeant.

Anyway, I tell my lady friend to drive to a liquor store so we can get some more alcohol, and then I drive again when we leave the store.

What a night to remember and be thankful that I’m not a cop.

   
MICHAEL, MODESTO, CALIFORNIA
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Quite the adventure! I am sure there is more to be thankful for besides the fact that you are not a cop. Just be glad you are not in jail!    Misty
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THE BOSS

[image: logo]
 


Okay, let’s call my wife “Lisa.” She started her job right out of high school and has only ever worked for one company. Her boss “Mr. Johns,” has run the company the entire time she has worked there. Lisa is now in her forties so we have known each other a long time.

In 2010, we were invited to go to a convention in Nassau, Bahamas, the week after Christmas for a day, and he offered to pay for us to stay through New Year’s, and we accepted. After the two of them were at the convention center all day, he invited us to dinner with him and his wife. We had met before and had a great night talking and catching up. There was some flirting, mainly between Mrs. Johns and Lisa, but completely harmless and relatively innocent. Later that night they invited us to go to a club on New Year’s Eve for their big party. They had reservations.

So, New Year’s Eve day, he called to see if we wanted to go out island hopping, because he had chartered a boat. We met and walked together down to the dock and found our boat, captain, and deckhand. We started drinking early, and our captain found a great secluded area where we swam, snorkeled, and lay out on the white sand. 

When I swam back to shore, Mrs. Johns was topless. I couldn’t help but look. Lisa smiled at me when she caught me. Mr. Johns made a comment about letting it all hang out and broke the tension.

A bit later, this progressed into both Lisa and Mrs. Johns sunbathing naked. The drinking continued, and then Mr. Johns walked from the ocean completely nude as well. It was strange seeing them both naked. We had known these people all these years in a professional environment, but they were both very attractive, so it was weird but nice. Finally, I worked up my nerve and pulled off my shorts. I instantly noticed that Mrs. Johns was checking me out.

All right, here’s what happened next. We were all standing in the water about waist deep, and Mrs. Johns told Lisa she had great breasts and brushed her hand across her nipples. 

“You too,” said Lisa, as she touched Mrs. Johns breasts as well. They kissed and then Mrs. Johns pulled me in closer and moved her lips from Lisa’s to mine. We made our way back to the blanket and as I made out with Mrs. Johns, Lisa and Mr. Johns were starting to play. I looked over and he was on his back and Lisa was sucking him. I remember wondering to myself if this was going to be part of Lisa’s new job description . . . lol.

I got Mrs. Johns onto her hands and knees and pushed deep inside of her. Her gasps got Lisa’s attention, and she turned to look and gave me a smile. Without missing a beat, she got on all fours, head to head with Mrs. Johns. He mounted her and fucked her hard. 

We continued in a few different positions. My favorite was when the girls got into a 69 with Lisa on the bottom. The two of them eagerly licked at one another’s wet pussies as the boss and I continued fucking them. I could hear Mr. Johns building closer and he pumped his cum into Lisa and collapsed onto the blanket. Within a minute, my balls swelled full as my cum flowed into Mrs. Johns. I pulled out and watched as my jizz trickled out of her into Lisa’s hungry mouth. 

The girls licked each other clean and snuggled together for a while. We laughed about putting on a show for the two local island guys who were still on the boat twenty yards off the beach, but they played it cool. The girls talked and hatched a plan. We swam back to the boat and pulled up anchor. The girls immediately grabbed the young deck hand and put him on the sundeck. Then they pulled his shorts down and both worked him with their mouths until, much too soon for the girls, he popped his nut and they licked him clean. 

They then turned their combined attention to the captain, who did say no at first, but they were merciless. Mrs. Johns backed her ass up against him and he squeezed his big hard-on into her. Lisa was next. She had never even seen one that big but did a great job getting him balls deep inside of her. 

When he started to cum, she pulled off of him, and the two of them ate his load. We got back to the dock and made our way to the hotel. We all went to their room and showered and got ready for the big New Year’s Eve party. 

We had a blast dancing all night, and left everyone there with no doubt that we were there as a foursome. A bit after midnight we headed back to the hotel. We had sex all night doing some really fun stuff. One thing Mrs. Johns said she had always wanted to try was double penetration. So, she straddled her husband, got his dick deep into her and then arched her back, presenting her tight butthole for me. I mounted her and pushed into her ass. She gasped but slowly started to push back against me. Before I knew it, I was balls deep in her ass, and she came harder that I had ever seen a woman cum before. She rolled off and onto her back. I looked at Lisa to see if she wanted a turn, but before I could even open my mouth she had climbed onto her boss and assumed the position.

I fucked her ass as Mr. Johns slid inside her, and I could feel him inside of her as he started to empty his balls inside of Lisa. I pulled Lisa on top of me as we rolled, me still in her ass, her legs spread wide, and Mrs. Johns licked her and my balls until I started to cum. She pulled me out of Lisa’s ass and sucked me deep as I gushed into her mouth.

After a little cool-down, Lisa and I made our way back to our room, the sun breaking on the ocean. Later that day we saw them having dinner with another couple, and they played it very cool with a proper introduction. 

We guessed it was a business meeting of sorts and a reminder that he was still her boss. After the trip, the next time we saw them was at a company gathering, and it was strange. Awkward. They were good at not letting anyone they worked with know anything, but one of Lisa’s co-workers asked if it was true that she fucked Mr. Johns. She denied it and was very embarrassed. 

Apparently, it had somehow become the office rumor.

Lisa has spent a few weekends playing with them at their home, and last month Mrs. Johns spent a week fucking us while her husband was traveling, but we haven’t gotten together as a foursome again since that one time. Lisa does suck Mr. John on a regular basis, so in a way it basically did become part of her job requirement, although you’ll never hear her complain. 

Okay, that’s our story. Let me know if there is anything else you’d like to know.


ALAN, SAN DIEGO, CALIFORNIA
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 I’m just so glad you guys don’t seem to have a jealous bone in your body. Good luck and keep on keeping on!    Misty
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TEETH TALE
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One time, a friend of mine that was drunk as hell got sick and leaned his head out of the car when we were backing out of the driveway.

His full set of false teeth came out, and we drove over them.

I’ll never forget him yelling, “My teeth, my teeth,” with a lisp. It was hilarious! We laughed all day and then later we found the teeth shattered on the driveway, teeth and stuff strewn all over.

   
JEFF, MOBILE, ALABAMA
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You know what? I can totally visualize that and I am so thankful that I was able to smile the whole time I read it. Misty
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THE TROUBLE WITH BOOTS
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I attended college in Texas and lived in the men’s dorm. Like about half the guys on campus, I wore blue jeans and cowboy boots. One night I went out drinking in this small college town and came back to my dorm room at one a.m., exhausted and drunk. 

I did not have the presence of mind to remove my boots before trying to take off my blue jeans. As hard as I tried, I couldn’t get my blue jeans and underwear past my cowboy boots. I struggled until I was too tired to continue. I dropped to my knees on the floor, my jeans and undershorts around my ankles, and just laid my head down on the end of the bed as if I were praying. I just needed a little rest, but I passed out right there and slept. 

I didn’t wake until about nine a.m., and my dorm room door was still wide open. Guys had been going back and forth past my door for the last several hours on the way to and from class, with me kneeling there, my bare ass exposed and pointing towards the open door. 

For the rest of the year, the rumor was that I was gay and offering an open invitation for any guys to have their way with me. I had to transfer to a different university. Later I told my best friend what happened and asked him what I should do about it. He just laughed and said, “Do it a few more times and brag about it, and then people will just think you are that way.” 

Needless to say, I did not take his advice. 

I hope you enjoyed it. 

   
MARK, SAN DIEGO, CALIFORNIA
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 I hope your grades were amazing and that you do know that half of the other kids were so hammered that night that they didn’t remember your story or even theirs the next day. My guess is that you graduated with an engineering degree . . .     Misty
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WALKING HOME
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It was 1993, I was nineteen, a specialist in the army, and I was drinking alone at Fort Clayton, Panama, in post club. The walk back to my barracks was just over two miles. The funny part of the story starts here.

As I was staggering back to those barracks, I came to a two-lane bridge over a concrete culvert that was about eight feet deep. I was having a hard time walking at all, and walking straight was even harder. As I got up to the bridge, I was worried about falling off of it. I made the decision to walk down the two yellow lines to keep steady and straight. At first, my idea was working. I was very proud. About halfway across the bridge I started losing my balance. When I tried to fight it, I stumbled into the guard rail and flipped over it backwards 

There wasn’t but about four inches of water. Luckily, I landed on my belly. I was soaking wet, covered in algae, and drunk. The walls were only angled a little, I was wearing Justin Roper boots, and I had no idea how I was going to get out. I tried running up the side but kept falling into the wet concrete. 

I had almost given up, but I had one more try in me. I got as close to the wall as I could and jumped up and forward, grabbing the top of the wall. I pulled myself out of the ditch and made it back to my barracks room. I stripped off my clothes and laid them on the floor. 

My roommate walked on them a couple hours later and thought I had gotten so drunk I peed on them. 

When I explained what happened he laughed for a solid ten minutes. Then he went and told the rest of the barracks. The end.


ANDREW, FT. SMITH, ARKANSAS
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Isn’t it funny how hard it is it to walk when you’re drunk? Thank God you didn’t drive!    Misty
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IS THERE A DOCTOR
 IN THE HOUSE?
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Okay, well . . . I recently became my own doctor. I was having fun at a local bar, drinking and dancing away. I had everything planned out to not drive that night, and I had my reservation at a nearby hotel. As the night kept going, I kept drinking. At some point, I tried to shimmy my way out of the dance floor and head towards the bar. I don’t know how I dropped to the floor—if I just lost my balance or stepped over my own foot—but luckily for me, my forehead took the main impact. 

I guess I came down with my right hand at an angle, and my pinky took the blow as well. After I closed my eyes, with my head down in embarrassment knowing that I had just fallen hard, I got up. 

And I looked at my hand because something didn’t feel right. Sure enough, my pinky was turned forty-five degrees or whatever the other way. Me being drunk, and using my instincts, I grabbed my pinky and pulled it back into place. And turned around to the bartender to grab another shot of Jameson. 

Forgot to ask for ice though. This is probably when my night went from happy drunk to a hurt drunk with a hematoma on my forehead and a swollen and dislocated pinky. I hurt really bad. No bueno. 

I got X-rays the next morning. All good, just a dislocated pinky. 

It’s been a full week since my foolish drunken incident, and I can already close my hand and make a full fist, but not use all of my strength. I do however have 95 percent of extension, so that’s good. It’s still a tad swollen, but only at my joint. 

I know this is poorly written, but hey, I am not by any means a reporter.

   
ANONYMOUS, SAN DIEGO, CALIFORNIA
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It sounds like you are more than ready for medical school; you’ve already got the hands-on practice and the on-the-job training experience handled.     Misty
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TRAIN TRACKS TALE
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The last time I drank, it was late summer of 1981. On a normal day, I worked in a multi-lot where they sold, fixed, and towed cars. On most nights, being a twenty-year-old kid, I liked to party, and I did a lot of it. I drove a van that I custom built; it was a 1966 Chevy G-10. It was midnight blue with chrome craggier rims and a Pioneer super-tuner stereo.

The night started out like normal. After work, I went back to my apartment, which was in the back building where I worked. I showered, cleaned up, and got ready for the night, and then I was off to pick up my best friend, Bruiser. I pulled up to Bruiser’s house and he was out front, sitting on the steps waiting. He jumped in and we were off. 

The first stop was the local package store, where we got the usual case of beer for Bruiser, a bag of ice, a big bottle of Coke and a quart of Jack for me. As soon as we got back in the van, Bruiser mixed me up a drink and grabbed himself a beer and the night was on. Most of the night consisted of cruising around drinking and trying to pick up woman and the usual. It didn’t take long before we found a couple of ladies who wanted to party. 

I’m not going to go into all the details, but sometime about two or three a.m., after getting naked and wild with the two ladies, I dropped Bruiser and the ladies off and headed home.

I believe it was about seven a.m. when I woke up. 

My first intent was to roll over and go back to sleep, but you see, I was still in my van, where I often would fall asleep in my bed in the back. I had to pee, so I dragged my ass out of the bunk and went out to take a pee, and that’s when I realized just how bad I had screwed up. 

Normally when I get home I make a left into the drive where I worked, but this night I guess I made a right turn, went down a twenty-foot embankment, and drove over three sets of railroad tracks. 

It destroyed my van. The front axle was twisted and the rear axle was straight up broken in half. The body was damaged so bad that the doors would not even close. I wanted to cry. My baby was totaled and there was no fixing it. I dragged my ass across the street and fired up the tow truck that I usually drove for work and backed it out of the yard and across the street.

I grabbed the cable and hook and wrapped it around what was left of the rear spring of my van. I got back to the tow truck and engaged the power take-off (PTO) of the tow truck. I watched as the body twisted, causing even more damage to my now-totaled van. 

I hadn’t even gotten the tow-truck parked back in the driveway when a train rolling about fifty miles per hour came through. If I had just rolled over and gone back to sleep, most likely I would not be here to tell you this story. 

I never drank and drove again after that night.

   
JAKE, JONESBORO, ARKANSAS
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In addition to all the things we go through in life, at least you can talk about a hard lessoned learned.    Misty
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TOON TALE
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Good morning! 

I’m a cartoonist and comic book artist, and I love to draw inspiration from real-life absurdity and such, so this story is not only a favorite, but also a wellspring of inspiration. Anyway, I hope it’s a good story, as well as being the backstory behind one of my more popular toons.

I live alone now, but several years ago I lived with a roommate. I was working and drawing, and she was a nursing student whose mother lived fairly close. So, one year for her birthday, she and some friends were drinking and decided they should go to the beach. 

None of them had a car, but in her drunk logic my roommate said her mom had a car, and they could “borrow” it. I say “borrowed” with the quotes because she didn’t tell her mom that she was taking it. They just went over and took it. So when her mom saw that the car was gone, she didn’t think, “Oh, someone has borrowed my car,” she thought, “Holy shit, my car has been stolen.” She evidently freaked out and almost called the cops and insurance agents and the rest before she realized what had happened. 

Needless to say, she was not pleased, and came over to “talk” to my roommate when her and her friends came home. The fact that she and her friends had been drinking only escalated the issue, because now there was a question of drunk driving. To make matters still worse, my roommate was still pretty lit and therefore a little obnoxious. She was unapologetic and consistently denied that it was any big deal. Like when her mom said that she almost called the cops, my roommate said, “But you didn’t, so who cares?” and so on. 

Anyway, eventually we calmed her mom down, told her that it was a misunderstanding, that it was a dodged bullet, no harm/no foul, etc. And her mom did relax, but she was still peeved. So, helpful soul that I am, I reminded her that there was always the age-old tradition of . . . birthday spankings, lol. 

She clapped, said, “That’s right,” and then that’s just what she did. She put my roommate across her knee and gave her the soundest birthday spanking of her life. Ha! Afterward, I made a toon both to honor the occasion and to forever remind my old roommate that no matter how old she gets, she’ll never be “too old” for a spanking!

Anyway, I hope that was an appropriately amusing drunk story and made you laugh! I don’t want to inundate you with stuff, but if you’d like to see the toon, let me know.

   
ANDREW, SAN DIEGO, CALIFORNIA
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That was great and I am sure you have gotten a lot of cartoon mileage out of that story!    Misty
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HAUNTED HOUSE
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This is an interesting journey you are taking me on here, and I’m not sure if this counts, as we weren’t drunk until the end.

It all started one night back in early summer 1968, with five teenage boys out to have a good time. Not having a car, we put all of our money together and we found one about four miles south in a little town called Templeton. This older guy, who was half drunk, sold us his ‘58 Pontiac four-seat sedan. What a tank, but it ran great.

So we had a car, and soon a full tank of gas from two five-gallon Gerry cans and a siphon hose. The next thing was to get booze of any kind; it didn’t matter what kind when you were sixteen and full of piss and vinegar. We drank whatever there was, and growing up in our little town, it was known how high school kids would go and visit this old mansion and “borrow” some alcohol, as they had all kinds.

Off we went; it was almost dusk and that was the best time to go. Now, rumor had it this place was empty, so all we had to do was sneak in the wine cellar. There we were, five wild teenage boys, and the only trouble was that you had to go into the house to get to the damn cellar. We were looking for the door and it was dark as hell, so we found this candle to help us in our adventure to find the motherlode, and we did.

We were going back and forth to the car with more booze than a liquor store has, and we figured we just needed to do one more trip. Now, we had this one guy named Mike, and throughout this whole thing he was scared as hell because we heard the house was haunted and the owners had been murdered years before.

Then, when we were coming back up the cellar stairs, we see this light coming at us from the second story, and it was like it was floating through the air . . . really weird.

All of a sudden, we hear this voice, soft at first and then loud and scary, yelling at us, “What are you kids doing?!” 

By this time, poor Mike, scared as hell of ghosts—and he definitely thought it was a ghost—took off running and screaming through the house toward the back door. The poor guy ran right through the screen door and down the driveway. Now we were all getting scared, so everything we had in our arms went flying and we took off outside and down the driveway. We finally caught up with poor Mike, who was still white as a sheet and scared like hell, and we stopped the car to get him inside and took off down the back road along the Salinas River.

So everything was good and now we were headed to the lake for a wild night of partying. As we were driving down the road, we came upon a sharp curve in the road, and as we slammed on the brakes to slow down and turn, the battery flew out of the car (oh yeah, the car had no hood), but hey, for a car that cost forty-five dollars we didn’t care.

We were out in the middle of a field looking for the damn battery, but we never did find it. We did find a farmer’s tractor, so we borrowed his battery, and hey, it worked! Off we went again!

About an hour later, we got to our destination and the drinking started, and oh boy, we had so much booze and so many different kinds. It was the first and last time I ever drank wine. I was sixteen. I am now sixty-three and obviously a quick learner. Well, we drank all night until we passed out. We had thought to bring sleeping bags, so we were spread all over this parking lot at Vista Point San Antonio Lake’s spillway.

All I remember is waking up around six in the morning, and all these camper vehicles were driving circles around us. It seems they were lost getting to the new lake, and then here came the sheriff and two deputies, and they too just circled around us. After a few minutes of laughing their asses off at us, they just drove away.

It was and still is the worse hangover I ever had; sometimes I still sometimes wonder if it was all just a nightmare. The worst feeling ever—sick, dry heaves, no food, no water, and nothing around for forty-five miles.

This is a true story about what happened to me and four of my dearest friends: Lupe, Mike, Wayne, Bruce, and myself.

   
DAN, SANTA MARIA, CALIFORNIA
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 Thank you, because that was one of the best and most relatively innocent stories I have read. Maybe it’s a generational thing. Teenagers having fun in the sixties. Sounds like it was a lot of fun!    Misty
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PLAY BALL
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Well, in 1987 I was a minor league baseball player and my twenty-first birthday just so happened to be in Reno. Major mistake! It started with lots of drinks and some gambling. No, I didn’t lose my ass. Near the end of the night, I guess I became belligerent because I was craving a Wendy’s single and wasn’t going to settle for anything less. My teammates kept trying to tell me they were closed and we had to go somewhere else. I demanded they take me to Wendy’s. They were clearly closed, but I got out of the car and began to pound on the drive-up window. My friends left me. 

They came back after eating somewhere else and found me passed out in the drive-up window lane, and it took forever for them to wake me up, so they eventually just threw me in the trunk. I woke up not knowing how the hell I got home, with gravel still stuck to the side of my face. To make things worse, we had a random drug test that I didn’t know about (hence the randomness of a “random drug test”) for the team, and I peed as soon as I got to the park. 

Well, I didn’t have to pee until the second inning, and by that time they were waiting for three hours. In the meantime, I fell asleep in the bullpen and all my teammates left me, so needless to say, I was embarrassed and got a huge fine. Hopefully that all makes sense.

   
R., DENVER, COLORADO
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I cannot thank you enough for not only your story, but also for your informative explanation of the randomness of a “Random Drug Testing.” It was funny and I am not confused at all anymore.    Misty
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A TAIWAN ADVENTURE
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Somewhere in Taiwan, around January of 1974 . . .

I graduated high school in June of 1973, and in January 1973 my mom signed the paperwork for me to join the Navy. I wouldn’t turn eighteen until October of 1973. While on a West-Pac aboard the USS Preble DLG-15, we had a port-of-call in Taiwan. 

I was out with Bob and mixing hard stuff with beer and who knows what else. I was feeling queasy and told Bob that I needed to puke. We were in a shady bar and Bob refused to let me go to the bathroom by myself. I warned Bob that if I didn’t find a toilet I’d puke on the bar.

Bob said, “Well, then puke on the bar.”

So, I did.

We were chased out of the bar with girls throwing beer bottles at us as we trotted down the street. 

The upside? I did feel much better. 

   
MIKE, SHOW LOW, ARIZONA
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Hey Mike, you can’t put a value on good friends. Thank you.    Misty
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SMOOTH MOVES
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Okay, so we go to this club in San Francisco, right . . . We were having a good time. My moves were on point, everything was going smoothly. After a few drinks—and by a few drinks, I mean a lot of drinks—I decided to try to impress my girlfriend. 

Like she wasn’t already impressed and head over heels for me already.

I looked around and noticed a stage directly behind me. Girls were shaking their booties and dudes were performing. I thought, now is the time and this is my chance to really woo my baby. Without hesitation or nervousness, I jumped on the stage. I turned around and threw my back into a spinning motion, re-creating the back flip. 

It didn’t turn out the way I planned. I landed awkwardly and ended up knocking over tables and chairs, and nearly hitting this girl. 

Luckily, I was okay and I know how to laugh. So I went back for another drink. 

   
CODY, STOCKTON, CALIFORNIA

[image: logo]

   
I am just glad you didn’t break your neck and that you have a high tolerance!    Misty
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CHIMNEY TALE
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My buddies and I went to a high school party, and the designated driver was drinking Mission San Juan Tea. When we get to the party, he asked me where to put his empty bottle. 

“Hmm, wouldn’t you think in a trash can?” 

 He is not that smart. He hands me the bottle, so I put it in the dryer. 

After that, we started slamming beers and hiding the bottles in creative places—under the covers of the parents’ bed, in the dishwasher, next to the flue of the fireplace, etc.

I heard that the girl who had the party was grounded for a month after the parents found the bottles all over their house. My buddy was talking to her on the phone and heard her dad say, “Damn it, what is clogging the flue?” and then there was a clinking sound and the dad yelling, “Why are there beer bottles in the chimney?” 

My buddy stopped dating the girl and after that, the story of the “Mission San Juan” became legendary.

   
ANONYMOUS, DENVER, COLORADO
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That poor girl, I hope she found another boyfriend who was more environmentally friendly.    Misty
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WILD NIGHTS
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In 1989, I was twenty years old. My three friends (Nick, Frank, and Dave) and I joined the California Conservative Corps (CCC) because we had lost our jobs and figured it would be an awesome experience, and we could get away from gangs, drugs, and bullshit!

Well, so much for getting away from any of that in Richmond, California! But it was an awesome experience and one of the best years of my life! What I’m about to tell you is not just one of the craziest nights, it was by far the craziest night of my life!

Dave had gone out drinking with someone else that night, but Nick, Frank, me, and three other guys in the CCC were together that night. They were our friends, Mike, Cristian, and Ed. We took BART, the Bay Area Rapid Transit, to San Francisco to get some LSD. We had done this before a few times, but we had no idea what kind of night we were about to have!

We got the acid, took it, and messed around so long we were late getting back to the BART station, as it closes at midnight. We had more than enough money to get six tickets, but the machine wouldn’t take our old bills.

We scared the shit out of an old black guy who thought we were jumping him, but we were just asking to trade for newer bills. So we got on the subway at the last minute and amazingly there were a bunch of late-night commuters on the train. Now, I don’t know if you have ever done acid, but it’s not like any other drug. It intensifies your entire being! You are stronger, faster, smarter—or at least you think you are—and also you do more things that you wouldn’t usually, and you pretty much cannot get drunk and everything is new and amazing like you’re a kid again!

So anyway, here we are in a subway car with a bunch of sober people, and we are on some of the best acid we’ve ever taken. In no time, we had everybody on the BART partying with us and having a great time! No, we didn’t give anyone any acid, but someone did have a bottle of booze and passed it around.

Now for the crazy shit!

We lived in an old school in Hilltop in Richmond, and unfortunately the BART doesn’t go all the way to Richmond. The last station is
in El Cerrito, or it was at that time. So after everyone else in the subway car got off at their stops to go home, we found ourselves alone, and we were talking about how cool that was and whatever. 

We had just realized the last stop was three stops away. All of a sudden the train screeched to a crazy abrupt stop that laid us out
on the floor! We jumped up and thought the train had hit another train or something. The lights went out and an emergency red light came on.

The conductor or whatever they are called came over the intercom, but we couldn’t understand what he said.

Someone said, “Did anyone hear what he just said?”

“He said, ‘It’s on fire, get the fuck out!’”

I guess he didn’t really say that, but we were on acid, so we kicked the doors off the bottom hinges, pushed them up and jumped out! We went up to the conductor and asked what happened. He freaked and thought we were going to rob him, but we told him that we were on the train. He told us there is no way we could’ve gotten out because it’s electronically sealed. Whoops!

So, he told us that he had run over a bag lady who was on the tracks, and that was crazy but it’s not as crazy as what I’m about to tell you.

We walked to the last station and climbed the stairs to the parking lot to find a payphone to call a taxicab. It was in the middle of the night and there was nobody there, or so we thought. Now, I don’t know if you know where we were, but being that we were all white, we were in the wrong neighborhood. Race relations at that time were not very good.

Frank was calling a cab and I was looking around and saw two black guys on the edge of the parking lot, just standing there smoking a cigarette and staring straight at us. I told everyone but told them not to look and just keep talking and not let them know we saw them. Then I nonchalantly looked back and they were gone, and that was either a good thing or a bad thing. Turns out it was a bad thing!

In about fifteen to twenty minutes there was about twenty of them walking straight at us. I was kind of the leader of our group as I fear nothing! I told everyone to stand together, ready to fight, and I told them all to hope that they didn’t have guns, as we had no weapons.

In fact, Mike had a gun, but I told him not to shoot anyone unless he had to. We were not looking to do battle.

Now Nick is and always has been my best friend—he’s one bad ass dude! He’s a martial arts boxer now and plays semipro hockey, and let me tell you he’s definitely not someone you want to get in a fistfight with. So, here they come straight at us, confident in their numbers and yelling, “What’s up honky, what you doing in this neighborhood? We’re gonna kick your fucking asses!”

I am not liking where we are, or the fact that we are outnumbered with only one gun, but I’m standing there with Nick and his twin brother Frank, who is no pussy, and Mike, who weighs about three hundred pounds and has a gun.

They were almost on us, and here came our taxicab!

Nick was out front and I was right behind him. He turned to me with a wicked smile and said, “Watch this.” He turned back and gave an incredible uppercut to the first dude that was so hard I swear you could hear his jaw break, and he flew back and landed on his back.

That slowed down the rest of them, being that he was the biggest in their group.

The cab was right there, and I opened the passenger door as Nick was punching people. I turned to see someone coming at me, and I kicked him in the chest and heard him gasp. The cab driver was yelling, “No, no, no! This is no good!” with a Middle Eastern accent as we all piled into the car. 

I looked over to see Mike using one guy to hit other guys. Nick was still hitting people after we had gotten into the cab, and Mike had his gun out and was pointing at people. The cab driver was still yelling no, and I jumped over, put it in drive, and slammed the gas pedal. All the while, Nick was punching people through the window, and hitting them with the door. A few of them bounced off the car, but we didn’t hurt any of them. And we were out of there! 

We just had enough money for a twelve-pack of bottles, so we got dropped off at a liquor store about a mile from the center of the city. On the way home, I was hanging back with Ed because he was drunk.

Two guys pulled up to us and asked us, “What you two white guys doing in this neighborhood?” And yes, they both had guns. They didn’t point them at us, but the younger punk in the passenger seat kept saying, “Let’s just shoot them. Shoot them now, they’re going to call the cops.” The older guy told him to shut the fuck up and asked if I had cigarette; I gave him two. Then he asked for a beer and I gave him two. 

The younger one said to take all of our beers and all of our money. I showed him that I didn’t have any money, and the older guy said shut up, then asked if I knew a guy named Izzy in the CCC. I said yes just to relate with him. I had no clue who that was, but I didn’t want to get shot. So we walked across the road and up the stairs. We were almost home when two dudes ran past us down the stairs. We got the to the park, our backyard, to find that they had just robbed everyone except Nick. Nick wouldn’t give them his wallet and just stood there. 

They said, “We just got robbed and we’re going to chase after them,” and I said, “Yeah, well I’m going to drink my beer, I’m done for the night.” I then told them, “I just had a gun pulled on me in the street by two dudes in a Trans Am, so I’m drinking these beers and that’s all I’m doing. Do you guys want one?”

   
WILLIAM, BAKERSFIELD, CALIFORNIA
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I have to say that it sounds like it was a whole bunch action for a few of guys on acid in one day, but I guess twenty-four hours can be used different ways depending on who’s using them!    Misty
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THE BACHELOR PARTY
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I’m a sixty-one-year-old white male. This happened many years ago. We were throwing a bachelor party for a friend of ours. It was getting close to midnight when we realized that we were almost out of beer. So we were on our way to the store for a beer run and I
was driving. 

One of the guys suggested that while we were out we should also get some food. To make a long story short, we ended up about sixty miles from where we started our beer run. We were out on the interstate going north. For some strange reason, the guys decided that stripping and handcuffing the groom and putting him on the side of the interstate would be fun. Then I was asked to drive off. 

This was not the smartest thing I could have done. It took a highway patrol cruiser almost an hour to catch up with me. Why, I don’t know, but he wasn’t in a very good mood. First, he asked if I had been drinking. 

I told him, “No, sir,” as I stumbled out of the car and almost fell in front of an oncoming eighteen-wheeler semi. 

The officer asked if I’d like to change my answer now, and I said, “Yes, yes. I would.” 

He told me that’s probably a wise thing to do. I guess you can’t always bullshit a cop. They have no sense of humor. Well anyways, he asked whose handcuffs we had put on the groom-to-be, and one of the other guys said they were his. 

Let me interject this small point. 

The handcuffs were clearly marked Property of the City of [Name Witheld], so the state trooper asked if he was a police officer and our friend said that he was still in the academy and he hoped to graduate in two weeks (that never happened, by the way). So he took us to an all-night cafe nearby, and he made us stay there until he was satisfied that we were sober enough to get back home safely. 

We were about thirty minutes late for the wedding and caught hell from both sets of parents, but we went on with the wedding.

   
TOM, MOBILE, ALABAMA
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You guys sure were lucky and you got a way better meal than you could have had in jail.    Misty
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BLACKOUT
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My name is Blank, as I would like to stay anonymous. 

The night started off early with vodka, and we polished that off quickly. That got my friend throwing up, and he wanted to go smoke a cigarette. Then he jumped out the window and told us to meet him out there. When we got outside, we wanted to drink more, so I called a friend who owed me money, and told him to go buy some tequila. That’s the last thing I remember before I woke up in the next town in a bush. 

Getting home was so hard because I had no idea what happened and where I was and had no car and no one else was around.

And nobody remembered a thing.

   
BLANK, SACRAMENTO, CALIFORNIA

[image: logo]

   
   
Well, whatever you guys did, I am sure it was fun or at least it seemed like it at the time.     Misty
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TRUCK RACING
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Here is my drunk story: The guys and I were at my buddy’s farm. It was few months ago. We were having a nice big bonfire and, well, we had one too many moonshines. So what we decided to do was take our pick-ups and have ourselves a field drag-race. This was like at one in the morning. Or something like that. 

But anyways. We started the race, and his land is over ten thousand acres. We raced to the end. But we all forgot that there was a creek separating the last two acres. I jumped over it in my truck, but it went all wrong. There was a red oak tree on the other side of the creek. 

You can sum the rest up after that.

   
KEVIN, STOCKTON, CALIFORNIA
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Oh my God, thank you for the story and thank you for the picture, that was some serious front-end damage and more like a complete front-end total. It’s amazing you walked away from that!    Misty
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BROTHERLY LOVE
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The worst thing I ever did when I was drunk was end up in bed with my sister. I am not joking, this is for real. I was really drunk, and when I get like that, I get out of control horny.

I was drinking Bacardi 151, and she was sitting there in her nightgown. It was pulled up a little and showing her panties. Well, I asked her if I could taste her, and at first she said no, but then she said yes when I kept looking at her while she kept her nightgown pulled up.

I guess the bad part is that even though she was hard to get at first, we ended up doing it anyways and she got really into it. At first it was a drinking thing. But I just couldn’t stop doing it, as I love a fat ass. It all started when I was sixteen, and yes, I lost my virginity to my sister. We kept this going for the next five years. We never told anyone and even our parents never found out. I am surprised that she didn’t get pregnant, because she always wanted me to cum in her.

Then she got married and said to me, “We can’t do this no more, it ain’t right.”

I would love to do her again, and like I said, she is a very thick lady. The idea of doing her again turns me on. I would love to find another woman, but I have not had much luck. I know what we did was probably wrong, and I hope my story didn’t scare you off, but it’s all true.

   
JAMES, KANSAS CITY, MISSOURI
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 Well, apparently, there was no sibling rivalry between you two, and thankfully she didn’t get pregnant with your little brother aka son.
Misty
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TIJUANA ADVENTURE
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Hi, I’ve got lots of drunk stories from my “partying days” with my many friends. How about this one: 

After getting shit-faced in Tijuana one night, I lost my car. And I am not kidding. So the next morning I “hired” two policemen to help me find it. While driving around with them looking for my car, a sniper opened fire on us from a high-rise building. 

I was in the back seat and hit the floor, and these cops hauled ass down the block and did a screaming “Starsky and Hutch” U-turn, and then they pushed me out of the car and took off after the assailants. 

Needless to say, I was pretty shaken up and later hired another cop to help find my car, which turned out to be only a block away.

   
ANONYMOUS, SAN DIEGO, CALIFORNIA
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Viva la Mexico! I bet you second that emotion.    Misty
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MOTHER AND DAUGHTER
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The wildest one that comes to mind, I was a bartender in my twenties, and after closing I took home a mom and her daughter. We all had incredible sex, but the shocking part is when the mom pleasured her daughter!

I was probably twenty-five, and the daughter was my age and mom was probably forty-five or so.

I don’t remember what they were drinking, but it was excessive because I was feeding them free cocktails all night. When we woke up in the morning, we fucked again and then they left. I saw the daughter a few times after that but never again saw the mom. 

   
D, MOBILE, ALABAMA
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Well, I thought I could honestly say that almost nothing surprises me anymore after reading these stories. But yours did!    Misty
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STRIP CLUBS
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I was working in St. Croix. A fellow worker told the tale of how he was at the strip club earlier that evening. He sat up close and had the stack of bills for the naked girls performing right in front of him.

He had been drinking and turned to the guy next to him and, pointing at the girl, said something like “Can you believe that?”

His finger was extended and pointing at the girl while his head was turned to the man next to him. In the meantime, the girl had thrust her rear end towards him and he found his finger up the butt of the girl performing on stage.

He very quickly found himself kicked out of the club with shit on his finger, the whole while stammering, “But it wasn’t my fault!”

Another time, I was drinking at a strip club up in Montreal, Canada. The featured act was a wannabe porn star. I kind of remember her name was Tangerine or Orange something. The shows up there are a bit more explicit, and she had a bucket of dildos for her act. About the time she had inserted dildo number five or six, the guy next to me turned and said, “What am I going to do to that? Tease the edges?” 

I just smiled because each of those dildos was about twice as big as my penis. 

   
ROCKY, MOBILE, ALABAMA
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Drinking and strip clubs are always an interesting combination.     

Misty
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ENTANGLEMENTS
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I was out and met an older gal about thirty years ago, and of course we got really drunk and she gave me a Quaalude. We ended up in the back seat of her car and we were in a 69 position when I was ready to get after it, so I tried to make my way up, but my head got stuck in her pantyhose! 

The more I fought, the more tangled I got. My feet were flailing around and I was freaking out. She was laughing her ass off, and to top it off there was suddenly a heavy knock on the window. 

We froze, pantyhose over my head and legs in a very strange position, and realized it was a cop! 

We rolled down the window and he’s laughing too and asked what the hell we were doing. We tried to explain but we were too high. He said, “Just get out of here, and one more question. Is this your first time?” 

Embellishments are your liberty!

   
DAVID, WEST SLOPE, OREGON

[image: logo]

The good news is that I didn’t need to embellish that at all, it was funny enough already!     Misty
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ASHLEY MADISON
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I used to have an account on Ashley Madison until they were hacked and I started receiving emails from people threatening to expose my cheating unless I sent them money, which I refused to do. 

But that’s another story. 

What I wanted to tell you about is a somewhat bizarre experience I had with a woman I “encountered” on Ashley Madison. 

For starters, she told me that she was deaf. This didn’t seem like too big a deal, even though I don’t know sign language. So we agreed to meet for brunch one sunny, early autumn morning.

I was already on my third cup of coffee when she arrived a little late, the caffeine enhancing the adrenaline buzz of our elicit rendezvous. She was maybe forty, with a beautiful face and a gorgeous, fit body. I stood and kissed her when she arrived, and we proceeded to have a delightful time, communicating by writing on a note pad that I
had brought. 

After breakfast we left the cafe and strolled along the creek, which runs through the little mountain town we were in. We walked a half mile or so out of town and wound up sitting on a rock overlooking the creek.

The view of our perch was mostly sheltered from the road on the opposite bank by overhanging willow branches. We started making out, and after several minutes, much to my surprise, she produced a condom from her purse.

She seemed to not share my anxiety about having sex in a semi-public place as she pulled down her panties to the ground and stepped out of them. I quickly unbuttoned my Levis and she pulled them down, put the condom on, pushed me back against the rock, pulled up her skirt, and lowered herself on to me. 

Performance anxiety is not something I usually suffer from, but in spite of all her charms, I was too distracted by the cars passing by on the other side of the creek to have an orgasm. So I faked it!

I don’t know if she could tell, but I suspect she found the whole experience unsatisfying because I could never get her to see me again after that one time. 

   
HS, SAN LUIS OBISPO, CALIFORNIA
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I wonder if maybe it was just a one-hit-wonder kind of thing.    Misty
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TOWEL TALE
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I met a lady at a casino in Reno. We got drunk and then went back to her motel room. We had a very good time—she was so wet, she was squirming and quivering when I went down on her. I thought I did myself proud, and then I woke up to blood all over my face! 

Another time, I met a lady at a casino after I got off of work. I was working a swing shift at a casino, and we went back to her motel room. It was an actual motel, not a casino hotel room. We woke up and she went and sat on the toilet but I needed it really bad so I stepped outside to take a leak. It was around noon, and I was only in a towel in downtown Reno. But I forgot what room it was because I was still half drunk, and I knocked on a few doors but couldn’t find her.

All my clothes, my shoes, my wallet with my ID and money in it, and my house keys were in her room, so I had to sneak home about four miles away in a towel. I crossed two freeways to get to my house. My lady at the time was a school teacher with the summer off. Even though we had an open relationship—she was fifty-six and I was twenty-one—it still surprised her to open the door in the middle of the day to find me only in a towel. To make things worse, a friend of mine was driving down one of the freeways just as I was crossing it dressed in just the towel.

Even though I am half-drunk now, I’ve got many more stories for you if you’d like some. Some funny, some not so funny. Thanks for listening.

   
JOSEPH, WEST SLOPE, OREGON
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It sounds like you have a lot of fun in Reno. Whenever I see a guy running across the freeway in just a towel, I will always think
about you!   Misty
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THE VOYEUR
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Well, I don’t drink and never have, so this comes from the stone-cold sober side. I am an admitted voyeur, and several years ago I went through a phase of advertising on Craigslist for adult models for my personal collection.

I’ve honored that agreement, but it is amazing how many girls were interested in also stripping for a stranger and his camera in random hotel rooms. I never even touched them or anything like that. 

Though, if they let it be known that they wanted to be touched and wanted to grope me, for example, I did consent, as us men will often do. I am sure this as not as shocking as you might be getting from others, but that’s the wildest period of time in my life.

   
ALLEN, SAN LUIS OBISPO, CALIFORNIA
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Thank you and congratulations! Yours was the first sober story I have received.    Misty
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ALL TIED UP
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I was drinking in Vegas, and three older women picked me up at a bar. I got trashed and when I woke up, I was in my hotel room and I was tied to the bed. All three women had taken turns sitting on my face. They wouldn’t touch me until I gave each of them three orgasms. The largest one insisted on five orgasms. 

When they were done with me, they all sucked me in tandem at the same time until I came. They were all laughing the whole time. 

Man, what a night that was! They untied one of my hands, and then they left. I never saw them again. But I found three hundred dollars on the nightstand. And now I like being tied up. 

   
ANONYMOUS, STOCKTON, CALIFORNIA
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I’ll tell you in all honesty what I think, your story was very unique.     

Misty
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FROM A VIETNAM VET
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This is a true story from a Vietnam Vet. 

The war was in its heaviest combat era; it was 1968, and shit was heavy in the DMZ. The troops were aware of the insane amount of heavily fatal casualties and injuries, so most of us drank anything we could get our hands on. The drugs made us forget our best friends who died for our so-called freedom.

Our minds and bodies were crushed by a war created by our politicians. Nobody knew how many died, and nobody cared.

I look at our homeless vets on every corner of Little Rock. Every vet brought his war-torn mind back to the streets of this country. I am a female vet and I remember the lost, dead eyes and the horror of the war that we just fought for oil. I was proud once, but the years have made me face reality that our armed forces are used by politics for commodities and nothing else. Society has not paid for rehabilitation, and every day we pay the price. 

Hope this story is published in your book.

   
DARBY, FT. SMITH, ARKANSAS
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I will make sure that it is. Thank you, and I am sorry.    Misty
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REVENGE
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You’ve got to watch the quiet ones . . .

Aviation was my life. I absolutely loved it. I crewed every year at the Reno Air Races, and one year I volunteered to work the pit for a racing T-6 that was named “Miss TNT.” They even gave me a colorful badge with “Miss TNT” on it to keep. I wore this every now and then for fun. Ironic when you consider that, at twenty-two years old, I was still incredibly shy. 

Time marched on, and the badge somehow ended up under the seat of my truck. By then, I’d moved two or three times, and eventually I settled close to my folks in Texas on a remote piece of acreage out in the farm area. I worked a lot and didn’t make much time for a social life. 

One day, I met a guy about ten years older than me named Jim. He’d grown up in that farm valley and seemed to have a good sense of humor, so I agreed to go out with him. He took me to a local beer bar named Pinto’s, and we each had three or four pints before leaving. I was sitting on the passenger side of his little Nissan pickup, and I began to wonder if he was going to try and kiss me when we got back to my truck. 

This thought was derailed, though, as on the way back to my truck he stopped at a beer depot and bought a twelve pack on ice. He suggested that we should go out in the desert and make a bonfire. As I was already half in the bag drunk, I agreed. The quiet and semi-funny Jim turned into an octopus once we parked out in the desert. He pawed and clawed, and I struggled for some time and then decided to go for a walk outside just to get away from him. 

He followed me, and then grabbed my arms and told me he’d kill me and bury me out in the desert if I didn’t take off my clothes. I did as he commanded, and then he raped me.

We were silent all the way back to my truck. I got out of his without a word and never heard from him again. Back then, you did not report such things. His parents were rich, and mine were not.

Some weeks passed and the more I thought about what had happened, the madder and more furious I got. One Friday night on my way back home from work, I bought a twelve pack of beer, and I’d consumed most of it by the time it got dark. By midnight I was both completely infuriated at Jim for what he’d done and I was extremely drunk. I knew he hung out at that beer hall we had gone to the night of the rape, so I jumped in my truck and headed that way. 

The beer hall was closed, but Jim’s truck was parked right out front. It was the only vehicle in the lot.

I waited across the street for a while, planning to wait until he returned so I could confront him and tell him what a scum bucket he was. But at this point I’d run out of beer, so I drove to the nearest open watering hole and bought a six pack on ice to go. I returned to my spot across the street from the bar and Jim’s truck to resume my vigil. After a while, there was still no Jim, but his little truck was patiently sitting right where it had been before. I began rehearsing what I was going to tell him in my head, and this only served to make me angrier and more furious than I already was. I mean, what if he just laughed at me?

My truck was a three-quarter-ton Chevy with a 350 V8. This thing was a beast, and it ran like a champ, both heavy and powerful. All of a sudden, I decided I didn’t want to ever talk to Jim again. 

I fired my Chevy up and drove over to where his little Nissan was parked in front of the bar. I put my front bumper right up against his tailgate and put it in first gear. I dropped the clutch and rammed his little truck forward into the bar wall. Yeah. Fuck. His. Truck. Fuck. Him. It felt so good that I backed up a few more feet and decided to get a run at it. I stepped hard on the gas and slammed into the back of that little Nissan and it flew forward and went right through the cinder block wall of the bar. It lodged about halfway through. I was laughing like a maniac now. I backed up and gave it another shot, putting that Nissan all the way through the wall. 

I put my truck in neutral and got out to survey the damage . . . and it was extreme. Jim’s Nissan had gone through the bar back, taking out bunches of bottles of booze that were on shelves, and there was glass and broken cinderblocks everywhere. There was something spraying lots of foam in every direction, maybe beer kegs, I don’t know. But I decided I’d better get the hell out of there.

I drove home and slept like a baby. I never heard a word about it until a few months later when a friend of mine and I went to a club. And who did I find there? Jim. He came up to me and asked, “Hey, did you put my truck through the wall at Pinto’s bar?” So I acted dumb and said, “Huh? Bar? Your truck? What are you talking about??” He went on, “Yeah, I found this badge on the ground next to it that said, ‘Miss TNT.’ It had an airplane on it, so I figured it was you.” 

I smiled and before I walked away I said, “Maybe you better go talk to Miss TNT.” I guess my souvenir from the air races had fallen out of the door when I got out to see the damage. Either way, I think he got the message.

   
ANONYMOUS, SIERRA VISTA, CALIFORNIA
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Sometimes revenge IS the best medicine. As a woman, and a vindictive one at that, I applaud you. I am sure besides the message you sent him, karma has sent him a few more.    Misty
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LUCKY ROCK
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I’ve got a boatload of them, but I’ll start with this one . . . Back in the early Eighties, I was living with a beautiful girl in Denver. One day we had a fight, which was a first, and instead of apologizing, I stormed out of the house and jumped into my ‘66 Chevy Impala. Then I headed down to Colorado Springs to hang out with her brother Dave, and we proceeded to go bar hopping. After too many shots and beers, I decided I could drive back to the love of my life and profess my undying love for her. I should have listened to her brother and spent the night because it was about an hour and a half drive away. Needless to say, I stubbornly set out to find her at about two a.m. 

I awoke at the crack of dawn with a hellacious hangover. 

The sun was glaring into my windshield, and an unfamiliar wretched stink filled my nostrils. As I rubbed my eyes and tried to resist the overwhelming urge to throw up all over myself, I turned to my left just as a huge ass cow with its tail straight up let loose. A chorus of ozone-damaging flatulence that would and did awaken a miserable drunken fool came out loudly. 

I attempted to open my door to relieve my stomach of its nasty contents, but of course the cow’s ass was pressed up against it. I dove lengthwise across the front seat, opened the passenger door and, proceeded to spend the next five minutes or so vomiting. Once I was done, I sat up and proceeded to yell and blow the horn to get rid of the frigging cow that was still pressed up against my car door. After a few more minutes, she moseyed away. I then realized my car was still running and in drive from the night before!

Fear crept over me as I wondered what was stopping me from driving headlong into a fair-sized duck pond less than twenty yards in front of me. There was only one large rock in the field that I was currently idling in. And fortunately for me, that cooler-sized rock was directly in front of my left front tire. I then wondered where the hell I was and how the hell I was going to get out of there. 

As I gazed behind me, I was confused to see my tire tracks snaking all the way back to the highway. At this point, I figured it was time to get the hell out of there. Once I got to the highway, my conscience got the better of me, and instead of heading north to Denver, I doubled back to Dave’s trailer park in the Springs. 

Dave’s wife made us breakfast as I told them of my escapade. Upon finishing a much-needed plate of nourishment, Dave and I set out in his tricked-out 4x4 El Camino. David was definitely a little leery of my version of what happened until he saw the unmistakable, wayward tire tracks wandering aimlessly towards a small glade of trees. 

We got off the highway and followed my tracks through a knocked-down electric fence—undoubtedly my doing—trees, small streams and such, and all the way to the rock that more than likely saved me from drowning. We both surmised that I had probably passed out before I had reached this spot. 

We had a good laugh, mine more from shaken nerves and fear of what I had done and what else could have happened. Dave then remarked that I must have had a guardian angel watching over me. I concurred. While we were there, the owner of the property showed up. We explained what had happened the night before and the circumstances that had led up to it. The three of us had a good laugh and I offered to pay for the necessary repairs, but the owner said he that he would have his sons fix the damage. 

When I asked why he would want his sons to fix someone else’s mistake, he explained his boys were about my age and they were doing things they shouldn’t be doing. He was going to use this as a life lesson for them. So, who was I to argue? 

If my stupidity could somehow be a good thing in any crazy way, I was okay with that.


STEVE, NEW LONDON, CONNECTICUT
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I am glad that everything worked out, I hope it went okay when you went back and told your girlfriend (if you did). Misty
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THE DUDE FROM NEW LONDON
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So, my wife and I were at an historic inn in downtown at Essex Court. We were enjoying the band, and we had a few too many drinks. There was an exit directly behind the band, a convenient and easy way out, but anyway the band goes on break, and we decide it is time for us to leave.

As we are trying to go out through that back door, my wife falls . . . crashing over the drum kit, all the chimes, every single cymbal, and everything else on the stage goes flying all over the place. I can only guess how many thousands of dollars in damages we caused. I picked her up, and we ran in a panic out through that back door while being followed by a few concerned and curious people and probably half a dozen angry band members and bouncers. Miraculously, we made it back to our car and then stupidly drove home. Thank God we made it there safely. 

We banned ourselves from that bar ever since that episode and will never go back on a Friday night, just in case they may recognize us.
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I am sure you and your wife will never forget that night as well as the band and all the spectators. Besides staying away from that bar, you need to ban yourselves from driving home after a night of heavy drinking!    

Misty
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CHICKEN AND BACON
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Okay, this will be anonymous, right? 

So I was out drinking tequila with friends, and we were doing some serious bar hopping. All of a sudden, we realized that it had gotten really late; “Sackless Sammy,” as he had come to be known, was freaking out that he had to go home to Mama, and our other buddy, Yablanowitz, was stressing out that he had to work early in the morning and blah, blah, blah . . .

So I dropped those party poopers off and, hungry as hell, I was having a drunken craving for a whole fried chicken. 

Well, at two a.m. nobody sells whole fried chickens. 

But McDonald’s sells chicken nuggets, that’s for damn sure. So I went and got a twenty-piece meal and parked at the old Holsum Bakery parking lot and started scarfing them down. I had gotten about eight of them nasty things down, and, being drunk, I slowly eased into “Slumberland.” That’s the term I coined for passing out asleep when parked and eating McDonald’s nuggets. 

Well, what I didn’t realize was that I had fallen asleep with a chicken nugget in my mouth. When I became halfway conscious again, it was because a cop was banging on my window and yelling, “Hey! You can’t park here!”

I jolted myself awake and raised my head up and, looking straight at him and acting as if I had not missed a beat, said, “Ociffer, thass okay i wuzza jutsch leavin anyway,” as drool was dripping from my mouth and onto my shirt. That cold shitty nugget was still hanging out of my mouth and was almost making me puke the other seven back up. 

Well, he saw the discombobulated look on my face and was like, “Ok, buddy, you git home now,” and high-stepped it the hell away from my freak show in a big hurry, let me tell you! 

He could have (a) ‘rested me, (b) ‘rested me, and probably (c) ‘rested me, but I assume he was thinking he was just going to put one foot in front of the other and not look any closer at me. He was probably thinking, that guy will probably make it home okay, and he didn’t want my chicken-filled mouth puking or anywhere near him, smelling like old tequila, or this dumbass, drunk son of a bitch in his squeaky-clean squad car.

I fired up the Cheritto (my Chevy El Camino) and put the rubber to the road. 

That’s my thtory and I’m thticken to it. 

   
DAN, WEST SLOPE, OREGON
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It took me a minute to figure out why you called it your “Chicken and Bacon” story, but I finally figured it out. I will never think of chicken nuggets the same way again!    Misty
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THE POWER OF REINVENTION
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Picture being me . . . I was freshly eighteen and drunk. I let my friend cut my hair. He thought it would be so funny to carve a swastika on the back of my head. I forgot about it and got more drunk. So then I go out and get up, which is slang for developing your reputation via graffiti. 

And then I got caught. 

So this white boy, who just happens to be me, goes to jail while totally drunk with a swastika carved on his head. I was greeted by a huge black intake cop and copious amounts of dark-skinned and well-seasoned inmates. 

I was lucky enough to have been born with the gift of gab, so I worked my magic and I convinced this cop to let me shave my head clean. I woke up the next day and everyone in my cell had gotten in trouble for smoking weed in the jail cells, so I got a fresh start of new people who hadn’t seen my hair when I first came in. 

All in all, it was a pretty decent way to get over a hangover. 

   
RAOUL, STOCKTON, CALIFORNIA

[image: logo]

   
   
I am proud to congratulate you, and it’s a good thing you were able to reinvent yourself.    Misty
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DATE-NIGHT SURPRISE
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Well, here is mine. Once upon a night, way back when I used to drink, a best friend came to pick me up after I got off work at a fast-food place. I was in my late teens at the time, and now I am fifty years old. My friend Robert brought a bottle of Jack Daniels with him, knowing that I don’t do well on hard liquor. That and the Canadian bacon pizza he brought pushed me over the edge to puke my guts out. After all that, I definitely needed to go back to his place and clean up. We pulled up to his one-story apartment complex, got out, and walked up the breezeway to get to the room. 

I sat down on the couch to remove my work shoes and get prepared for a shower. I was ready to go out and party longer when I looked around the room. No half-naked women posters or beer-can pyramids. There was no weight bench or gym clothes smell either. All I could see was pretty decor and nice furniture.

At this point I heard a guy screaming, “Get out of my house!” 

And my friend replied back, “Get out of my house!”

That went on for a couple of more rounds of back and forth yelling before I figured out that we were not in Robert’s apartment. We had walked up the wrong breezeway altogether. At that point, a nude adult male at full mast runs past the hallway door and yells at us to get out as a woman’s voice screams for someone to call 911 and for someone named Harold to call the cops.

I had to convince Robert to leave because he still thought somebody was in his house. It was actually quite the opposite. I had to recover my shoes from their flowerbed in the morning, and I felt bad that we had interrupted date night for them.


MARK, SAN LUIS OBISPO, CALIFORNIA
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It was a date night that they will never forget, I’m almost 100 percent sure.    Misty
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THE NAKED MULE
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Where do I begin? I have so many moments and memories of things I did in a drunken stupor while growing up. I guess the most memorable time involved six of us guys. 

Arlington, Kansas, is a very small farming town of about five hundred people, and everyone knows everyone. A local café that had been there for many years used to love having the local kids come in because we would play pool for hours, eat, drink pop, and support the place, and the owners were very kind people. 

One day, they decided to retire and sell the business. This guy came into town to look at the place and said he wanted to buy it, but he was a really stuck-up man and didn’t like the younger generation much. The owners told him that we were 50 percent of their business. He didn’t heed their advice, and when he bought it, he removed the pool table, the pinball machines, and all other things we enjoyed. Keep in mind that we were sixteen and seventeen years old. 

He was always open on Sundays for the church crowds, and they filled the place. Well, one Saturday night all of us guys drank so much beer that we were totally wasted and still pretty drunk by Sunday, and we decided to get even with him for not allowing us to come in.

After it was filled up with all the church people, we parked along the side of the building, walked around to the front where the huge plate glass windows were, and backed all the way up to it, and then we pulled our pants down and mooned everyone. 

Then we found out he wasn’t even there that day, and we were so upset. Well, needless to say, we were identified by the patrons, and we had to go to the little kangaroo court in the city office, and we were fined fifty dollars each for indecent exposure. 

Another night in our drunken history, we got tanked and visited the other café. One of our friends came through town, and when he saw all of us, he stopped and joined our little drinking party. He had his stock trailer hooked up to his pickup with an old mule he had bought at a sale that day. Someone made a bet that I wouldn’t ride the mule through the café nude. 

The dumb, drunk ass in me said that I would take that bet as long as someone held the door open for me. Needless to say, the only thing I had on when I hopped on that mule was my cowboy hat, my boots, and a huge smile. 

I went in, and when I reached the front door on Main Street, the mayor was coming just as I rode out the door. He shook his head, looked at me and said, “My God, don’t you have anything better to do?”

Once I was outside and had jumped off the mule, I turned around and walked back in. I sat down at a stool at the counter, still naked, and ordered a Dr. Pepper. 

The owner come over laughing and said, “Well it sure doesn’t look like you have your wallet with you, so how will you be paying?” Then he said if I put my clothes on, he would buy me one. 

Those are two of my best ones, but I do have many more, should you wish to write a book about just my drunken moments. Hope this will help you. 

   
RB, SIERRA VISTA, CALIFORNIA
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I love it! Very tame and very refreshing.    Misty
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SLEEPING TALES
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I’ve slept on many a couch in my days as a party animal. I’ve slept under a table, across a pair of bar stools, in a truck bed, in an empty rental home, and on a staircase, amongst other safe and not so safe places . . . even a ditch one time. Most times it was planned, and sometimes it was a surprise that I survived the night, as is the case with one of my more impressive mishaps. 

This night was surely a blur and possibly insignificant, though I can’t really remember. At this point in my life, I used to stay at my buddy’s house in town, which was about a fifteen-minute walk from greater downtown. As was the usual, I crossed the river, wandered up the darkened path of their drive, let myself in, and—they were cool with that sorta thing—took off my shoes and pants, pulled the blanket from the top of the couch and slept sound as a baby, as usual.

Morning crept in and the sun shone beautifully on me as I drearily opened my eyes and adjusted to the new day. In plain view, there on top of the fridge, was an elephant statue that I’d never seen before. And the couch was facing the wrong way. The coffee table was full of weird odds and ends, and even the walls were a different color! Keep in mind that I was still half paralyzed in the wake of a full-on power drunk, so I was not keen on moving, or making a fucking sound . . .

Worse yet, I could hear two people milling about, the way you do before work. Clearly, I was not where I thought I was. The world closed in and I felt trapped like a barn cat, and my pants weren’t on! How could I run? Where?! I was still hazy; how could I explain . . . ? 

Sometimes, luck is on your side. I could decipher these people’s conversation a little. They weren’t mad—lost, but not mad. Finally, they asked where I had come from. They were young and out all night themselves. Each one thought the other had set me up on the couch after late-night drinking. They even asked if they could give me a ride home.

“No, thanks. I’ll just be getting my pants now,” I said to them. I walked onto their porch and collected my bearings. I was two houses away from my bud’s house. I went and crashed on the correct couch this time.

Nice people.

Anyone who knows me knows this story already. I’m sorta famous that way. Moral of the story: Remember to keep a blanket on your sofa. You never know when I might show up.

   
ANONYMOUS, WEST SLOPE, OREGON 
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Will do. Ha-ha. Thank God for nice people, right?    Misty
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BUTT GUTT
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This is the story of “Butt Gut.” We had a pain-in-the-ass Marine, who was talking shit at a bar when we were in Australia. The bar had little frozen pizzas you could buy. All you had to do was put them in the microwave that they had. 

He bought one, opened the package, and then he decided he needed to piss. He looked at us and told us not to touch his pizza. Well, when he disappeared into the bathroom, we pulled back the frozen cheese, dumped the contents of an ashtray on it, including at least one cigarette butt, and put it back. 

When he got back, he grabbed his pizza, put it in the microwave, and warmed it up, and to our amazement he then ate the whole thing without a peep. 

We never told him what we did, but for like ten years he kept asking why people call him “Butt Gut.” 

   
ANONYMOUS, SAN DIEGO, CALIFORNIA
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That was definitely a dirty little trick. I liked it.    Misty
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A FISH TALE
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The worst “Anal Sex Accident.” 

Never have anal sex after a fish dinner. Most people contract some form of food poisoning at least once a year. Most of the time, the symptoms are mild and can even be mistaken for a twenty-four-hour flu bug. Other times, the symptoms are similar to having a very bad case of the flu, but rarely do people ever need to go to the hospital for food poisoning. 

Just by its nature, the probability of contracting food poisoning from fish is always higher than most other foods. This is why, based on personal experience, I recommend that no one ever engage in anal sex after your date has eaten a large fish dinner. 

We hadn’t been dating that long, only about a month. Even though we’d only been dating a short time, we had been having sex since the second date, and it was the best, freakiest, porno-style sex of my life. Seriously, this was the kind of sex that every man, deep down, dreams about having at least once in his life. It was the kind of sex that I had wished for ever since my voice started changing. 

It was with this woman, and only with this woman, that I was ever addressed with the phrase “Use your whole fist, for Christ’s sake!” 

On one now-infamous date night, we were enjoying a romantic dinner at an upscale seafood restaurant. Through the entire meal, however, sex was all that was on our minds. In retrospect, every date we ever went on seemed to just be a temporary diversion from the best part of the night, which involved animalistic insertions, feral lickings, and brazen misuse of food products. 

We emptied wine bottle after wine bottle over the course of the dinner, and by the time the main course arrived—fish for her and lobster for me—she slipped off her shoes and casually masturbated me under the table with her stocking-covered feet. Completely plastered and horny by the end of the meal, we decided to skip dessert in the restaurant because a much sweeter dessert was being prepared in her hot, wet crotch, she said. I paid the bill and narrowly avoided getting a speeding ticket, not to mention a DUI, during the drive back to my place. 

By the time we got into my apartment, we were tearing each other’s clothes off. Sloppy in our drunkenness, we knocked over two lamps during our horny, groping journey into the bedroom. Once in the bed, she got down on all fours, arched her back, and presented her delicious ass to me. I grunted my approval while aiming my missile at her hairy silo. When the head began to penetrate her lips, she stopped me. 

“No. In my ass,” she hissed at me, sounding both horny and angry at the same time. 

“Are you sure?” I asked. 

She giggled as she said, “If I could handle last night . . .”

Oh yeah, I thought. The previous night’s adventure had involved a clown mask, three packets of Pop Rocks, and a twenty-inch replica of the Eiffel Tower. What the hell was I thinking? Of course she could handle some anal action. 

She reached between her legs and began lubing up her asshole with her own juices. Where did I find this girl? I thought. I was in horn-dog heaven. Blessed. Not being an expert in anal intrusion, I slowly eased my way into her lovely stink-star. First the head, then a quarter of the shaft, and soon I was buried to the hilt between her ass-cheeks. 

She told me to go slowly, half moaning, half panting in both pleasure and pain, I think. I did as she asked, and very slowly began pulling out, like a steam piston on an old locomotive beginning its first run in a century. Almost all the way out of her, but keeping the head firmly planted in her ass-iris, I slowly began inserting again. 

“Yeeeeees!” she moaned and then began diddling herself. Soon she told me to go faster. So I did, and the tempo increased until the train was running at full speed, the piston pumping a complete blur, her hand rubbing like she was trying to start a friction-fire.

All of a sudden, she screamed so loudly. Thinking she was close to orgasm, I pumped that ass even faster, faster than an Amish meth-head churns butter. 

“Oh my God, stoooooooop,” she screeched, or something like this, because the noise in my head was drowning out the reality around me, for in my head I heard a steam locomotive—chugga-chugga-chugga-chugga-woo-woo!—barreling down the tracks, and somehow I pumped even faster. 

I was screaming, “Yes, yes, yes!”

She started reaching behind her and flailing on the bed in what I thought was ecstasy. She yelled at me to STOP, finally able to get out the word I had mistaken for groans of ecstasy just moments ago. She screamed this with such volume and guttural, primal force that it had the effect of pulling the emergency brake on a 100,000-pound locomotive running at full speed. The sex act squealed to a halt, and I pulled out of her ass like the rip-cord on a parachute. 

Did someone order champagne? No, that popping noise was me coming out of her ass. She screamed even more as I yanked free. 

And then it happened. Immediately after I popped out, I was sprayed from belly to thighs with watery, fish-smelling diarrhea. 

“What the fuck?!” I said, barely able to get the word fuck out of my mouth because of my shock at the brown funk suddenly dripping all along my body. As she sprayed me, she seemed to be propelled forward by the force of the jet-pack of diarrhea, and she collapsed onto her stomach. 

“Oh. My. Fucking. God,” I murmured, completely shell-shocked. Everything was still. I could hear my wind-up alarm clock ticking on my dresser. I stared at my shit-covered body. I surveyed the room to see if there was any collateral damage. The trajectory of the diarrhea spray was similar to buck-shot in a sawed-off shotgun; it was everywhere. Unfortunately, during the sex act she had been facing the foot of the bed, which meant that the headboard, my bedside table, and my lamp had shit on them as well. Even my bedside clock had a few speckles staining its face. The bedsheets: Killed in Action. A total loss. 

I looked at my date, lying there motionless. I called her name. No response. I called her name while shaking her a bit. Nothing. Fear shot through me as I thought, holy shit, what if she was dead? But this fear quickly dissipated when I heard her snoring. 

She was passed out from the wine. I on the other hand was no longer hammered and drunk, because the blast from her ass rendered me completely sober. This night was definitely going down in the (ahem) annals as the all-time, worst date of my life. In fact, I had to invent a new special category. Even the devil would feel sympathetic, to describe this night. 

I cleaned up. I cleaned her up. I cleaned the headboard, the dresser, the lamp, and the clock. With some manipulation of her passed-out body, I was able to wrangle the sheets from the bed and throw them down the garbage chute. By two in the morning, I found myself lying on my couch, drinking Jack Daniels straight from the bottle. I don’t remember passing out myself, but I can say that unconsciousness couldn’t come soon enough. 

It was food poisoning, her voicemail message explained to me the next day. After some silence, she added . . . “the fish.” More silence. “I’m sorry.” She left this message the following day, around two p.m. Because right after it had happened, I had slept until noon, and, thank God, she was gone when I woke up. 

How do you face that? She never called me again. I never called her. I definitely learned two valuable lessons that night: 

1) Never have anal sex after a seafood dinner. 

2) Be careful what you wish for. 

There’s only one other experience in my life that entered into the devil’s sympathy category, and frankly I didn’t know if I would ever be able to tell that story until now. 

   
ANONYMOUS, NEW YORK
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That was so gross and obviously true because no one could have ever even tried to make that “fish tale” up!    Misty
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WILD WEDDING
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This happened in 1978 in Santa Barbara. 

It revolves around a four-day wedding event with my then-girlfriend of two years and her cousin and bride-to-be. The family is Jewish, some more devout than the others. Friends and family started arriving on a Thursday afternoon, and my girlfriend’s parents were hosting a dinner and drinks at their house on the mesa. 

It was very much like a reunion with family that hadn’t been together for a few years, and the host was barbecuing tri-tip beef for his guests and I was helping him out at the grill. Dinner was great and I met all of my girlfriend’s extended family. The host had me serving drinks at the wet bar, and my girlfriend was mingling. In all there were about thirty guests, and everyone was plastered, so I became the taxi driver to take people to their motels and other places to stay. 

Must have been a dozen rental cars that were left in the driveway because the drivers were too drunk to drive. The bride-to-be, who was going to college in Chicago, was staying at her parents’ home
in Montecito. 

I had met the aunt several times, along with her husband. I was driving the host’s station wagon and Montecito was the last stop. The aunt and her husband were smashed and he was passed out, so I helped her to the front door, and then she wanted me to help her up the stairs and I obliged. We got inside and she was all over me. I was a terrified nineteen-year-old and she was a forty-six-year-old, seemingly very proper lady. At the top of the stairs was a little bench and we had sex on that first. 

She was sitting down and I was on my knees, young, dumb, and full of cum. She said she hadn’t been able to get pregnant for years even though they tried, so I exploded inside her. Then I finished up and headed for the door. The husband was still passed out in the car. I shook him enough to wake him and got him in the house.

I left half-panicked and just glad I didn’t get caught by the husband, and so far, all was well. I got back to my girlfriend’s house on the mesa and she was with her cousin, the one getting married in two days. We started smoking some Thai stick with some of their other friends. 

A good smoke of that was enough to put the earlier events of the night behind me. It was a perfect balmy night, and my girlfriend and her cousin were staying in the pool house, as my girlfriend had kindly surrendered her room to the other out-of-town family. Later that night the last few of them that were left started making their way out one by one. 

The cousin needed a piece of luggage that she left in the rental car, so she gave me the keys and told me what to get out. I went off to get it, and she came down because I guess she forgot to tell me about some other item in the car that she needed. I was pulling out the luggage in question and, as I turned around, she put her hand down my pants and said she wanted one last time before she got married. She pulled down my pants and started giving me a blowjob, and I was thinking I still had her mom’s smell on me. So we had sex in the backseat of the car, and I asked if I needed protection and she said no, because she was on the pill. What she didn’t say was that she had just started taking the pill that day. 

Both my girlfriend’s aunt and her cousin were pregnant after that. Her aunt’s husband had a vasectomy without telling his wife because three kids were enough for him and she had wanted more. It ended four weeks later when all was confirmed, and my girlfriend was no more. I don’t know how the pregnancies ended as I was removed from that circle of information. 

True story. Alcohol and woman and life-changing events are a bad mix.


SID, SAN LUIS OBISPO, CALIFORNIA
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You, alcohol, women, and life-changing events are a bad mix, but I think you can handle it.   Misty
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OUT OF GAS
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Okay, I was out one night driving around with my buddy and stopped at several parties, but the last one I left, I was drunk like a motherfucker. So we started speeding down the road and tossing empty cans out of a convertible and then the cops lit us up. I was driving a 1964 Ford Falcon convertible and it was hot and very fast, so I figured I was looking at a Wet and Reckless citation at the very least.

In all my innate wisdom, I tried to ditch the cops. The chase was on and I had about three blocks on them, but after a little while I just couldn’t shake them. By then I felt sober from all the adrenaline, so I pulled over. It took the cops a little bit of time to catch up to me and when they got out of the police car, I heard them laughing their asses off.

One of the officers got to my car and he said, “Hey, son, you almost had me. We didn’t even have the description of your car!” Then he said that besides that, they had just run out of gas and we had them beat. So the officer told me, “Son, you need to go into town and get us some gas and come back, and remember, we now have your license plate and your driver’s license number. We don’t need our chief busting our humps because we ran out of gas.” 

Needless to say, we went and got these fine police officers some gas, and surprisingly enough they didn’t give me a ticket.

   
HAUS, SIERRA VISTA, CALIFORNIA
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Well, you know that one hand washes the other, and . . . it’s just another episode of good cops gone good.   Misty
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THE COUCH
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Funny drunk stories . . . I’ve got too many of those, for sure. Here’s a good one, though. 

I was walking to the bar with my buddy and we found a couch with a “free” sign, and we said “sweet, we’ll pick it up on the way home.” We got hammered and started to head home, but on the way we remembered the couch. We grabbed it and carried it as far as we could, and then we set it down, sat on it, and took a break. I don’t remember getting home that night, but, somehow, I did.

My buddy apparently just slept on the couch, which was several blocks away. He and the couch were found in front of a stranger’s house. He said they were really nice about it, and even invited him in for coffee. Drunks do the damnedest things . . .

   
AARON, SAN LUIS OBISPO, CALIFORNIA
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And I am pretty sure and hopeful that the couch looked just as good without the beer goggles on.    Misty
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ON LIBERTY
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I was on a ship in the Navy in the early 1980s and we were stationed on the West Coast, so we made western deployments. The best thing about it were all the great ports-of-call we got to see. Hawaii was always the first stop. 

One time we went to Maui instead of Oahu. Maui stops are strictly liberty ports, so there are quite a few drinks to be had. One time my buddy and I got to meet Chevy Chase and his family while they were on vacation. We also got to witness Robin Williams, who was not being allowed into a bar because he didn’t meet their dress-code requirement. He asked the bouncer if he knew who he was, and the bouncer assured him he did, but he still couldn’t come in until he met the dress code. Robin didn’t seem upset; he just left and went to another bar. 

Anyway, since Maui had no docks that are big enough for a war-ship, we would anchor off the coast, and to get to shore we would ride liberty boats manned by our boatswain’s mates. They ran two boats every half hour from ship to shore, so if you missed the last boat at night, you had to stay on shore until seven in the morning when they started running again. 

Of course, my buddies and I missed the last boat this particular evening and decided to sleep on the beach where the boat would pick us up. We were all pretty hammered and passed out immediately upon getting to the beach. We needed to sleep as much of the alcohol off as possible anyway. Just before I awoke, I was having this incredible dream of being on a beach and rolling around in the sand making out with my beautiful wife. I could hear some guys laughing close by and I finally realized I was waking up. 

When I opened my eyes, there was this big, scroungy-looking dog right in my face, just licking away. What a way to wake up! Dog breath right in your face, miserably hung over and sick, and sand in your butt crack. I’m glad the night leading up to it was a party, ‘cause the ending was rough. It took a long time for me to live that one down.

Another time we were in Yokosuka, Japan, and a couple of buddies and I walked into this bar. There were several business-looking men in suits standing around one end of the bar and doing shots of what I guessed was sake. One of them had apparently had a wee bit too much and was stretched out on top of the bar. 

Now, in the United States it is against the law to sleep on a bar and they will drag you out to the sidewalk. We went up to the bartender to order our drinks and ask if they were having a private party. It took him a little bit to get across to us, due to his limited English and our total lack of Japanese; we had a lot of trouble asking about the guy who was sleeping on the bar. Well, it turns out that they were in fact having a wake, and the guest of honor was the guy laying on the bar. 

We didn’t even finish our beers. It was bloody well time to find another drinking establishment.

As you probably know, out of all the military branches, the Navy has the reputation for being a bunch of drunks when we are in port. I, for one, considered this a high honor and did my best to uphold that tradition. I was stationed on the West Coast for about four years, and our ship would do what was called a Westpac, where we would leave the United States and be gone anywhere from seven to ten months. I was on an ammunition supply ship, and during this time we would resupply the battle group, the carriers, the destroyers, and the frigates with armaments and bombs. Occasionally we would pull into a foreign port such as the Philippines and have Liberty Call. 

On one such trip, we pulled into the Navy base in the Philippines, and we moored at the end of the runway for the Naval Air Station. We were the only ship moored on that side of the base. True to form, myself and about three hundred of my closest friends went to
get drunk. 

When leaving the base at the main gate, you had to walk on a bridge that crossed over Shit River, very appropriately named because it was where the city’s sewage ran. I promise you it smelled exactly like its namesake. Picture in your mind about eighty-five to ninety degrees daily in the shade while standing in an outhouse. Need I say more?

I did my share of partying that particular night, and around about five in the morning I decided to stagger back to the ship and try to get a little sleep before the 0730 muster, when it would be my turn to do ship’s work. As I got to the pier on base, I saw this big grey hunk of junk I called home and went bouncing up the gangway, but really more like stumbling. At the top, you saluted the rear of the ship where the flag is flown and you saluted the officer of the deck. Then you showed your ID and you went on down to your berthing area. 

I did all this. but as I was stumbling along to the doorway that leads to the inner part of the ship I heard the intercom system say, “Will the man with the keys to the green door lay to the Quarter Deck.” 

That is ship code for security to come running on the double because there has been a breach of security. I was thinking that it was one hell of a time to do a security drill while everyone on the ship was still sleeping. 

Suddenly the door swung open, and out came about a dozen sailors armed with .45s and rifles, and they were all pointed at me. Talk about something that will sober you up real quick! 

Of course, I froze. I had no idea what the hell was happening, and I did not recognize anyone on this security detail, and I knew the first names of almost all the men on board. If I didn’t know their names, I at least knew their faces, but I didn’t know any of these guys and they weren’t very happy-looking after being woken up early either. 

Well, the officer of the deck came walking up to me and got my ID and checked it really close and told me that I was not on this ship; I was stationed on the ship behind them. 

Apparently, they had come in and docked after we went on liberty, and in my drunken stupor I didn’t notice it was the wrong ship. I went ahead and staggered back down the gangway and returned to the laughs and jeers of my ship’s officer on the deck of my ship; they had heard and seen all the commotion I had caused. 

Needless to say, by the 0730 muster, everyone on board knew of my blunder. It took me several months to live that one down as well. 

I will stop with that last one, but I will be sending more along the way. The Navy used to have the slogan that “It’s Not Just a Job, It’s
an Adventure.” 

And I am telling you, they were right.


TOM, FORT SMITH, ARKANSAS
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 Oh my God, the one about the wake was really funny! I get some great stories from our servicemen, and that was one of the best!
Misty
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A HARSH LESSON
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Hello, my name is Dave, and here is my story.

When I was eighteen years old (I am forty now), my friends and I were pretty bad. We stole a couple of bottles of grape-flavored Mad Dog 20-20 from the Safeway in Bend and went out to Horse Ridge and started drinking. We built a campfire and I ended up sticking my hands into the fire and pulling out the hot coals. I also decided to tackle a barbed wire fence barehanded.

Afterwards, I was put into the back end of a pickup truck, and as we went down the road, I realized that I really had to use the bathroom. I opened up a side window in the canopy and just let it go. I woke up at my friend’s place, still in the back end of the truck, all covered in puke and fecal matter. 

It was horrible, and I will never do it again. Lesson learned. I don’t drink anymore because of it.

   
DAVE, BEND, OREGON
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Great story, and congratulations on your sobriety!    Misty
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GO-GO BOY
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I’ve got a few stories, but I’ll tell you my favorite one.

One Saturday night in Grass Valley, me and my roommate Lexi were bored to tears. Neither of us had ever been clubbing since we are both from a small town, and we decided to give it a shot. We called up our gay buddy, Matt, since he frequented clubs, and took him with us. 

Matt, being gay, usually hit up gay clubs in downtown Sacramento, so that’s where we went. Not being gay myself but totally non-homophobic, I was down to go anywhere. We got about six mixed drinks in at a club called Badlands, and we started dancing like no other. I should mention that Badlands has go-go dancers on these raised stages, and being in a drunken stupor I had the great idea of being up there with them! 

When one of them got off their shift and left, I jumped up one the stage, stripped of my clothes, and started dancing away. Within ten minutes, I started sobering up and realized that I was in a bit over my head. Guys were grinding on me and making kissing faces, and I think that was a bit too much for me, so I jumped down and was then greeted by the manager. He asked me if was interested in working there as a go-go dancer, and I sadly turned him down and left before I got into any more trouble. 

I am not sure that this was a very exciting story, so no worries if you don’t use it.

Thanks for reading though!

   
RS, RENO, NEVADA
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It was a great story and the best part is you always will have an option if you get laid off or need a second job!    Misty
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CRAZY-GLUE
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One night, I got very, very, very drunk, and my eyes were feeling kind of dry. I grabbed what I thought looked like Visine and squeezed it into one eye. 

I found it was glued shut. I was too drunk to realize that it wasn’t Visine, it was Superglue. I was so drunk, I didn’t even panic. I Googled my situation, and it said to leave it alone. That seemed like sound advice.

So I drank five or six more beers, got in the shower, and ran hot water over it and then pried it open. 

My eye was fine, but my bottom eyelashes had ripped out and they were now glued to my upper eye lid, so whenever I shut my eye the roots stabbed into my eyeball. It was all healed up after a couple of weeks, though.

I have other stories, but that was the funniest.

   
JACOB, PORTLAND, OREGON
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I agree that yours was quite the story and also incredibly scary to read!    Misty
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MISSED OPPORTUNITY
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I can tell you about a party that I went to that was held by a company that my older brother worked for. At this party, my buddy Kenny and I were trying to act older to fit in. We were at this house and we were flirting, flexing our muscles, and acting tough, and we ended up pushing some guy outside who we heard was drunk and abusing his wife. 

Eventually I found this beautiful woman in a blue and white polka dot dress. As I started flirting with her she kept hinting to possibly having sex with me, or at least I thought she was. All I remember was falling asleep in her lap with my hands holding her legs and I was thinking, oh boy, I finally got lucky! But when I woke up, I was in a bathroom and lying inches from the toilet in a puddle of puke. I opened the bathroom door and saw her still sitting on the couch. She looked up, smiling at me, and I felt so humiliated and I asked her if we did you know what.

She giggled and said, “No honey, you passed out and fell on the floor right when I wanted to go further.” I felt so embarrassed, and I couldn’t believe I had missed the opportunity every young man wishes would happen to them someday, and I kept replaying the events in my head. They were so vivid that I could still smell her womanly scent on me and could still feel her stockings, and I went home to change so I could come back and try again, but she had vanished, never to be seen again. I’ve been kicking myself ever since and will never forget waking up and not knowing where I was or what had happened, and looking in the mirror at smooshed barf all over me and feeling like the biggest idiot who ever lived.


ANONYMOUS, STOCKTON, CALIFORNIA
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It’s all good and you never know, it might have been the best night of her life. That is the beauty of not remembering!    Misty
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IN THE TUB
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So there I was, knee deep in some girl’s big old booty, slamming it hard in the bath tub, when my foot gave out from me, and I accidentally punched a hole in the tile wall. 

I guess that caused my foot to get stuck behind some pipe in the wall, and I was totally stuck. It was so funny, but it was also incredibly painful.

Luckily, my roommate was home to lend a helping hand. Finally, my foot came out and we all had a good laugh, and I had to get back to business . . .

Yes, she came back for more, just in case you were going to ask . . .

   
ISAAC, DALLAS, TEXAS
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I wasn’t even going to ask, but now that I know, I cannot tell you how much I appreciate your answer!    Misty
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A THREESOME TALE
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Okay . . . I will tell you the story of my first threesome. I was twenty-three years old, and I was out on a Saturday night with three of my friends—two guys and a girl, plus myself. The girl, whose name was Tonya, was someone who had been showing a lot of interest in me and had been hanging out with us a lot. She was a local rich girl, and her father owned a large company in town. The two guys, Matt and Travis, were my really good friends, and we never went anywhere without each other.

One Saturday night, we were out drinking and having good time. My friend Matt was dating this girl on and off because she kept running back and forth to her boyfriend. It just so happened that the boyfriend was in the bar that night, but she was not. He kept staring at Matt and making antagonizing comments pretty much all night. I kept telling Matt to ignore him because we were having fun. There were a lot of girls there, and he had plenty to choose from.

I guess around midnight we decided to leave and were just saying our goodbyes. The three of us were about to leave together, but as we were walking out, this girl’s boyfriend stands up with about five other guys and begins to mouth off to Matt. I spoke up and told him that we were leaving and not looking for any trouble. He immediately stomped up to me and asked me if he was talking to me.

I said, “No, and like I said, we are leaving, so it’s no big deal.” 

He pushed me with his chest and once again said, “Was I talking to you?!” I replied that I had already answered that question and again, that we were leaving. He shoved me with his chest again, and my back hit the wall behind me. I asked him not to do that. He did it again. I flew at him, grabbed him by the throat, and threw him over a table and some chairs. The bouncers came over and broke us up and of course made us leave.

We were driving out of the parking lot, and I noticed a car coming out behind us. I recognized the car and saw another girl I knew driving. Her name was Annie. Annie likely had her friend Beth with her. As I drove down the road, we got about ten miles from the bar and then Annie started flashing her lights at us. 

I stopped on the side of the road to see what was going on and what she wanted. I got out and walked over to her vehicle, and sure enough, it was Annie and Beth. Annie asked me where we were heading to next. I told her I was dropping everyone off and going home. She suggested that I give my car to Matt and Travis and come home with them, meaning Annie and Beth, and she gave me a devious smile. 

I asked, “Both of you?” She answered yes and shook her head affirmatively. I walked back up to my car, opened the door, and told my friend Matt to take my car. He asked where I was going and I simply answered, “With them.” I got into the backseat of Annie’s Mitsubishi Eclipse, and we got back on the road. There wasn’t much talking the whole way to Annie’s house. I knew she still lived with her parents, so I was assuming they were out of town. 

The three of us walked in and went straight to Annie’s bedroom. She asked me if I wanted to take a shower, and of course I said yes. I walked into the bathroom and stripped down, got in the shower. The next thing I knew, Annie and Beth were both climbing into the shower with me and giggling. 

They were both very thin but toned. Annie was twenty-one years old and approximately five feet six inches tall, about 105 pounds, with red hair and I would guess a 32C-cup bra size. Beth was also twenty-one, approximately the same height, around 100 pounds, with brown hair and probably a small 32B. They got on each side of me and lathered me up with soap. They were rubbing all over my body, around my balls, and I was obviously rock hard. 

Annie was kissing me and stroking me, while Beth was kissing my back and trying to fit a soapy finger in my ass. I tried to push her hand away, but she laughed and went right back to it. She whispered in my ear that I would love it and to let it happen. I honestly didn’t care what they did to me at this point. It was amazing. I started exploring both of their bodies with each hand, eventually finding their completely shaved pussies. I never realized how hard it was to keep the rhythm going to finger two pussies at the same time. 

Annie dropped to her knees and began sucking. She was absolutely perfect at it and was totally gorgeous anyway, so she looked very sexy kneeling in front of me with water running over her face. Beth then kneeled down behind me and positioned herself to lick my ass and balls from behind. 

Annie stopped sucking just long enough to tell me that she wanted me to put my first load of cum in her mouth. She sucked and stroked until I was ready to cum. Then she opened her mouth and jerked me off until I shot in her mouth and all over her face. Both girls then stood up, and we rinsed off completely, turned the shower off, and headed to Annie’s bedroom. I lay down on my back on her bed. 

Beth came over, climbed on the bed, and straddled my face backwards. I ate while she was grinding down on my face. She was very wet, and my face was covered. She leaned forward and began to suck me. Annie came up to the top of my head and began eating Beth from behind at the same time. I switched my attention to Annie’s perky boobs while she licked Beth.

There is more, but this is just a taste. It’s also a very true story and I seriously have more.

   
NICK, LYNCHBURG, VIRGINIA
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Your story read just like a dime-store porno, and I thank you for that.    

Misty
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THE GOOD SON
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D was a real character; he was a handsome bad boy and twenty-one-year-old, who blew into Baltimore in 1968, from somewhere in Connecticut. He appeared suddenly one day and was working at a local gas station in my neighborhood, same area where I had a part-time job while I was attending college. 

At the time, I was a nineteen-year-old geeky kind of guy and I was still a virgin. I once dated a “good” girl who was saving it for marriage. D was the personification of Jack Nicholson in One Flew Over the Cuckoo’s Nest. If he could cock those R.P. McMurphy eyebrows, I wouldn’t have been surprised at all. He was the perfect, lovable bad boy, and boy, could he drink . . . and carouse, and get laid. I was totally fascinated by him and hung out with him as much as I could. Probably too much for my own good. 

I shudder when I think of some of our drunken adventures. One night/morning at around three a.m., my house phone rang, and my mother answered it. She came upstairs to my room and said, “It’s one of your friends.” 

And I thought, “Oh shit.” Because no one had ever called our home at that hour of the morning.

“It’s me, D. I’m down here at Dunkin’ Donuts. Can you come give me a jump? My car won’t start.” 

I fussed at him for calling at this hour, but I could tell he was drunk. I went up to my room and started getting dressed. After all, I was his geeky sidekick, and I loved every minute of it. 

“Where are you going?” my father growled at me. Uh oh. 

My dad was 240 pounds, a solidly-built welder and a machinist, but also a patient guy. And there was no doubt who was in charge of our house. 

“You don’t think you’re going without me, do you?” Double uh-oh. 

His 1955 Chevy pickup backed up and almost took out the fire hydrant. It was back there on the curb somewhere. His extreme dissatisfaction was emphasized on the metal dashboard of his truck with that huge fist, which left a dent there forever. When we arrived, D sauntered on over to us like it was a casual, no-big-deal encounter of old friends, totally Jack Nicholson style.

He said, “Hey, Mr. S!” and my father waited until he was right in front of him and got right to the point in this very quiet, matter-of-fact Clint Eastwood from Grand Torino voice.

My dad said, “The next time you call my house at this hour of the morning, you better be dying.” 

D’s survival instincts must have told him right at the moment to shut up and listen, and my father continued, “Because, you see this boy here? [meaning me] He’d do anything to help you, anything for you if you needed him to. But I’m going to tell you something. My boy’s in college, and he’s going to finish college even if I’ve got to sit in every class with him, and neither you, or anybody else, is gonna stop him. You got that?!” 

D readily agreed, and then my father proceeded to assess D’s car, which was a late-model red convertible with what my father referred to as “California crap,” which were hood scoops, etc., and got it started. My father was a good man who ran the automotive parts and machine shop business that my grandfather had founded. Neither my mom or my dad had graduated high school. And they’d be damned if I wasn’t going to get that college degree, as far as they were concerned. 

And I did graduate. With a master’s degree. And I ended up with a great career. 

Years later, when my aged and decrepit father stood there looking forlorn and leaning on his walker, right after I had to pick him up off the floor like a rag doll, my mother started in on her lament.

“Oh, son, I don’t know why you went through all of this by moving us down here with you and your poor wife, and now having us to worry about?” “ 

I said, “I’ll tell you why,” and then I recounted the tale of long ago, at the Dunkin’ Donuts parking lot all those years ago. 

“You were always there for me, and that’s why I’m here for you now.”

My dad sat in the driver’s seat of the old ‘55 Chevy pickup in my yard shortly after my wife and I moved my parents into the addition we had built for them.

“Is this my truck?” He asked in his frail, failing voice, which was just a shadow of the past. 

“No, Pop,” I said, “but it’s one just exactly like yours, except for the dent in the middle of the dashboard, and we’ll take a big rubber mallet and put one of those right in it.” 

I chuckled as he drove the truck slowly across my yard. It’s funny to me now, but not on that night all those years ago.

   
JAY CEE, SALT LAKE CITY, UTAH
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That was great, and I assume D did not become a lifelong friend, but it’s awesome that you are such a great son!    Misty
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THE HARLEY
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Well, I would like to remain anonymous if you don’t mind. 

Not too long ago, I visited my hometown in Texas. A friend and I decided to make an excessive amount of “jungle juice/coon dog/trashcan punch/etc.” The name hardly matters, and if you can remember the name afterwards you made it wrong. The basic contents consist of Hawaiian Punch, pineapple juice, one whole pineapple, three lemons, three oranges, one box of raspberries, one bottle of Malibu Rum, and one big bottle of Everclear. 

You can tell where this is going after the last item on the list. In total, we had about 3.5 gallons of alcohol. My friend and I started drinking around 9:30 p.m. By midnight, my friend had run out of smokes, so we went to the store. Driving through the neighborhood, he and I spotted an old girlfriend’s house.

Side story, this old girlfriend has crystal blue eyes, perfect long blonde hair, flawless tan skin, and she stands about six feet tall with legs that don’t stop. She rates about 99 out of 10. Did I mention her daddy is incredibly rich? Daddy owns three jets and well over ten houses. Barbie lived alone in a four-bedroom, three-bath house, with a pool and a large garage. The house is nice, but the garage . . . full
of goodies. 

I think I mentioned that the night we started drinking was a Saturday . . .

Back to the story . . .

So in the garage is a nice sports car and a beautiful Harley Davidson, and both always have the keys in them. I myself am a motorcycle man. I felt bad for the beautiful queen parked in there, never being ridden. Needless to say, I “borrowed” this bike and treated her with respect. By respect I mean I did burnouts and rode that bad bitch into the ground. 

Knowing all good things must come to an end, I safely rode the bike back to the house. When I pulled up, I made sure to have the lights off, the engine off, and pushed it inside in neutral. A midnight jogger was passing by, and I felt it looked suspicious to drive up like that. I turned the auxiliary back on and tried to roll start the bike as I was still moving pretty fast.

The bike choked out and locked the back tires on me. As I was skidding to potential grand theft auto charges, I quickly acted and pumped the clutch and pushed the ignition and took another lap. Then I repeated the same technique I had tried earlier, and went back around to a successful re-entry. 

After securing the toy back into the garage, me and my friend promptly returned home. 

   
ANONYMOUS, SALT LAKE CITY, UTAH
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No harm, no foul, right? I know I am glad about that and I bet you are too, because there is such a thin line between borrowing something without permission and stealing.     Misty
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LIVE PORN
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This happened while I was traveling for a company that I once worked for. I checked into a hotel in Ohio. I went to the room and thought nothing of this particular room being abnormal, until I got ready to try and go to sleep. Well, I already hated the room thanks to the fact that they put me where I did not want to be. I was kept awake most of the night listening to the damn semi-trucks’ engines running all night to keep their air conditioning running.

The next morning, before I headed to work I went to the front desk and asked to have my room changed. They gave me a different one, and I packed up my stuff and then went and dropped off my belongings in the new room.

I went and did my duties for work. I was incredibly frustrated and very tired from the day’s work. I went back to the hotel and turned on the television, and to my surprise it was pre-programmed to a twenty-four-hour sex channel. This sort of freaked me out as I had never been to a hotel that had that before. I quickly changed the channel to something else. 

As I settled in and as I was lying on the bed, I began to hear moans and groans from the room adjacent to mine. I sort of got into what was happening in the room and listened fairly intently while trying to figure out what sort of position and movement the guy was doing to make her so freaking wild. It got me so wound up, I cracked a beer and I turned on that porn channel and watched it until I was aroused enough to masturbate.

I hope that is and/or was interesting enough for you.

   
ANONYMOUS, SALT LAKE CITY, UTAH
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That sounds like it was a very interesting business trip, and I bet you got a lot done.    Misty
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BEER GOGGLES
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I was at the bar and I got incredibly drunk. I went home with a woman that looked good enough when we left the bar, but then we went back to her place and she got naked. I thought to myself, holy crap, I think I changed my mind. I asked her for a glass of water or something to drink before we got started. 

She went into the kitchen and I jumped out of the bathroom window.

I had nothing on but my underwear, with my wallet and my phone in my mouth, and took off running down the road at 2 a.m.

   
RAY, BELLINGHAM, WASHINGTON
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My grandfather used to say that I made a better door than a window, when I stood in front of the TV. For you, the window option worked out surprisingly well.     Misty

 
 





[image: logo]
 
USED FOR A RIDE
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I planned to meet a girl I had spoken to on Craigslist one night. She said she was drinking around town with her friends and told me what street to find them on when we were on our way. We go driving over there and see four or five people walking around, and I stop. The girl stumbles over and stinks of booze and cigarettes so unbelievably bad. She pulls her shirt over her head and says, “Give me twenty-bucks, and you can do anything!” 

I was thinking, holy fuck, this girl is way drunker then she let on with her text messages, and she’s absolutely filthy. I quickly drive away from her and then I notice that my phone is blinking. I guess I missed a bunch of texts and calls while I was talking to what turned out to be a street hooker in Williams Lake, and the other girl from Craigslist is wondering what’s taking me so long to get to her.

I go up the road a little farther and find her and another group of people. It turns out that she locked her keys in her car while it was still running and needs a ride two hours away to get a spare set. 

So at three a.m., which was the time we got to where she could get her spare keys, we get the keys and then drive back. All of a sudden, it’s 7:20 in the morning.

We’re back at her car again and she jumps out of my car and says, “See ya later!” and she runs back in the house and I never saw her again.

   
TAB, BELLINGHAM, WASHINGTON
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 No worries, because guess what? It’s better to hook up a ride than to be tricked. I hope you get that, but if you don’t, then you will someday.    Misty
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A FEW ADVENTURES
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So there was this house party, and of course lots of drinking. I was ready to leave one party and planning on going to another, but I had lost my keys. Then I finally found them in the bottom of my to-go cup.

On our way to a fraternity pajama party, I got stopped for speeding. And no shit, I swear there were six people in my car and everyone was in pajamas and we were all totally wasted. We did not even get a warning.

Then we were drunk and outside of a bar, but my car wouldn’t start. One of my friends said, “Hey, let’s trade batteries with the guy next to us.” 

And off we went. Fully charged.

   
CHUCK, SALT LAKE CITY, UTAH
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Oh, the innocent ones . . . I love the innocent ones!    Misty
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MISSED CATCH
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I was in the Air Force and stationed in Vietnam. My squad was assigned to go to Korea to erect a huge building. I knew all these guys really liked to drink, but holy shit, I didn’t know they were crazy. After working three days straight we decided all of us would hit the small Korean village. We got snockered, and we almost did not get back on base. We finally found our way to the barracks, loaded to the gills, but let me remind you that I was only twenty-three at the time. 

One of the guys surprised us with a bottle of Jim Beam, like we needed another drink. The story the next morning was not so funny. I was told that I was way more drunk than anyone else. Someone decided to play a game, with me being the player. I was supposed to catch a pass, but I was so drunk that I ran through the barracks, and without me knowing, someone opened the door at the end on the second floor. I went through the door, hit the guard rail, and fell two stories to the ground and I broke my arm and my shoulder.

And to no one’s surprise, they were mad as hell, and sent me back to Vietnam on an airplane by myself. I was scared as hell thinking they were going to court martial me, and I decided to tell the truth: I was so drunk that I didn’t know who I was. 

Telling the truth saved my ass and my stripes. The things we do when we are young!

   
RICHARD, RICHMOND, CALIFORNIA
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I hope that you didn’t feel the pain as much as you would have if you weren’t so saturated with alcohol.    Misty








[image: logo]
 
THE DIG
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So I was part of an archaeological project down in the Caribbean about seven years ago. I was twenty-two at the time. If there’s anything you should know about archaeologists, we drink like fish on our weekends when we are abroad. 

Anyway, one particular night ended with me stealing a woman’s high heels and flamboyantly walking about a mile back to my condo when I was ready to crash for the night. And oh yeah, I’m a straight male. Apparently, I lectured a group of strangers playing poker on the sidewalk on my way back as well. 

I hope that was interesting enough for your book.

   
DAVID, SAN DIEGO, CALIFORNIA
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I never would have guessed that drinking was a common pastime for archaeologists. I am pleased to be able to honestly say that I do learn something new every day!     Misty
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AN UNEXPECTED NEW YEAR’S
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Back in 2004, I went to a New Year’s party at a friend’s house and ended up leaving before the countdown. I was pretty depressed and thought, why not go get drunk? So I went to a bar in downtown Salt Lake City. I sat down at the bar and got a beer and a shot of whiskey. 

After a few minutes the bartender came over and asked if I wanted a blow job? 

I said sure. Well, then he went over to a couple of ladies, said something, and started making my drink. When he brought it to me a lady came over and also asked if I wanted a blow job, and I said sure again. 

So, right there, while the New Year started, I was drinking a blow job drink—and the lady was giving me a blow job at the same time. 

And the rest of that year was crazy too.

   
ANONYMOUS, PROVO, UTAH
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I always say, the best way to start out a new year is with a new job. I am sure you agree!    Misty
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HOLIDAY HAPPENING
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When I was in high school, I once dated this girl for just three days. On December 23rd, we declared that we were boyfriend and girlfriend right away. I was overjoyed. Then, on December 24th, I got smashed at my family’s holiday party and drunk-dialed her house at two a.m.

Yes, it was Christmas Eve.

I ended up waking up her whole family, all while telling her dad that I was in love with his daughter. Needless to say, she broke up with me on December 25th.

So there went my three-day relationship, because I was a drunken fool.

   
PAUL, MERCED, CALIFORNIA
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I got that warm fuzzy feeling; I cried and I laughed, all in that same amount of time.     Misty
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SOBERING UP
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So my friend and I were hanging out at his parents’ house one night. His father was going out drinking on Saturday to play cards with his poker buddies like he did every week. Every time his dad came home after poker night, he was drunk and not very pleasant to be around, to say the least. 

So my friend and I had a great idea. What if we put some Ex-Lax in his dinner before he left for the card game? Maybe something would give? Well, after a few weeks of doing that to him he declared, “I’m not going to drink; it doesn’t agree with me anymore.” 

Me and my friend and his mom just sat there with innocent, Cheshire Cat smiles. Many years later, his father was on his death bed, and my friend asked his mom if he should tell his dad about our grand scheme to get his dad sober, and his mom said, “Sshhhhhhhhhhhhh . . . no.” 

   
KNOX, MENDOCINO, CALIFORNIA
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I would have done the same, and it’s better that you didn’t say anything. Snitches aren’t cool and ignorance is bliss.     Misty
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BEACH ENCOUNTER
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Oh, my God, I’m going to get totally turned on writing this while I am at work! It’s going to take a few e-mails to get it all out, because I am trying to get some work done at the same time. Okay, so one day I get to my favorite beach, which is north of Refugio. I park and start to walk down to the far end; there’s usually only a few people around. It’s very private.

There were only a few women drinking beer that I could see, and I kept on walking. They were naked and I really love the older soccer-mom types. I am sure they were probably in their mid- to late-forties, and they were sexy as hell! I walked about a hundred yards down the beach and laid out my towel. There was no one around.

Then I saw a guy and a girl that I assumed were a couple, and they were coming towards me. I was naked and laying on my stomach because I didn’t want to pop a boner. They basically walked up to me and asked if it was okay that they go to their favorite spot, which I guess was kind of close to where I was. I said it was fine with me. 

They laid out their towels and lay down about forty feet away. It was low tide, and I was near some rocks that were closer to the water, and they were up near the cliff. We started chatting a little and the guy went and got another beer. 

I kept looking over at the girl. She was in her forties and just my type. She mentioned that she was trying to lose some weight, but I thought that she was smoking hot, and she had nice breasts too. Plain Jane’s are my favorite! As the sun moved slightly, she adjusted her towel so that if I looked over in her direction, I would be able to look right between her legs. I tried not to look, but good Lord, the temptation was killing me! 

Then her boyfriend or whatever came back and lay down next to her. He relaxed and closed his eyes and I think he was asleep within thirty minutes. 

So she got out her lotion and started putting it on her legs. She knew I was watching her out of the corner of my eye. She was really rubbing it up and down and spreading her legs. She kept doing it and started touching herself everywhere that I was already fantasizing about touching. I turned my head sideways, trying not to look too sneaky, so I could really watch her but not be too obvious. I saw her looking at me and she started innocently playing with herself. 

She was doing a good job of playing like she wasn’t doing it intentionally, and I kept acting like I didn’t notice what she was doing, but I could tell that she liked putting on this show for me. I smiled and I did a little wave, and then she slowly spread her legs while fingering herself and smiling at me.

Now that we both knew what was really going on, we didn’t even try to pretend anymore, and she just continued playing with herself and even blatantly showed she was getting off. She obviously loved to be watched, and I was totally focused on doing so, but I was also trying to make sure that her man was still asleep. She sat up and looked at me and then put her hands up in a questioning motion. 

Of course, I was still laying down and hiding my erection. I turned over in a sly way to show her it was standing straight up in the air with no hands. She grinned and gave me the thumbs-up sign and never stopped touching herself. I had lotion too, and I put some on my cock while watching him sleep and her play with herself while I stroked. She was smiling ear to ear and really enjoying the show. 

Then she leaned over and started rubbing her tits on her man and sucking that lucky bastard while looking straight at me! She had him pinned down so that he couldn’t see me even if he tried. So I kept jacking off and she continued sucking him good, and she pointed at me and then at him like she was pretending his dick was mine. I gotta say, I know I’m a bigger guy than the average down there. He was much smaller than me and probably less than six inches, while I am over eight inches. 

She took her hand off, looked at me, and made a motion with her hand, telling me she wanted to see me cum. So I jerked harder and then shot the biggest load of my life straight up in the air! 

She gave me the biggest smile, and I watched the guy’s legs start moving and I could tell he was cumming, and then she licked her fingers clean. After I saw that, I cleaned myself off, packed my stuff, and got up and left.

I went to the same spot the next day hoping she would be there, but I had no such luck. That was the hottest thing I have ever done in public. And the only one who was drinking was the unsuspecting boyfriend.

   
JASON, SANTA BARBARA, CALIFORNIA
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So now the second-hottest thing you have ever done in public was to relive that and write it down while you were at the office!    Misty
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THE SHARK
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It was July of 1995, and it was a beautiful sunny day with a big blue sky, just perfect for celebrating the Fourth. The party started around ten that morning—or at least, that’s when the blender fired up with the first batch of margaritas of the day. Drinking and yachting was still done back then without the worry of DUIs and other under-the-influence type arrests. 

My best friend, Bill, who I had known forever, couldn’t make it, as he worked for the sheriff’s department and was stuck on duty until later that afternoon. His wife, Lisa, came anyways, and brought a single friend named Dori that she knew from work. Dori had just moved to the area from South Carolina. 

Then some more of my friends, Laurie and Dave, showed up and brought me a gift. The gift was an inflatable shark that we could blow up and pull behind the boat. I am sure that was definitely not legal in the harbor, and I think it was called free boarding. Laurie brought a single gal, and I think her name was Linda. The funny thing is that since I have been single most of my life, everyone is always trying to set me up. 

We left the dock and started touring the harbor and headed over to Woody’s Wharf, which is a local restaurant and bar right on the water, with a few docks where you could pull your boat up. Bill and I owned a couple of bar stools there. Well, not really, but we felt like we did, and back in those days I was there almost every night after work. I would take my boat to Woody’s and stay for a while.

Anyway, I think another couple I knew, Dave and Carolyn, ended up joining us, and we took off for a beach just south of the break wall. We dropped anchor and continued to drink margaritas, swim, eat snacks, and lay around. 

My boat was a flying bridge sedan with a cockpit that was perfect for fishing or partying. The bow was a great spot for the ladies to tan, and of course from the bridge a guy could get a good view. Around four that afternoon, we headed back to Woody’s Wharf where Bill was going to join us. Everyone was laughing and having a good time. We docked at Woody’s and waited for Bill to join in on the fun. When Bill arrived, he took control of the helm to allow me more time to mingle. 

The bridge had wraparound bench seats, so you were never alone no matter what. I think evening was approaching and I was feeling pretty good, so I got the bright idea to blow up that shark my friends had given me. Dressed in nothing but swim trunks and a tank top, I grabbed a dock line and tied it to the shark and then grabbed the shark and jumped in. As soon as I was riding my shark through the harbor, everyone aboard was laughing, so I took off my tank top and threw it back onto the boat and someone caught it. 

And then right away, all the girls were chanting “Take it off, take it off, take it off.”

It sounded like a good idea, so I fell into the water holding onto the shark, and with my other hand, I got my swim trunks off and got back on top of the shark to toss my shorts onto the boat. Everyone was laughing while I was free boarding naked in the harbor.

I can still picture the looks and hear the laughter from everyone. And then Bill towed me to Woody’s, which had two large windows overlooking the bay, and next door to Woody’s was a Hooters. The girls at Hooters came out and shouted and waved. 

It was a great July 4th! We partied on into the night and watched the fireworks. 

One night not too long after that, Dave and Laurie came down to the boat, bringing another friend from work. I don’t recall her name; however, she was a super cute girl that evidently had been in an on-and-off-again relationship for quite some time, and Dave and Laurie thought she needed to go out and have some fun. 

We took the boat to Woody’s, of course, and had a bite to eat along with a few drinks, and then took off cruising the harbor. 

Dave was from the East Coast, not too bright, and spent a lot of time at the gym. He tried hard to be cool, but he was a bit geeky. Laurie was a hot blonde, smart, fit, and everyone always wondered what she was doing with him. I had been seeing a gal that lived next to them and we all became friends.

We were heading out of the harbor and Dave decided to grab the shark and tie it to a dock line. He stripped down to his undershorts and jumped in with the shark. With no one else able to drive my boat, I drop anchor. 

Lori started to give Dave a hard time for leaving his undershorts on. So I stripped down and jumped in for a swim, and when I got out this gal just stared at me. I grabbed a towel and stepped into the head to rinse off and get dressed, and I saw the gal peeking in the window. She looked at me like she had never seen a naked guy before. We started heading back to Woody’s for more drinks, and at about midnight everyone was ready to take the boat back to the dock and call it a night. 

As we boarded the boat Dave jumped to the helm and fired up the boat like he knew what he was doing. I untied the boat, gave it a push, and off we went. As we got to the main part of the harbor, I stripped down and jumped in with the shark again. 

The girls were laughing and we were having a good time, and then all of a sudden, I saw whirling blue lights heading our way and a big spotlight shining on us and it was getting closer. I got off the shark and jumped back in the water and swam over to the boat and asked the girls to get my clothes. By the time the Harbor Patrol tied up to us, I was dressed and in the cockpit. 

Evidently, Dave forgot to turn the running lights on, and they wanted to do a breathalyzer test on him, but he refused and said he would rather do a blood test. Of course, that would require the police to take him all the way to the hospital, which theoretically would give him time to sober up. 

I got on my phone and called my friend Bill, but he didn’t answer. Then they wanted to test me to see if I was sober enough to drive the boat. I let them and, sorry Charlie, I was over the limit. They were actually pretty nice, because they could have impounded the boat and hauled us all in, but instead they just took us back to my slip and tied my boat up for me and wouldn’t allow me to help. 

They asked us what cars we were driving and told us to spend the night on the boat. They warned us that they did not want to come back and find our cars gone. 

I did get a ticket, though, and they wrote “free boarding naked in the harbor” on it. Well, indecent exposure is not against the law unless someone files a complaint against you, but free boarding is a $1,000 fine if you just pay and don’t go to court to fight it.

I chose to go to court, and everyone in the courtroom laughed when the judge read the ticket out loud. Being in court and in front of a judge scared me, so I wasn’t laughing. I pled guilty, and he reduced the fine to $100, if I recall correctly. 

I never free boarded naked in the harbor again.

   
JON, BEND, OREGON
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I just have the visual of a naked man and a blow-up shark, and I thank you for that!    Misty
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MISTAKEN IDENTITY
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I’ve got a lot of stories . . .

One night I was drunk and ended up doing meth because I was told it was Molly, and later that evening, I ended up seeing a demon in my hotel room, and it stayed with me the whole night. I will never forget that night, ever.

And one time I was arrested at a club because I fit the description of a wanted drug dealer. I thought everything was going to be fine, though, and it was just a case of mistaken identity. They were apparently looking for a Spanish guy in a hat and a tank top, and I had a hat and tank top on, and I ended up with a concussion after they violently forced me to the ground, cuffed, and arrested me.

By the way, I lost in court.

   
CHRIS, FT. LAUDERDALE, FLORIDA
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I’m sorry to hear that. Maybe the cops or the judge were drunk too.    

Misty
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PASSED OUT FIRST
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One night, I was at a party and one of the guys that was there passed out cold. The next minute, I saw five people drawing all over his face with permanent marker. When they were done, I saw that he had two dicks drawn on each side of his face that were leading to his mouth. 

It was funnier than shit when he woke up to use the restroom and came back mad as hell.

   
JOSH, FT. COLLINS, COLORADO
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I can totally appreciate that because I have been known to draw on those who pass out early. Every action has a reaction. (Funny ones are the best.)    Misty
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DRUN TIMES
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One time I was so drunk that I mistakenly sent my good buddy of forty years a naked selfie of me with a huge boner. He replied to my text and was like, “What the fuck, dude?” 

And one time, I knew I had left my credit card at a bar, but I was so hung-over that I had no idea which bar it was at. I had to wait until four p.m. for the last bar I remembered to open, just to check if maybe they had it. And thank God, they did have my card. I was so happy that, ten minutes later, I went to use it to buy another a drink. It was declined, and then I found out that this card was the one I had lost four months ago but already canceled by that time. I never did find that other card.

And one time, I was so drunk that I went to climb into the driver’s seat of my car, but I guess I picked the wrong car. I was at the local drive-in movie theater. The dude whose car I tried to get in was pissed, and I guess I had scared the crap out of him, and he ended up throwing his popcorn all over himself.

Another time, I passed out at a friend’s house, and when I woke up I realized that I only had ten minutes to get to work. I hauled ass to get there in time, quickly parked my car, and then ran up the stairs to my company. But when I opened the door several people that saw me started laughing hysterically. I didn’t know that while I was passed out my friends had drawn all over my face with a Sharpie. I had absolutely no idea why my coworkers were laughing until one of them pointed at my face and laughed even harder. 

I have more crazy stories to send you if I can only remember them! My name is Bryan, and I am a recovering alcoholic.


BRYAN, WESTLOPE, OREGON
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Everything always works out for the best. Congratulations on your sobriety!   Misty
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BAD NIGHT
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Wow, have I got a story for you! 

One night I popped a Xanax and had a couple of beers, and—I swear I’m not lying—I only drank two beers. Then I went to Stonecutter to get some late-night munchies at three a.m., but of course the main doors were closed. I ended up ordering food at the drive-thru window, and there were two customers in front of me. 

Then guess what happened? I fell asleep in my car before I made it up to the window to pay for my food. But I was not awoken by the Stonecutter employees. I was awoken by the police. 

Well, the police made me walk the line in the Stonecutter parking lot, and I did not pass the sobriety test. They arrested me and my car was impounded. Then they took me to the police station and gave me a Breathalyzer test, which I passed, so I had to call a family member at three a.m. so that they could come pick me up since I wasn’t being arrested. My charges were reduced to incapable driving, and my license was suspended for six months. 

The next day I went to get my car from the impound and had to fork out seven hundred to get my car back. 

End of story.

   
ANONYMOUS, PROVO, UTAH
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I guess it could’ve been worse, but dang, if I were you I would never go to Stonecutter’s ever again!   Misty
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LONG ISLAND ICED TEAS
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So there was this girl I worked with. I was into her the very first day I met her, even when she was filling out the new-hire paperwork stuff; we talked and just connected somehow. We had so much in common, and I’m a pretty shy guy, but with her I felt like I could instantly be myself. 

She told me she had a boyfriend, and from what she told me about him he sounded like someone that didn’t deserve a girl like her. I mean she was pretty, funny, and she played the guitar, and I do too. I felt like she was the one. Anyway, we did this back and forth thing for a while. We flirted with each other, and we both knew there was something between us. But the fact that she had a boyfriend was always there.

I wrote a bunch of songs about her and I even played them for her. I could see that sparkle in her eye all the time. Her relationship with her boyfriend sounded like it was a bit rocky, and I thought they were ready to break up any day, but it sounded like neither of them were brave enough to actually do it. One day, she agreed to go out with me, and I was so excited that I even put on my fancy clothes and planned to go pick her up. 

She looked so pretty, and our conversation was great as we were on our way to a club. We connected, we laughed, and we did all the things that confirmed in my mind that she was the one. We got to the club and the music was good, and I ordered some beers for us. We were having a great time, and we drank a few more rounds. And here is where I made my big mistake. I ordered her a Long Island iced tea, and she liked it. So she had one more, but I could see she wasn’t looking so good. 

I suggested that we leave, and as we walked to my car I knew she wasn’t feeling well. We got to my car and she threw up all over the street. All kinds of passersby saw the whole thing and looked at her in disgust. I held her hair as she vomited over and over again. All my thoughts that I had about this perfect night completely slipped away. She started crying about her situation with her boyfriend, and I listened while I tried to comfort her. Eventually we left. 

I drove her home and let her sleep for a little while as we were on the way to her house. She woke up and thanked me for the night. She then crawled into her house through a window. I still don’t know why she did that, and I never asked her. 

But I do know one thing: Don’t ever give a girl two Long Island iced teas.

   
MIGUEL, SANTA FE, NEW MEXICO
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Believe me, I know firsthand about Long Island iced teas, and it was incredibly memorable.    Misty
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THE V CARD
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First of all, I’d like to thank you for this opportunity. I don’t get to share my stories with many people and have mostly been sober for the last ten or so years, so it’s nice to reminisce sometimes. I would like to remain anonymous, but I will provide the first names of my two friends.

Back in 1998, I was a young PFC in the Marine Corps stationed at Ft. Belvoir, Virginia. On my twentieth (not twenty-first) birthday, my friends and fellow Marines, Adam and James, decided to take me into Georgetown and celebrate. Before leaving, I ordered a Hawaiian pizza for us to prepare ourselves for a night of hard drinking.

We took a bus to the subway and rode all the way to Georgetown and then immediately started hitting the clubs. I have since forgotten the names of the clubs, but we visited several of the ones in the area. I had a hundred dollars in cash on me, and my friends had about the same amount. We started buying each other shots right away, and then we ordered more shots and various other drinks. I remember drinking a lot of Jägermeister, as well as whiskey. We also tried conversing with the girls that were there. My friends always seemed to do well in finding mates, but I was very shy and, at that time, also still a virgin. In other words, I never hooked up with anyone. 

I actually do remember that after the third club we went to, I was more drunk than I’d ever been before in my life. We were walking down the sidewalk and all of a sudden, I stumbled and fell over. I ended up landing on the hood of some guy’s very nice-looking red convertible. And it all happened in front of the owner of the car and his lady. 

A few minutes later, I had to urinate very badly and there were no restrooms in sight, so I leaned up against a building, unzipped, and let loose. I didn’t realize that I was actually right next to the picture window of a really nice restaurant until I heard the laughter of the customers inside. They were all staring at me. 

We went to a couple more bars after that, but I was fading in and out of consciousness. I remember my friends and I had spent all of our money on shots, and by then we were totally broke. Adam felt sorry for me, I guess, still not having lost my virginity. So he, James, and I were staggering down the sidewalk while Adam was yelling as loud as he could, “WHERE’S ALL THE WHORES?” 

I muttered out loud that I was too drunk anyways, and then I collapsed on the sidewalk. As I faded out, I could hear James laughing and Adam saying, “Come on man, don’t do this!” But I couldn’t move at all. Sometime later, I woke up and I was lying in the back of a taxi, and we were almost back to base. 

The only problem was that we didn’t have the cash to pay for the ride. And for some reason it matters, as I write this, to tell you that I’m not a little guy. At that time, I was six feet tall and weighed around 195 pounds. Adam, who was shorter than I was, had to get two firemen to carry me while sprinting away from the taxi and ditching the driver. James tried to distract the driver by heading in a different direction yet also remaining visible. 

After we lost the taxi, we met back up near our barracks, and Adam put me down so that they could walk me up to my room. We walked in my door, and they guided me to the restroom and laid me next to the toilet. I’ve never vomited so much in my life. And Hawaiian pizza does not taste good on its way back up. And when I woke up, I was miserable and sick, and I was still a virgin.

   
MR. R, CARBONDALE, ILLINOIS
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I am willing to bet that since that fateful evening, you have lost your virginity and probably with much better timing.    Misty
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LUBE
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So, I had never had anal sex before, but one night I picked up this chick and she said I could do it in her ass as long as I had something to lube her up with. I had never tried that before and I had always been curious, so I looked everywhere for something to use. I didn’t have anything except motor oil, so I poured it all over her ass, and she wasn’t too happy about it but we tried to make it work anyways.

The whole situation was kind of a turn-off, I guess, so she took off and I didn’t get to do anything with her at all.

It’s been a few years since that night. Well, I already did it with someone else a little while ago, and I still don’t know what all the fuss is about. It’s totally overrated, if you ask me. I definitely prefer regular sex.

   
MIKE, ALBANY, NEW YORK
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I wouldn’t know which one to use. 10W-40 or 20W-80? Motor oil? Really? That’s so incredibly unique, I have to give you a “High Five” in writing.    Misty
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DON’T TRY THIS STANDING UP
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I have no idea why I am sending this, but here it goes . . .

First, I am a man, and at the time this happened I was about thirty years old. I was in Providence, Rhode Island, for work. I went out and got hammered with my work friends. And then I stumbled back to my room, and I thought at the time that I had just gone to sleep. But then I woke up with dried shit all over my legs and my bed, and I was lying there trying to figure it all out, but I had no memory—it felt more like a dream came to me all of a sudden. 

I remembered going pee before I went to bed when all of a sudden I had the craziest urge to shit. It hit me so fast, and in my drunken state I guess I thought I could shit and piss at the same time while standing up. 

I went into the bathroom and found shit all over the toilet floor and mirror. I have only told one other person and we decided to call it, “The Rhode Island Number.”

   
ANONYMOUS, COLORADO SPRINGS, COLORADO
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Thank you for an incredibly shitty story. Literally. Ha-ha!    Misty
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MEXICAN MISADVENTURE
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One night me and my partner in crime went drinking on an all-nighter in Mexicali. When we left the bars to go eat tacos at about three in the morning, we saw a dude get hit by a car. And then right afterwards we saw some other guys shooting up that same car. 

Then finally we got to the line to cross back to the USA at about 4:30 a.m., but I had to piss so bad that I just did it on the grass. After we did that, we walked around the corner, and the Mexican police had just shot some guy. We saw the dead body in the car. 

I was just glad that we did not go to jail that night. So now we stay in the good old US of A whenever we want to drink.

   
PAUL, IMPERIAL COUNTY, CALIFORNIA
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Damn. Well, that makes me have a whole different appreciation for drinking and life in the good old USA!    Misty
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AWKWARD!
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One time when I was in Missoula, I met up with a gal that I went to high school with. We hadn’t seen each other in years. We had dinner and drinks. I drank a little too much and she ended up taking me back to her house. She made me a comfy bed on the couch, and she went off to bed in her room. 

I lay down and feel asleep. The next thing I knew it was morning and I heard a woman’s surprised voice yell, “Whooo!” 

Apparently, at some point and probably in the middle of the night, I had removed all my clothes and passed out stark naked and spread out everywhere. I didn’t remember taking them off at all, and it took me a few seconds to realize why she was so shocked and big eyed when I woke up and saw her. 

It made for a really uncomfortable cup of coffee. She had to give me a ride back to my car, and it didn’t get any better for me during the ride either.

   
CHASE, KALISPELL, MONTANA
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So you didn’t have a snappy excuse, and now I’m guessing you didn’t get a second chance afterwards.    Misty
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THREE CAN PLAY
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So, this was the most awesome experience of my life. I met two women at a bar one night. They were super fun and very hot—two petite little Asian girls—and they were open to enjoying a threesome with me.

We went home and they jumped all over me with aggressive blow jobs, and we had hot, doggy-style sex. I was still feeling rather loopy from being so drunk the night before when it had all happened. I wish I had been more alert. 

When I woke up in the morning, I found them both cuddled up to me with their sexy little bodies and cute little pussies grinding against me. I was appalled and kind of freaked out, but after calming down, and still horny as hell, I just said, oh well I already did it once, and I fucked them both all over again.

   
LARRY, BEND, OREGON
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Well, it kind of sounds like every man’s classic alcoholic threesome fantasy. Congratulations!    Misty
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CRAZY BACHELOR PARTY NIGHT
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True story, and I have the pictures to prove it. 

Several years ago, I was going through a divorce and I got invited to a bachelor party with a bunch of guys that I really didn’t know, except for my neighbor who had invited me. We took a bottle of Jack Daniel’s and did some shots at the groom’s house, and then we decided to go to a strip club, tip some girls, and drink some beer. To get the party started, I told the guy driving my station wagon to pull the car up to the front door and be ready to roll when I came out.

When my party was outside, I went over to a table where a huge guy was sitting and tapped him on the shoulder and asked him, “Did you hear what that guy over there called you?” He turned to see who I was pointing at, then got up and walked over to another man and poured a glass of beer on him, and a big fight broke out. 

 I hit the door running, laughing at what had happened. So we drive down town to a “club” where you buy tokens, go into private booths, put tokens in a machine, and a curtain opens and all of a sudden, a naked girl is in front of you. She will do anything you ask, but you have to put in more tokens to keep the show going. So a girl came into my booth and offered me a blow job for twenty dollars, and I was drunk but she was stoned, and I pulled out a deposit slip and handed it to her.

She looked at it and asked what it was, and I remember telling her it was a new style of currency and she shrugged and said okay. She then proceeded to give me a BJ, but the door opened, and it was the manager.

He yelled at her to get out, and then there was a loud commotion down the hall. 

I came out and saw my friend, who had my gun and was pointing it at the operator behind the counter and demanding his money. He was yelling at him and saying that the girl behind his curtain was ugly. The guy was shaking and telling him to take all the money in the cash drawer. I grabbed my friend and my gun, and we made our way outside to my car. The groom, whom I did not really know, was yelling at us that we were all going to go to jail if we didn’t get the hell out of there, so we all piled in the car. 

I have no idea who drove us home, but that was probably the wildest night I’ve ever had, and I didn’t even really get in any trouble. 

True events that happened in Birmingham, 1981.

   
MIKE, COLUMBUS, OHIO
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I think I have heard of that; wasn’t it called The Great Adult Bookstore Live Nude Token Robbery Heist?     Misty
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THE POOLHALL
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I was in a bar one night in a small town, and there were several guys inside and I was the only female. I was wearing a short skirt and shooting pool. I didn’t know a soul in there. I was feeling especially slutty and acting like a whore. 

I stood up on the pool table and all the guys in the bar stood around it looking up at me. I was flirting like crazy and flashing them as I danced. Eventually they started touching me, and I had several orgasms. One guy must have been sixty, I think. 

   
DEVON, KALISPELL, MONTANA
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That’s great! You got to have your own little one-woman sex show and it sounds like it went very well for you.    Misty
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KISSING COUSINS
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This is probably the craziest thing that I was ever involved in. 

My girl cousin and I graduated from high school in the same year. We had grown up together, played with each other as kids in the sandbox, learned to ride bikes together, went fishing together, and looked out for each other in high school. 

And then it was time to go off to college. So in early August we went into the town together to check on some kind of an apartment to get. We wanted something close to campus but also close to the library. You have probably figured out by now that we were totally ignorant of any sexual feelings, and hanging out all the time attraction had just never been a part of us growing up. We found an apartment and decided it would be adequate.

It was a two-bedroom, but right off we decided we would turn one bedroom into a study room and sleep in the other one. It was not the first time we had slept in the same bed; we had done that since we were little kids. 

One night her and a girlfriend were planning to study for a test at our apartment. The girl was shocked that we were sleeping in the same bed and was totally appalled about it. My cousin told her that nothing was going on, we just had a heavy class load and it was easier this way. 

Some time passed, and one evening the two girls were studying together while I was working on a writing project, and a really nasty thunderstorm came on. My cousin told her friend that she should just stay at our place rather than walk back to her apartment in the rain. My cousin told the other girl that she would sleep on the couch and her guest could share the bed with me.

We had been drinking a little bit that night and were having
some fun.

To my surprise, my cousin came in the bedroom sometime a little later and climbed into bed with us, and she was totally naked. I had seen my cousin naked many times, but we never slept that way. We had never touched each other or had sex, and we were both virgins. But that was not the case that night, because I guess her friend had talked my cousin into joining us in the bed, and there was a bit of sexual learning that went on that night.

My cousin later decided that it would probably be best if we got separate apartments after that, or at least separate bedrooms. We ended up getting a different apartment that was larger, but we slept separately except on a rare occasion when we decided that the other way was nice. Through those last two years of college we continued doing that, but we used condoms, of course. 

Later on in life, we both married great partners, and it never came up as a subject of conversation.

   
PHIL, BEND, OREGON
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Wow, all I can even think of saying is congratulations on graduating, and to your best man and the respective maid of honor for not including that information in the speeches!    Misty
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GROUNDED
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Don’t think this story could be considered shocking, but it was an event.

It was summer break before my senior year in high school. A couple friends of mine and I went to the community pool where we started drinking some booze that we had stolen. We were in the hot tub hanging out when two older couples whom we had never met showed up. They seemed nice enough, and we were all chatting having a good time when my friends decided to leave. I stayed after they had left for the simple fact that these people had brought their own booze and I had my own bottle of vodka.

So I’m about halfway through with my drink at this point in the night. When I look over, I see one of guys, with his girl sitting behind him with her legs in the water, take a small sip of his drink. At which point I said, “You call that a shot?”

He nodded his head yes. I said “No, this is a shot!” And I proceed to polish off half a liter of vodka.

His girl exclaimed loudly, “You are an alcoholic!” I laughed and emphasized with a lot of indignation that I definitely was not. Okay, so that must have been when I blacked out. I woke up the next morning at my house and in my pajamas. I don’t know how I got there, as my friends were all gone and there was no way I could’ve successfully directed these strangers how to get me where I lived. So I went and hopped in the shower and ran my hand down the back of my leg and felt something hard caked all over me. I realized that I had shit myself. 

The day went by and my dad came home. I wasn’t ready to receive a lecture, as I had no idea that he knew anything about my night. 

He told me calmly “Son, in all my years, I have never been as drunk as you were last night.”

My eyes grew wide as he proceeded to say, “You are grounded for the weekend.”

And I meekly looked down and nodded yes. So that was the end of it, and it was the only time my father had ever punished me, and I probably deserved far worse. But I will never forget that moment in my life because it ruined vodka for me. 

R.I.P. Dad.

Hope you enjoyed it!

   
COWBOY, BEND, OREGON
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So your Dad was the one who picked you up and brought you home, huh? The face that only a parent would love. The guilty one.     Misty
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TROUBLE AT THE CLUB


[image: logo]
 


I was bored, so I went to a gentleman’s club. I sat down and was having a great time. The beers were cold and they went down smoothly. This man sat down next to me and started asking questions. He said he knew me, and that he heard I thought I was a bad motherfucker. I knew we were going to go outside to handle it. So, with all that courage juice running through me, I asked if he cared to find out. I stood up, and I am only five feet tall, so I was only as high as his chest. He was huge. 

We went outside and he threw a punch at me. I blocked it and got stabbed in my shoulder with a key. Come to find out he had two friends with him. One punched me in the back of the head, but then I broke the arm of the one who had the key who had stabbed me. His arm was so bad that it was broken in two pieces. 

I turned and faced his friend and knocked him out. I heard a car door open, and all I could think was that someone probably had a gun. I’m fast but I can’t outrun a bullet, so I charged into him and slammed him to the ground, and I took his gun and pointed it to his head.

And then I looked at him and said, “You are not the one that is going to kill me, but I will be the one who kills you.” 

Then I pulled the trigger but nothing happened. I looked straight at him and said, “I don’t need this to kill you anyways.” I beat him with my fists until they hurt so bad that I stopped and kicked the shit out of him until my feet hurt worse than my hands did. Finally, I just slammed his car door on him and walked back into the club, sat down, and ordered a beer. The next dancer that came on was my ex-wife. I overheard that there were three guys outside fighting and one had a gun. I stood up and laughed and walked away.

That’s my story and I’m sticking to it. 

   
FRANKIE, IMPERIAL, CALIFORNIA
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 This just goes to show that even little guys can kick some big-time ass!    Misty
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LAUREL AND HARDY
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When I was seventeen, I had a good friend named Chris. We got into my sister’s booze one Sunday night and headed out to where all the other teenagers usually hung out. Back then, at our age we drank whatever we could get and as much as we could get. After finishing every last drop, it finally hit us, and we all drunkenly decided that our great plan was to get naked and run down the main drag. 

Let me tell you, this one guy, he was pretty short and fat, so about five foot three inches tall and 260 pounds or so; I’m six feet tall, and I weigh about 165 pounds. All of us stripped down completely naked and started running down the strip. Since I was drunk, I really don’t remember everything, but what I do clearly recall was that all of the people that saw us were laughing like crazy. I heard them say, “Look, there’s Laurel and Hardy, running around naked!”

Well, the police quickly got wind of what we were doing and gave chase. We ran as fast we could to get our clothes on before they could catch us, but when we got back to the hang-out spot, all of our clothes were fucking gone. The cops caught us and took us all home before it could’ve gotten any worse, thank God, but when we went back to school on Monday, we were legends! My popularity soared with everyone at school, and I got a lot of dates out of it.

Those were fun times and a whole lot of good memories, but thank goodness my reckless teenage days are over now. 

I hope my little story will be interesting enough for your book!

   
BRENTON, HUMBOLDT, CALIFORNIA

[image: logo]

Good old teenage antics and innocent fun always make for the best kind of fun!    Misty
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GREEN FAIRY
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I have two stories to tell you and the first is as follows:

One of my friends is an actor, and he invited me to one of his LA parties. When we got there, it was obvious that everyone had been drinking for hours, and there was still so much alcohol everywhere. We were there for a while and I obviously had a bit too much to drink, so my friend took me out front to get some air. 

When we made our way outside, we saw a semi-truck parked up the street and one really drunk guy from the party was talking loudly to the vehicle. We couldn’t believe what we were seeing, and it seemed so weird, and of course we went closer so that we could see what he was saying and what was going on. As we got close enough to hear him, we saw him nudge the truck with his elbow as he said loudly, “It’s okay, Optimus Prime, I will keep your secret,” while he tried to play it off like he was not tripping and talking to a semi.

But after we heard what he said and saw how he tried to play it off, we realized how hilarious it was, and neither my friend nor I could stop laughing out asses off.

The second story is also ridiculously funny.

The father of an old friend of mine was running a major absinthe distillery in France and he sent us a case of it, which was not to U.S. laws and regulations—it was the real stuff. A group of about five of us went to the beach for a late-night party, and we each had an entire bottle of his absinthe to ourselves. When we were about three-quarters of the way finished with our individual bottles, one of my friends started staring into the air obsessively, and slowly but surely he grew more and more agitated and started acting really paranoid. 

When we asked him what was going on, he told us that there was a brain-eating fairy who wouldn’t leave him alone, and then he started yelling at us because he didn’t understand how in the hell it was possible that could we not see it because it was right there. We all started giggling quietly while trying to hold in our laughter at the same time. 

All of a sudden, he started staring intently at one of our friends and lowered himself to an almost kneeling position as he picked up a piece of firewood that was about the diameter of a baseball bat but a little over half the size. At that minute, we stopped laughing and asked what the heck he was doing. 

He answered with a whole lot of conviction, “Please don’t move, the fairy is on your shoulder and it’s going to eat your brain.” 

He looked like he was about to swing the firewood at our friend, but before he could, our friend jumped up and started running, obviously sensing what he was planning to do with the firewood. Then the guy jumped up and started running after my friend, yelling, “It’s going to be a war on your brain, just wait!” 

We were all cracking up like crazy as he went on to chase my buddy for close to fifteen or twenty minutes before they were both too tired to keep running.

   
RICHARD, INLAND EMPIRE, CALIFORNIA

[image: logo]

   
   
I have heard about the green fairy, and one day I actually hope to try it. Thank you!    Misty

 
 







[image: logo]
 
THE DISHWASHER
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One night, I was blackout drunk, but I calmly got up, walked into the kitchen, and opened up the dishwasher. I guess I threw up into it, turned it on, and then walked back into the living room. 

After that, I heard that I then sat down with my friends as if nothing had happened. 

I remember nothing, but I have seen the photos.

   
GRAEME, HUMBOLDT, CALIFORNIA
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The good thing is that I hear the new dishwashers can clean anything AND they are environmentally friendly!    Misty
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LOLA
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Okay, so here is a story that is really embarrassing.

I was at a party with some friends, and we were all getting really drunk. I’m a fairly small and basically androgynous guy to begin with, but this particular night one of my friends suggested that we go to a bar, dress me in drag, and see if I got hit on. 

I succumbed to my drunken decision-making process, and then if you add all the peer pressure, you would have guessed correctly that I ended up doing it. When we got to the bar, I was already drunk and I kept on drinking, so I don’t remember anything after we got there.

I remember that I woke up at about one in the morning. I was lying down in a stall in the men’s room, and I had clearly peed in my pants. My ass was sore, and I had cum all over my chin and my shirt. 

Apparently, my friends had left me at the bar, and I can only guess what happened after that.

   
SISSY BOY, HUMBOLDT, CALIFORNIA
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Well, I hope at least you didn’t have an unpaid bar tab when you woke up!

Misty
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A FINE LADY
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Hello, dear lady, my name is Mike, and I live in Port Arthur, Texas. 

In 1959, we went to Galveston for Splash month, which is in May, and the weather was hot! 

My friends and I rented a motel room overlooking the beach, and we went out and bought gin, bourbon, rum, and Everclear in a five-gallon cooler, and filled it up with lemonade and fruit juices, and let it all chill as we drank beer late into the night. We went from room to room, partying, drinking, and looking for girls to get drunk and enjoy themselves with us. At about two in the morning, I met a wonderful-looking blonde and we totally hit it off. We started kissing and hugging, then we went up to the room, got naked, and had mad sex and a whole lot of fun. 

Later on, while we were still in bed, I got up wanting a drink and suddenly I discovered I was in the wrong room, but I was with a naked blonde, who was so fine it hurt my eyes!

I was three motels from where my friends and I had a room. What a strange feeling, not knowing if you even had sex with a fine lady or not because you are still drunk and rum dumb.

   
MIKE, BEAUMONT, TEXAS
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Well, it sounds like it wouldn’t have mattered anyways. Ha-ha!     

 Misty
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DIXIE
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I’d love to see the material you end up collecting for your book. For now, though, let me share with you a favorite drunk story from my youth.

My father hooked me up with one of the cutest and horniest women I’ve known. He was an Army recruiter in Shreveport and I was a soldier in the Philippines and it was 1964. Her name was Dixie, and she was a petite brunette and an office worker in the building where my father worked. She was about my age. My father told her about me and told me that she might write to me. We had a brief correspondence before I came home on leave, and then in my parents’ den he formally introduced us. There was instant electricity.

Bossier City, which is across the river from Shreveport, was and still is a big party town. The legal drinking age was eighteen in Louisiana, so all the Texas kids would go over to party on the Strip out there. Dixie was very familiar with it, and we spent the evening drinking and dancing and having a great time. She was incredibly sexy and very affectionate, so I thought my chances were pretty damn good for getting her in bed that night.

She was getting very drunk and really touchy-feely with me. Luckily, she was tiny and I’m well-built, so I helped her and carried her into the car. I thought she might pass out before we got to her house, but she didn’t. We sat in my dad’s car outside her place (she rented a room in a house) and we kissed and fondled, and then she invited me in. 

She stretched out on her bed and I thought it was over. I had no interest in molesting a passed-out woman. I sat there for a while, looking at her, wondering if I should leave. After a few minutes, she opened her sleepy dark eyes and asked, “Will you eat my pussy?” 

I couldn’t believe my luck, because that’s exactly what I wanted to do. I reached under her skirt and pulled her panties down. She smiled as she watched me. 

“You’re very good-looking,” she said. 

She had beautiful, slender legs and was nicely-trimmed. I took my time kissing and licking her legs and could tell she was getting very turned on. As I got close to her, she thrust her hips up, pushing herself against my face. I buried my face between her legs, licking her asshole and all around her labia. She was very wet and smelled great, just like a woman should. She got more excited, held my head as she writhed against my face and, after I zeroed in on her clitoris, she had several noisy orgasms. 

She finally fell back on the pillow and said, “Thank you,” right before falling asleep.

By this time, I was aroused and wanted to fuck her. I undressed, removed the rest of her clothes, and got into bed with her. When I kissed her sleeping face she responded with an open mouth and wrapped arms around my neck. I got on top of her and teased her with the head of my hard dick. She was breathing hard and, with her whiskey breath, said, “Fuck me.” 

I fucked her good and hard, twice, and she whimpered like a kitten. 

I didn’t get home until mid-morning the next day. My dad just smiled at me when I walked in. I smiled back and I’ve always wondered if he had ever gotten Dixie drunk.

   
MIKE, BEAUMONT, TEXAS
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Dixie the Drunken Texan Sex Princess! That couldn’t be more perfect.

Misty
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THE CAR
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About twenty-five years ago, some friends and I were having a get-together. The day started innocently enough with a buddy of mine dropping by a little after noon with some beer. Gradually a couple more friends dropped by, and then a couple more . . .

My roommate had been at work all day and had just gotten home. He decided we should call some other friends to come over, and before I knew it there were about twenty-eight people there. The beer was kicking in, and I had a good buzz going, and then the tequila came out.

Some of the girls wanted to make margaritas while the guys decided to just do shots. After burning the blender out by chopping up so much ice, everyone just resorted to doing shots, and after doing quite a few shots, the bulletproof effect started to take place.

The house we lived in was on a corner lot and I noticed a car I didn’t recognize parked on the side street next to the house. After deciding suddenly that I hated the car, mainly because it was a Ford Pinto, I shouted out, “Who owns that fucking piece of shit parked next to my house?” and no one claimed it. 

I grabbed my roommate’s baseball bat and I went to town on this car, busting mirrors, windows, lenses, putting dents in it, etc. I did some serious damage. After that I walked back in the house, dropped the bat, and went to my room to pass out. All of these events had to be told to me because I couldn’t remember any of them.

The next day I wandered through piles of empty bottles and cans and several passed out drunk bodies to make my way to the kitchen to make some coffee. After pouring myself a cup, I walked out onto the front porch. I surveyed the carnage of alcohol all over the yard and I noticed this car on the side of the house. Right around that moment, my roommate walked out and joined me. I asked him what was going on with that car, and he just looked at me and said, “Don’t you remember?”

“No,” I answered. “Should I?”

This is when he revealed to the events of the previous evening. I have not touched tequila since that night. And later that day, the car disappeared and that was the end of it, and I still don’t know whose it was or what happened to it.

   
CHAWN, AMARILLO, TEXAS
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I am not a big fan of Ford, especially Pintos, so you probably did them a favor. Thank God there wasn’t a rabid dog around.    Misty
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MEETING THE MOM
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Okay, well this probably isn’t that crazy, but it’s also not your run-of-the-mill situation either.

Several years back when I was out at a bar drinking, I ended up talking to a few women, just making innocent conversation. After several hours, I was ready to leave, and I guess one of the women I was talking with was also.

She was way too drunk to drive, so I offered her a ride and she graciously accepted. To sum up the story, we ended up having great sex all night long when we got back to her place.

A few days later, my girlfriend brought me over to meet her mother. As it turned out, the lady from the bar that I fucked all night was her mom. However, we kept it a secret, and let’s just say Mom approved of me. 

She already knew I was a good guy.

   
VEGETA, BEAUMONT, TEXAS

[image: logo]

   
   
I am sure your family reunions are fun and full of memories—just make sure you stay away from the alcohol!     Misty
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THE BIRTHDAY
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Once upon a time and long ago in Florida, it was legal to drink at the age of eighteen. 

So on my eighteenth birthday my friends decided to throw me a big party. I was still a virgin, and a girl my age decided she was going to be my first. There I was, a kid of eighteen, who had never had sex and never been drunk. The party was held at the end of a pier in our neighborhood, with only one way one and one way off. 

No one thought about what would happen if the cops came. 

Sure enough, all the predictable things ended up happening. I was drunk off my ass, the law got called, and everyone was trapped. By the time the cops got to the end of the pier, there were beer cans floating everywhere. They actually let us go with the promise everyone would leave. 

Easy enough, right? 

Everybody but the girl left me, and I could hardly walk, and then she decided to basically attack me and have sex with me on the spot. She was in the middle of taking my clothes off when I puked all over her. She screamed, and I couldn’t stop laughing. All of a sudden, those that heard the racket came back and I was standing there laughing, butt-ass naked, with a chick covered in puke.

Not one of my proudest moments. 

I did lose my virginity later that night, though, so it was not a total loss.

   
CHUCK, TALLAHASSEE, FLORIDA
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Something lost and something gained, which means it was obviously a good night!     Misty
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CAR TROUBLES
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Here is mine, and I won’t even disclose what state this even happened in for safety reasons.

I had just bought an old car for about $350 without a title, and this was years and years ago. I planned on getting a title eventually, but I never got around to it for this very reason:

So after drinking tequila all night with this girl I had been trying to date for a long time, I decided it was time to show off and do some donuts in an icy parking lot on the way back to my place. The car pitched left, the car pitched right, and we were having a blast.

My front tire decided to hit the only patch of bare pavement, and it forced the car in a completely different way than I had intended. This sent me smashing right into the front window of a tire shop, and I found myself parked in their lobby all of a sudden. There were tires and broken glass everywhere and falling all around us. We both kind of looked at each other for a moment, and I knew I had really fucked up bad this time.

She said only three words: Go. Just. Go.

I peeled the tires in reverse and got the heck out of there, taking out their front door in the process. I darted across town and dropped her off, parked the car in an “undisclosed location,” and walked home and went to bed. 

I awoke the next morning with the worst hangover I had had in a long time and the police pounding on my door. Because the place we smashed into was only a few doors down from my work, and they had really poor security camera footage of my car smashing into the building, apparently my boss chimed in by commenting that “my employee drives a car just like that . . .,” and thus they had a pretty good idea of who had done it.

I was grilled and interrogated with questions and accusations for almost an hour. I told them, “Oh that old car? Oh hell, I sold that last night for a hundred buck and went barhopping afterwards.”

The cops asked, “Do you know who you sold it to?”

“Nope, no idea. It was some guy at the bar.”

“Which bar?”

“I can’t even remember. I was drunk.”

“Do you have a bill of sale?”

“Bill of sale??? I don’t even have a title. Why would I write a bill of sale for a car that wasn’t technically mine?”

So, long story short, they eventually found the car and impounded it, and I was threatened with a “we’ll be back!” warning.

They never came back, and that was the last time I ever went drinking and driving for any reason.

   
T
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Now we all know that everything happens for a reason, and it’s another confirmation that it’s always a good one at that!    Misty
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AN AUSSIE STORY
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I love the concept of your book. I am not sure if this qualifies but for the fact that we were probably drunk, which could have led to this error in communication.

I am Australian, and while yes, both the United States and Australia speak English, some words have different meanings, and in other cases, there are items that have completely different names—and this is particularly true of slang.

A friend and I had been out drinking in Austin, Texas, and wandered out of a bar at about two in the morning with a case of alcohol, which induced the munchies. As luck would have it, a hotdog van was parked nearby, I assume with the specific purpose to satisfy such cravings. We wandered over and ordered two of the vendor’s finest offerings, paid, and, as we turned, we suddenly realized that we were lacking in condiments. 

This is where the language barrier kicked in. 

While we knew it was ketchup that Americans ask for, back home we ask for sauce, as in tomato sauce. Two innocent words, I sense you are thinking, but this is where our night fell apart. Me, in my drunken, slurred stupor, and with a very strong Australian accent, said “Mate, can I have some sauce?”

The vendor, who was looking at me curiously, said “Fuck off and go home, man.”

Me: I will, Champ, I just want some sauce on my dog.

Vendor (now looking annoyed): Fuck off, asshole, or I will call the cops.

Me (Now with confused added to drunken): Mate, if it’s extra I’ll pay, I just want some sauce.

As those last words left my mouth a black and white pulled up alongside us, and the vendor started screaming for them to get
rid of us two assholes.

Before we knew it, our hotdogs were in the gutter, and our arms were pinned behind us as we were bent over the trunk of the squad car, which in Australia would have been called the boot. We were promptly cuffed and taken off to the drunk tank for the night, and as we sat down in the drunk talk we looked at each other in total confusion as to what had just transpired. We talked back and forth about what happened, and we were both oblivious as to why we were now in this predicament, and at that time another occupant of the cell was giggling in our direction.

We asked him if he could shed light on the evenings events, and with a huge smile he stated, “You boys aren’t from here are you?”

“No, we’re from Australia,” I responded.

“And exactly what were you expecting to get on your hotdogs?” was his next question, and then we noticed that the other cellmates who still had most of their faculties were suddenly paying more attention to our conversation.

Totally confused by both his questions and the spreading grins from the cellmates, we replied, “You know . . . tomato sauce . . . what do you lot call it, mate? Ketchup.”

BOOM!

It was like someone had let off a bomb of laughing gas, and we were the only ones who were immune. All of a sudden, the rest of the cell erupted in laughter. Now we were more confused than ever. We sought an explanation, but as our new friend was collecting himself to talk, an officer came in to see what all the ruckus was about.

Before we could get an explanation, our new friend ran to the officer. “Officer, you gotta hear this,” and he then made us repeat the story exactly as we had gone through it with him, and once again we got the same reaction from the officer, and a broader smile followed by solid laughter as he exited the lock-up.

“Mate, what is going on?” we pleaded, to which we finally got an explanation. 

There were a number of bars near where the hot dog vendor was situated, one of them being a gay bar, and sauce was a commonly used slang term for cum! All of a sudden, our evening made sense, but it didn’t help us out of the situation that we were in.

But this is where the United States’ love affair with Australians saved us.

The officer who came in had now come back with the night sergeant, and once again we had to go through the story, only now with the explanation of our mistake. The desk sergeant thought it was a fantastic story, but couldn’t let us out, but made sure no record of our arrest was filed, as it would have affected our traveling visa.

I hope that made you giggle.

   
NELLEN, SALT LAKE CITY, UTAH
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Everyone loves Australians, especially Americans who admire superior drinking skills, and another “good” cop story. I love it!    Misty
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DIVORCE COURT
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This is my true story.

My wife got us on the reality show called Divorce Court. Well, we decided to drive over to the airport in Kentucky to see where we were going to park the car, but the producers of the show called us and told us they were going to pay for the parking anyway, so it didn’t matter. So on the way back from the airport we decided to get some Christian Brothers Brandy at the liquor store to celebrate our big debut on the show. We got the largest bottle they carried and headed home.

When we got there, my wife wanted to wash some clothes for us to wear for our big trip to California, and I got done with a load so I went and opened the Christian Brothers up and poured a double shot, and then I poured another double shot.

The brandy hit me quickly, but I got up and start finishing up the laundry, and all of a sudden, we went in the bedroom and start doing karaoke. Then I took another double shot with my wife, and right about that time I was seriously drunk, and I woke up in my own vomit.

My wife was screaming at me to go take a shower, and all the while she was packing for the show and taking things to the car. We had to be at the airport at eleven, but I was so intoxicated while I was taking the shower that all I was thinking about was that I was done with all this shit. 

But then I was in the driver’s seat and I was still intoxicated, because my wife insisted that I drive us to drive to the airport. We got a couple of blocks away from home; then I crashed into a pole. But there was no damage, not even a scratch. So I turned the car around and drove back home, and when we got back, my wife decided that she was going to go on the show all by herself. 

Then she drove up the street and I jumped in my car. Keep in mind that I was still intoxicated, and when I drove down the street, I turned the wheel and the car spun around, almost flipping completely over, and then I drove back to the apartment. My wife wasn’t there, and I was so intoxicated that I was standing in front of our apartment yelling, cursing, and calling my wife names, when all of a sudden she showed up with the police and they took me straight off to jail.

I stayed in jail for thirty days, but the sad part was that my wife told everyone that we were going on Divorce Court, and that would’ve been our first time visiting California. We never made it to California because I couldn’t handle my liquor, so obviously I messed up the whole trip.

   
ANONYMOUS, CINCINNATI, OHIO
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I am sorry you never made it to California but I have to say, your experience was far more interesting than any trip to Los Angeles could ever be. Seriously.    Misty
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TWINS
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About a year ago, I, my in-laws, my wife, her twin sister, and her sister’s husband went to the family campsite for the weekend. That Saturday night, we were all drinking and having a good time around the fire until the wee hours of the morning. 

Well, my brother-in-law and my wife decided to go to sleep, while her twin and I stayed up and kept the party going. We were still drinking, and we ended up getting closer and closer and then we kissed.

It was a long kiss—a very, very, very long kiss. I started rubbing her ass, biting her neck, and touching her everywhere. She grabbed my tool and asked me if she could blow me, and we found a place to be discrete and she blew me, but not before we lay down on the ground and 69’ed. 

It was so hot.

   
DIDDLEY, PITTSBURGH, PENNSYLVANIA
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Personally, I think the whole twin dating or marriage thing is a disaster waiting to happen, but I’m glad it worked out for you!     Misty
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HOT FOR TEACHER
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I remember when I got turned on by my history teacher. She was tall, brunette, very beautiful, and super sexy, but she was very strict, and I would cut class to avoid her. 

Well, one day she caught up with me and asked me if I cared about my grades, and I said yes. Then she said that I would need to report to her class for makeup assignments after school, so I did. One day, it started getting late and she insisted on driving me home. She threatened to tell my mother about my repeated absences to her class, and I begged her not to. All of a sudden, she pulled off the road and I asked her what the hell she was doing. She didn’t respond. The next thing I knew, we were pulling into a hotel. She gave me oral sex in the parking lot and said that she would make sure that I passed her class, and all I had to do I was keep my mouth shut. 

Of course, I agreed to her deal. She told me to stay in the car while she paid for the room, and I spent that night with her. She gave me an unlimited supply of oral sex until I came about three or four times in her face and in her mouth. Then she told me to get up, and I was ordered to put Vaseline on my dick and to fuck her from behind. Then she stopped me, took my dick out, and then put it in her ass and told me to give it to her good until I busted inside her.

I did shortly thereafter, and she screamed, “Yes!” 

I felt something at that moment that I had never experienced before and still haven’t since. I gave it to her repeatedly until she couldn’t take it anymore. I passed her class, and since then I have always wanted an older woman.


ALLEN, SOUTHERN MARYLAND

[image: logo]

 I wonder who else got an A+ besides you that year? Or any other year?    Misty
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THE MILF
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So this is what happened about six years ago on my eighteenth birthday. 

My family always does a big celebration when someone is getting ready to turn eighteen. We cater a lot of food and we have an open bar. The bar is only supposed to be for those that are over twenty-one, but no one watches very well, so we get a keg or two and just have a rocking party. 

It was about eleven and things were starting to slow down, so I started to clean up. My aunt, who was married to my dad’s twin brother, decided to help me. Soon it was just her and me, as everyone else had decided to leave or had already headed off to bed. While we were cleaning, we were still drinking what was left from the bar and talking. 

Well, we got pretty drunk, but we still knew what we were doing and handled the clean perfectly. Then we made our way to my apartment/bedroom, which is in a closed-off loft above our garage. My aunt was in her mid-thirties at the time and the true definition of a MILF. So we were in my room talking, and I told her that she was one of the most gorgeous women I have ever known. Then she confessed that she thought that I was pretty hot and that she wished she was about ten years younger. 

The next thing I knew, we were making out like crazy. She pulled off my shirt and I undid my pants. Then she did a strip tease for me right before giving me the best blow job I have ever gotten in my life. We ended up having sex all night long and then never spoke of it ever again.

But just a few weeks later, she texted me and said that she was pregnant and that the baby was mine. We were trying to figure out what to do when we came up with the great idea that she would make my uncle think that it was his. 

It worked! So here I am, a twenty-four-year-old man with a six-year-old niece that everyone believes is my cousin. Only my aunt and I know the truth.

   
ANONYMOUS, MOBILE, ALABAMA

[image: logo]

   
   
It’s important to keep the family bond strong, because no matter what . . . your kid will always be your cousin!    Misty
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COUNTRY ROAD AND...
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Some years ago, when I was about eighteen, I was driving down an old country back road. I was going down a hill, and it was very late and super dark, and there, in the middle of the road, was a man and woman fucking.

I locked the brakes down and jumped out and screamed, “What the hell are you doing?” 

Then the man jumped up and said, “Look buddy, I was cumming, she was cumming, and then you was coming and you were the only one that had any brakes!”

Here’s another one . . . 

I wasn’t much more than a kid back in the 1960s, and I went to sleep in San Francisco and I woke up in Vietnam. There was this one boy in our troop who he was a weightlifter and a bodybuilder. This guy had muscles on top of muscles and an attitude to match. He thought he was the best at everything and that he could not be beat. 

We were on patrol in the jungle, and we came up on this big ape-looking monkey, and he said he was going to go down there and show that ape who was the boss of this jungle. He went down there and smacked that monkey upside its head, and needless to say, that monkey broke him up bad and we had to call a helicopter to fly him out of the jungle. 

   
CHARLIE, MOBILE, ALABAMA
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I have nothing but respect for the military and it’s even better for us all when at least you have some funny memories!   Misty
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THE MASSAGE PARLOR
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Okay, so I have always loved to let women take out their aggressions on me, and years ago I was a regular at a massage parlor in Austin that was called Mimi’s. I would let them slap me, beat me, and kick me while they were laughing and making fun of me at the same time. 

Well, one evening at about one in the morning, I had finished a bottle of Napa Valley’s finest and then decided that my lady friends needed a good laugh. I filled two empty, gallon-sized milk jugs with water and tied them together with a clothesline, and I slip-knotted the other end around my scrotum, which was protruding from my jeans. I waddled out to my car that way, went to the ATM and had to exit the car like that, and then drove to Mimi’s and staggered to the door. 

I was really sore by this time, and they were shocked and delighted to see me that way, and the jugs didn’t come off for a long time. They made me do a version of a “swing dance,” as they called it, where I was made to rock back and forth, which made the jugs increase their pull as they swung off my scrotum like two eight-pound pendulums.

I have no idea what I would have said if I had gotten pulled over by a cop on my way over there.

I have many other drunken foibles, but this one came to mind first.

   
F. THOMAS, AUSTIN, TEXAS
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That is a whole different version of P-90X, and it would definitely come to my mind first if I knew a man who was interested in working out.    

Misty
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THE DRIVE-IN
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I’m from southern Indiana. I had gone to see my father in eastern Kentucky, and, somehow, he got this girl to come over to say hello to me, so I asked if she wanted to go to a movie at the drive-in. She said yes, so I picked her up. We drove while she gave me directions, as I was unfamiliar with the area. When we got to the drive-in theater, I thought to myself, wow, because it was a XXX-rated place. So I proceeded to drive in, and we didn’t watch too much of the movie.

As we were in the middle of having hot car sex, I heard a rap on the window. It was a cousin of mine from eastern Kentucky, and a whole bunch of other people that he had sneaked in climbed out of his trunk.

A guard walked by and stopped all of us and said, “Hey, what the hell is going on here?”

Luckily, the girl and I weren’t involved, and he dismissed us, but he stayed close to my car so then we kind of had to watch the movie a little. But I was thinking, what the hell, let’s just do it. It was hot as hell because we had to keep the windows rolled up and I was fucking her hard. Sweat was dripping on the seats so bad that it sounded like a faucet. I took her home afterwards and kissed her goodbye. 

I woke up all refreshed the next day and wanted to go out with her again. I called, and her husband answered the phone, and I never saw her again.

   
JOE, LEXINGTON, KENTUCKY
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It sounds like Kentucky drive-ins are a little bit different from the ones I am used to, and we only have one left!   Misty
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DRUNKEN LIES
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Years ago, I was drinking while camping with my wife and my mother-in-law. I needed to relieve myself so I walked back over to some trees. The ground looked comfy, I guess, so I lay down and fell asleep. I awoke to my wife and mother-in-law standing over me, and they were holding shovels. 

They looked down at me and said they were for protection. I stumbled back over to the fire and drank some more. I found out the next day that while I was drinking, I had followed my mother in-law everywhere in her house and all over camp and told everyone that we had had sex. 

It made for an awkward lunch the next day.

   
KIRK, PITTSBURGH, PENNSYLVANIA
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Who knows? Maybe you guys really did do it, and she was just mad because she thought you couldn’t keep a secret!     Misty
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IDIOT MOVE
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It was the 4th of July 1995. I was at a party in Marina Del Rey, California. I was drinking heavily, and I stumbled upon an incredibly hot female, definitely a ten! We hit if off straightaway, and we decided to take the party to her place.

She drove us to her condo in Manhattan Beach, and we proceeded to have a glass of wine. After some small talk, we made our way to the bedroom, and she stopped me in my tracks and told me she had to tell me something. I said sure, and she turned off all the lights and said, “I hope this doesn’t freak you out, but I have a prosthetic arm.”

I was not sure where this was going, but she unhooked some sort of contraption, and the left arm basically fell onto the bed, complete with watch, red fingernails, and several rings!

She held up the stump, and said, “I knew you’d be cool with it!”

I nodded yes (I think), and she began to undress. At that point, my head was spinning, and I told her I needed to use the bathroom. I closed the door behind me and crawled out of the bathroom window onto the rooftop.

I just couldn’t sack up for that. I really could not do it. Looking back, it was a total ass clown move on my part, but hey, I was drunk!

   
TT, LOS ANGELES, CALIFORNIA
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She probably would’ve knocked you out anyways, just not with the 1-2 combo punch.   Misty
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A LADY IN THE WRONG PLACE
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I was in a small bar in Western, Pennsylvania. I went to use the men’s room, which was just a urinal and a toilet. So I’m pissing in the urinal, and the next thing I know a drunk woman comes in and sits down on the toilet right next to me; there’s no stall or divider. Literally, she’s right next to me, and she starts peeing. 

She even starts a conversation with me in the midst of the piss. She never even realizes that she’s in the men’s room. Then she wipes herself, tells me to have a good night, and she leaves.

   
ANONYMOUS, PITTSBURGH, PENNSYLVANIA
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I just can’t help but admire your incredible ability to make such a smooth transition!   Misty
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TEETH TALK
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I had sex with this woman, and I didn’t realize that she didn’t have any front teeth. 

So, I was kissing her on the mouth, and her top teeth came out—I guess she had dentures or something. I stopped, and she knelt down and started giving me head. Her mouth felt so good. I still see her sometimes when I’m stressed out.

   
SLA, SAN FERNANDO, CALIFORNIA
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You never know . . . if you keep on seeing her, maybe her lowers will also come out. Imagine that!    Misty
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WORK AND PLAY


[image: logo]
 


I have to admit that I had quite a few beers before I got up enough courage to write and send this to you . . .

I worked with a married woman once, and we both liked to tease each other at work about doing sexual things. After a period of doing this, our desire for each other became so great that we had to get together and act out our urges. We tried to do it in a car before work one morning, but it was too cramped and there was not enough room to play.

At that time, I had an upstairs unit at one of those storage places not far from where we worked, and we met there one day in the afternoon. It was a hot, late spring/early summer day when we got there. As we were walking up the stairs, we were playfully fondling each other. Then we got inside and I started to kiss her and run my hands all over her back and down to her ass, and up and down her legs and in between as I kissed her neck and nibbled her earlobes.

I could feel and hear her excitement as she was breathing heavily just inches from my ears and that was turning me on even more. I grabbed her ass with both hands and lifted her onto a large desk that was in there, which was covered in blankets and pillows. It was the perfect fucking bed.

I pulled off her shoes and pulled her pants and panties off in one movement, leaving only her top covered. I lowered her body down, my face above her stomach, and began to kiss and lick down her body, stopping just above her. Then I ran my arms under her, pushing her legs back as I wrapped my arms around her thighs.

I spread her legs wide open so that I could taste her. My mouth met her, licking from the bottom to the top, my tongue grazing her, making her arch her back, and she let out a long moan. Her juices flooded my mouth as I licked, and her breathing and soft moans heightened my excitement, making me swell even harder.

Her body raised up and she was pushing her into my face, her thighs quivering while another super wet orgasm flooded my face. Suddenly there was a loud sound of a door slamming and then footsteps coming up wooden steps, and she jumped and tried to break free of my grip that I had on her. She gritted her teeth and let out a muffled scream as she soaked the bedding below her with yet another orgasm.

I knew that whoever had entered had gone the opposite way from us; the sounds of their footsteps were getting fainter, and I released my grip. I raised her body up, pulled down my shorts, and again ran my arms under her thighs as I positioned myself between her legs on top of the desk. I entered her in one move, all the way in to where my balls slapped her ass. 

She was both wet and tight from all the orgasms she had experienced from my mouth and my tongue. Her moans took on an animal sound as I pumped deep inside her while she was clenching her muscles so tight. I couldn’t hold out any longer, and after about ten hard pumps I came so hard, and she flooded the bedding below us as she bit my shoulder . . .

We continued to see each other a for a little while, and I think about her every time I sit here and drink.

   
ANONYMOUS, INLAND EMPIRE, CALIFORNIA
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Well, I do have to admit that as I re-read your story, I got a little squirmy in my airplane seat.    Misty
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CLOSE CALL
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When I was stationed at Fort Ord in 1981, my roommate and I went for a drive down the Pacific Coast Highway with a couple of joints. By the time we got to Big Sur, we were pretty stoned and needed a bathroom break, and there weren’t any bathrooms to be found for miles.

So we stopped at a turnout, and not wanting to be mistaken for exhibitionists, we stepped over the guardrail, looking for a little privacy. As we were trying to go down the steep overhang, we slipped, slid down, and fell all the way to the bottom of the cliff. Since we were already down there, we just went ahead and peed in the ocean.

Then we had to climb back up. Freehand. Along the way, we lost sight of each other. I guess he had picked a better route than I did and got back to the car fairly quickly. It took me quite a bit more time.

When I finally got back to the top, he had become so worried that he had gotten someone to give him a ride to the payphone, which was a couple miles further down the road and I had the car keys. He called the Monterrey County Sheriff, who sent the Search and Rescue Team.

They were all hooked up, stepping over the guard rail to rappel down the cliff looking for me, when I came up about thirty yards from them. They were so amazed that we had lived that they forgot to arrest or even cite us.

   
ANONYMOUS, AUSTIN, TEXAS

[image: logo]

   
   
I bet you were glad to get out of there alright, and thankful that you were still anatomically intact!   Misty
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PHONE SEX
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Well, here is my tale. It may seem rather tame, but living it was steamy. This is a wild phone sex story. It happened years ago, before we even had Internet access in our home. 

First, I love drinking and having some good phone sex. My wife was working as an insurance adjuster and was in the training phase. It was a multi-week class, so my wife could only come home on weekends. In a mostly male-dominated field, her class was mostly made up of guys. But in her class were three other females in addition to my wife. The others were from places so far from the training site that they were all stuck away from home for the whole month—including weekends.

My wife was appalled at how one woman appeared to be after the men who were in the class with them. On multiple nights, she called me and complained, telling me the lady’s name and that she would not be surprised if this woman was sleeping with more than one of their classmates. 

That’s when I began to formulate this crazy ass idea that I would phone the hotel and asked for the strange woman’s room. I wanted to see if she’d talk naughty to me. I was very up front. I told her that I didn’t know her but that I had heard that she needed some attention. She asked if I was Tim, from the back row. I told her I was not Tim but Lance, and then I told her that she seemed to be the type of woman who would like some steamy, hot, dirty phone sex. She was reluctant at first, but she never said no, and she kept insisting that I was the classmate in the back row named Tim and again I told her that I wasn’t, but she had already made up her mind that I was. 

Between my late-night calls to her the next several nights and her flirty manner with the real Tim, who she assumed that I was, I guess the two of them had actually hooked up for real by then. She asked me why I never talked to her like this when we were together and I reiterated that my name was Lance and that I had never seen her in real life, only here on the phone. 

Things took a turn to the steamy side when one night she told me she had really enjoyed “our night” last night. I asked her what she enjoyed so much about last night. Slowly she recounted to me how her and Tim had had sex the night before. It was hot, Tim had enjoyed it, and she had too. Of course, I enjoyed hearing about it. From that night on, I coaxed her into telling me about their secret sex-capades. 

The people in the group that were really far from home had all gone to New Orleans for the weekend, and they all decided to share a couple rooms. She recounted how Tim had taken her in that shared room, and they had done the deed and woken no one. As she would relive her encounters with Tim, she would cum over and over while she and I were on the phone. 

It lasted every night for almost three weeks, and she would always ask why I never talked naughty like this to her in person, and I’d get around it without an answer, besides reassuring her that I really wasn’t Tim. The last night that I called, I guess she had figured it out, and I always have wished that I could have heard the conversation between her and Tim.

She told me that she did not know who I was, but that I was not to ever call her again. She seemed quite offended, but why wouldn’t she be? I’d had her every way from “doggy” to “I have never touched my ass before” to “it’s my time of the month,” and all the while she was eagerly sharing herself with me, and Tim of course. 

Every time she called me by his name, I immediately corrected her. I never allowed her to call me Tim, even from the first call when she said, “Is this Tim, from the back row?”—and right away I had told her no, my name is Lance.

My wife would call home each night. I’d rush through the mandatory questions about my day, the house, and the kids. That was always my signal that all school work and group study was done, and I’d immediately phone her classmate in the hotel room next to her.

What a steamy month. 

   
DRIVE SOUTH, BATON ROUGE, LOUISIANA
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 It sounds like it was a very exciting month for insurance adjusters. I wonder if the rates went up or down?     Misty
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UNUSUAL ENCOUNTER
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I have been a career alcoholic since my twenties, although I still work hard and also make a lot of money. I could tell you a dozen stories, but I thought you might like this one.

I met a pretty girl, who was twenty years my junior, in a hotel restaurant and bar in San Francisco where she and I were both working for a few days. We were both drunk one night, and after a half-hour of conversation, I said I wanted to fuck her right that second. 

We went into the lady’s restroom, and I sat her on the counter and started to enter her when another woman came in, a little older but still hot.

She looked at us and then she peed and came over to the sink. Then she washed her hands and bent over and kissed our crotches and then our mouths, and abruptly left.

   
RICHARD, SAN DIEGO, CALIFORNIA
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It’s been known that people have always depended on “the kindness of strangers,” and apparently it’s still something you yourself can also count on.   Misty
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DRUNK AND DISORDERLY
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I have done a few things while drunk and disorderly.

One night, I was driving down the road and pulled out my cock and started stroking it, and when I stopped at a red light I noticed there was a car full of women watching me. I couldn’t help myself, and I ended up shooting my load, which hit me right in the face while they were still all staring at me, and every single one of them
started laughing. 

That was just one time. But there is another that sticks out. 

I got a blowjob once by a guy who I thought was a girl, and it was absolutely, hands-down one of the best blowjobs I have ever had.

   
JOHN, SAN DIEGO, CALIFORNIA
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My guess is that she figured out you weren’t a girl . . . but you never know . . .    Misty
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VOYEUR BOYFRIEND
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We had a party at my place and everyone was drunk. Later that night I caught my girlfriend in our bedroom, and she was in the middle of fucking one of the guys that had shown up. She jumped up and looked at me with wide eyes while the guy was apologizing profusely. 

But immediately I told them that it was kind of hot for me to have caught them and watched them doing it. They were both in total shock, but I kept assuring them that it was okay and I was really into it. So they continued fucking each other, and I continued watching. 

After that night when she saw that I liked watching her fuck another man, she wanted to do it all the time. But a few of my friends found out later that I had walked in on some guy who was fucking my girlfriend, so that was kind of embarrassing. 

It wasn’t the guy who had told everyone. I guess my girlfriend did, because she told me that they had asked her about it and she just let them think it was an affair.


ANONYMOUS, LITTLE ROCK, ARKANSAS
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Alcohol definitely enhances the most unique parts of our personalities.

Misty
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AUNT AND NEPHEW
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I am a twenty-six-year-old male from the Caribbean, but now I live in Queens.

About a month ago, my aunt from New Jersey came down to New York and was staying the weekend at my house. My aunt is about thirty-eight years old, and she has a really nice, sexy body. She is the thick type, with a nice fat ass and really big tits. 

That Saturday night, she went into the bathroom to take a shower and get ready for bed. I have always noticed my aunt and have been attracted to her for years, but since she was my aunt, I never thought I would be with her sexually. I slightly pushed the bathroom door open to catch a glimpse of her naked body. I was able to get a nice view, so I started rubbing my throbbing member. 

I stood there staring and jerked for about thirty minutes while I watched my aunt shower, rubbing, the water running all over her perfect body. I guess I got a little carried away with the feeling and pushed the door all the way. She jumped and yelled at me, so I pulled up my pants and ran straight to my room. 

When she came out the bathroom, she came straight into my room and demanded to know what the heck I was doing by the door, and I told her that I was jerking off watching her while she was showering. She stood there in silence, and then out of nowhere she dropped her towel and revealed her naked body to me. 

She told me that even though she was my aunt, I could have her if I wanted to, and without thinking twice, I grabbed her fat ass and began licking her belly. She then grabbed my head and began rubbing my face all over her belly, and then she dropped to the bed and opened her legs. I tore my clothes off and dove face first into her. 

It tasted so good as her juices immediately flowed into my mouth, and her moaning was turning me on even more. I then threw her legs up over my head and I began licking her asshole, and she screamed in pleasure as my tongue entered her asshole and stuck it in and out. She begged me to please keep eating her ass, and after a few minutes of doing that, I jumped up and shoved my dick in her mouth. 

She was loving every inch of my dick and she was sliding it in and out her mouth, but after about five minutes of that she turned around doggy style and told me to fuck her good. I shoved my dick in her so fast and began to pound her. I sucked my finger and slid it into her ass while I was fucking her, until she could tell I was ready to cum. 

She kept telling me to pull out when I was ready, and I pulled out and shoved the tip of my dick in her ass and released a big hot load right in there. 

That day changed my relationship with my aunt forever, and when we see each other now, we continue to enjoy each other sexually. It was and will always be one of the best sexual experiences of my life.

   
KEVIN, QUEENS, NEW YORK
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Be careful Kevin, or you will end up being your cousin’s dad, like a similar story in the beginning of the book.    Misty
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CROWDED BED
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My girlfriend Tracy was over at my house this last Tuesday after work. My best friend had also come over, and I was helping him unload all the tools out of his truck. Then my ex-girlfriend Stefani, who I still talk to occasionally, showed up at my house out of the blue, and I introduced her to Tracy.

Obviously, Tracy was extremely unhappy that Stefani had shown up there. Throughout the evening we consumed a pint of vodka, a twelve-pack of IPAs, and a twelve-pack of Corona. By ten o’clock, the girls were best friends and I was going to bed. I tried to push for a threesome, but it obviously wasn’t going to happen, so I went to bed and passed out. When I woke up, one of them was kissing me and rubbing my penis, and in my drunk and drowsy head I thought it was Stefani, and we proceeded to have sex. 

After about five minutes went by, she said something and I suddenly realized that it wasn’t Stefani. I was immediately sober, and I said, “What the fuck?! You’re not Stefani!” and then we got into a huge argument. She jumped out of the bed, gathered all of her things, and stormed out of the house. “I went downstairs and told Stefani to come to bed, and she happily accepted. We had amazing, passionate sex. 

I haven’t spoken to Tracy since, and Stefani stayed over again last night. We agreed that it was only sex, and although it was awesome, we are not getting back together.

   
LUVIATO, PORTLAND, OREGON
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Well, my best guess is that Tracy and Stefani are probably not the best of friends anymore. But, hey, that’s not your concern!     Misty
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MILE HIGH CLUB
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I am a former airline pilot, and I still own my own private plane. A friend of mine died in Scottsdale, Arizona, and I was flying my secretary over for the funeral. We stayed up all night drinking and doing cocaine, but we never had sex. We got in the shower in the morning together, and I rubbed one out for her and she sucked me a little. When the hotel maid came in, I talked to her for a little bit with just towels covering us, and after ten minutes, she said she had always wanted to do a threesome!

We went back in the shower, and we kissed, fondled each other, and fucked for an hour. The maid announced that she had to get back to work. I arranged to meet her after the funeral, and we all had a late lunch. She said she needed a job and a place to live, and that she would come back with me to San Diego. I was actually still drunk, and then I also had wine with lunch. She arrived at the airport, and I loaded her suitcase in my plane, and she, my secretary, and I took off from Scottsdale. 

I was really buzzed when we hit our ideal altitude, and then she decided she wanted to be a member of the mile-high club. So she got completely undressed, then she undressed my secretary and then me, and we did everything three people could possibly do in an airplane.

Bottom line, she stayed with me for almost three months and we drank and fucked like monkeys, and then she met a guy and moved in with him. Good memories.

   
RICHARD, SAN DIEGO, CALIFORNIA
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  While I couldn’t be happier that you had a good time, I must say that the “former pilot” is my favorite part of your story!    Misty
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IN A CAB
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I was in a taxi in NYC, and the chick I was with had the most perfect tits I had ever seen. We were making out while the cab was heading downtown. I got a huge boner and figured it was okay to whip it out. 

She immediately started sucking on it like she was put on this earth for that job. The cabbie kept looking back, so I yelled at him. I told him to quit looking at my dick or I’d punch him in the face, and right at that point he ran a red light and we got T-boned by
another cab. 

We bailed out of the cab as soon as the chick finished the blowjob.

   
EDWARD, INLAND EMPIRE, CALIFORNIA
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I have heard that taxi drivers have the best stories about things their customers have done! I might need to start “The Taxi Memoirs”!   Misty
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FIRST TIME FOR EVERYTHING
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I went out with a group of friends early one evening and we went to a few bars, so we had all been drinking most of the night. We discovered that we had lost a few of our people during the course of the evening, as they had hooked up or just called it a night, but I didn’t want to go home. I was determined to stay out and have some fun.

I met a few cool people at the last bar we went to, and these guys we had met seemed down to earth. We sat at the bar with them and had some more beers and few shots, watched some ESPN highlights, talked crap about women in general, relationships and some other guy stuff . . . you know.

Well, after a few hours they invited all of us to come chill over at their hotel and continue the party. They said they were in town for work, and I didn’t have any plans the next day so I agreed. We went back to their room, and it was three guys and they seemed super cool and chill. 

The party continued and then one of them fell asleep on the couch and the other two continued to go strong. By that time it was getting really late, but they had one of those Jacuzzi tubs and they wanted to all jump in and have me join them while we continued to party. So we stripped down to put briefs and hopped in, and after about thirty minutes one of them got up to go pee. 

He came back to the Jacuzzi and got in stark naked. Then the other guy slid his drawers down and threw them out too. They all started fondling each other, and I was so buzzed that I was both shocked and intrigued at the same time.

Then they turned my way and slid down my briefs. I was reluctant to, but I was both drunk and weirdly intrigued all at the same time. They both started sucking me and playing with my balls and got me super turned on, and as they did this to me, one of them started sliding his finger in my ass and started slowly finger fucking me.

I was so aroused I just willingly went along with it, and before I realized what was going on, the other one slid his dick in my mouth and started pumping it down my throat. As this went on for several minutes, the second guy slid into me, and let me tell you about a buzzkill, because that shit fucking hurt like hell.

My eyes watered up and I was in a lot of pain all of a sudden. I pulled away slightly, but they continued their fondling and playing with me, but more gently this time. Again, they slid a finger or fingers in my ass, but this time it didn’t hurt, as they’d used some lube or something . . . 

Well, after several minutes of this they slid a dick in me, and this time it stung a bit, but not like that first time. He went slowly at first and gradually went deeper and deeper. The sensation of being opened up was so intense and amazing, and I couldn’t believe I was really doing this. Well, they ended up switching their dicks back and forth so that both of them entered me and had intercourse with me. 

After they both finished, we got out of the tub, and we lay in the bed for a bit and slept off the buzz. When I woke up the others were still sleeping. So I got dressed and left and never saw them again. 

   
DAVID, FORT WORTH, TEXAS
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It definitely sounds like a night that you will never forget, whether you want to or not.     Misty
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ADVENTURE IN SPAIN
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Years ago, I was stationed overseas and then did a temporary duty in Spain, which in itself is well-known for some seriously intoxicated fun. I had befriended the owner of a bar while I was there. She was an older woman, as in senior citizen status. I believe she may have been in her sixties, and I was in my mid-twenties. 

My temporary duty was coming to an end and many of my peers who had accompanied me on this pseudo mini-vacation all decided we would enjoy ourselves one last time. My lady friend, who owned the bar, graciously decided to throw us one big farewell party. 

Well into the evening and after way too many drinks, I found myself lying on the floor, face up. The older lady was squatting down over me and appeared to be sitting on my face and moaning all kinds of dirty comments at the same time.

At first, I thought it was all just for show and her dress was hiding the fact that she wasn’t really sitting on my face and there was no actual contact. However, intoxication has a way of distorting one’s perception of reality, and during her final squat, I tried to get up before she actually started to rise off of me.

This resulted in my nose actually sliding in between her legs, and this unexpected surprise totally shocked her, so you can imagine her wide eyes looking down at me and her yelling, “Woah!” 

Sadly, my interesting tale didn’t end there. Her intense shock, plus my facial appendage right up in her erogenous zone, caused her to piddle a little all over my face. What had started as a combined effort to entertain the audience, who believed we were doing naughty things, ended with visual evidence, and there was no way we could deny it even if we wanted to. 

Even though I had no intention to be so vulgar, I was then dubbed the “Grandmother Fucker.” 

Luckily enough, that temporary duty was also the last duty I had before leaving the military, and it was also the last time I had to face anyone who had witnessed or heard of the events of that evening.

   
ROB, AUSTIN, TEXAS
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I know she will be for others, but I am wondering if she was the Spanish GILF of your dreams.     Misty
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ANOTHER VEGAS TALE
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So this was September of 2013, and my best friend was getting married, so we were headed to Vegas for a bachelor party and there were about eight of us guys. 

I had been a functioning alcoholic for a few years at this point. We drank throughout the entire drive from Southern California all the way to Vegas, and we drank when we got to the hotel, then we continued drinking at the strip club we went to. 

I had been coherent for about the first hour at the club but went from okay to out of control in an instant. I still think someone slipped something in my drink. I ended up wandering out the club, tried breaking into cars for a nap, and then I wound up walking the Vegas Strip. I remember being out of cigarettes and getting into a fight with some guy in a cigarette costume because he wouldn’t let me bum
a smoke. 

The only other things I can remember are walking around the New York, New York Casino, getting kicked out of the MGM Grand, and then getting robbed in an alley trying to get back to my hotel. My friends had been trying to find me and finally gave up and they all passed out in the room.

When I made it back to the room around ten in the morning, they were all asleep and I didn’t have a key, so they found me asleep outside the door a couple hours later. 

Good times!

   
DAVID, INLAND EMPIRE, CALIFORNIA
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 I am glad you made it back alive! It appears that what happens in Vegas ends up in The Alcohol Memoirs! Thank you!   Misty
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MOM STORY
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This happened back in 1995 in Los Angeles. My girlfriend wanted us to live with her parents for a few months so we could save money to buy a house. My girlfriend was from LA but I was from Central California. I wasn’t thrilled about the idea, but I always gave into my girlfriend. My girlfriend’s mother was an attractive woman. She was in her early fifties and I was in my mid-thirties, but I honestly never looked at her as anything else besides my girlfriend’s mother. 

My girl enjoyed keeping in touch with old friends, and one Saturday night she and her friends were going out for Girls Night Out. I stayed home with her parents, and after my lady left, her dad went out with some of his friends. Her mom and I sat and watched TV in the living room until about ten. Around that time, she said she was going to bed, said goodnight, and left. 

I continued watching TV, and it was now just after one and my girlfriend was still out on the town. Her mother came out of her room wearing a white baby doll top that came just above her thighs, and obviously no bra—but I still thought nothing of it. 

“She’s not home yet?” she asked, referring to her daughter.

I said, “No, and your husband isn’t either.”

She told me that he wouldn’t be back until late in the morning. She went into the kitchen, then came back with two shots of tequila and sat next to me and gave me one.

“A toast to those of us who are always left behind.”

She had a Latin accent, and she did sound sexy and looked sexy in that baby doll. I wasn’t a big drinker, so that one shot had already given me a buzz, and after the first shot she went and got us a second. Then we drank the second shot, which really had me buzzing. 

We were on her couch, and she was on my right side in that baby doll pajama. I was wearing a T-shirt and shorts. With her left hand, she reached over and started to massage the back of my neck, and it felt good, so I didn’t resist. Honestly, I still wasn’t thinking anything and didn’t have any bad intentions in my head. It was just my girlfriend’s mother giving me a massage. 

She got up again and got us three more shots each. After all that tequila, I was seriously buzzing. She asked me to take off my shirt and lie down on the couch so she could give me a better massage. If I wasn’t buzzing from the tequila I might have said no, but I didn’t; I took off my shirt and lay on my stomach like she told me to. 

She began to massage me, and it was more of a caress than a massage, moving down my back and rubbing my legs. She asked me if I liked it, in a soft sultry voice, and of course I said yes. It felt really good, and I began to get a little turned on. She asked me if I would like a body massage, and I said yes, but I honestly didn’t know what she meant. 

She told me to roll onto my back. When I rolled over, all she was wearing was a pair of sexy white panties. She had taken off her baby doll and had really nice breasts with really big nipples. They were the type of nipples you could lick and suck on forever. 

Anyway, with a big smile on her face, she lay down on top of me. Her breasts were on my chest and she began to rub her body up and down on me, coming all the way down to my shins and rubbing all the way down over my shaft. I really was excited and enjoying it, but I said that we couldn’t do this, and that we should stop, but of course I did not state it forcefully. She told me we weren’t going to have sex, we were just going to caress each other, so we did. 

I was fully erect by this time, and she suggested that we take off the rest of our clothes but not have sex and just rub our bodies together. So now we were on the couch naked. Her on top of me, rubbing her body up and down on mine. I was really turned on, and her little moans just made things even hotter. 

Then she stopped rubbing up and down and began to move her hips around, grinding herself on my fully erect penis. She reached between us and took hold of my erection with her right hand and stated rubbing her vagina with it, stating, “It’s okay, I won’t put it inside; I just want to feel it.” 

I began to caress her body as she rubbed her vagina with my erection, and my mind was about to explode. As she continued to quietly moan, I thrust my hips up and entered her. She stopped for a couple of seconds, looked me in the eyes, and then smiled down at me and we began to kiss, and I had the best sex of my life that night. 

I could go on forever explaining the different sex positions we performed, but I think you get the picture. My girlfriend didn’t get home until almost four in the morning, so we had plenty of time to do all of that and clean up. When we all woke up it was definitely a little weird, but we had sex a few more times until my girlfriend and I moved out and got our home.

Note that my girl had a couple of flings with other guys before this happened, and she had three more after that, that I know of, before I finally called it quits. What I did with her mother was the only affair I ever had, and yes, I know it was a big one, but what comes around goes around.

This is the first time I’ve ever told this story. 
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What comes around goes around, right? Now you know not to stay home with your mother in law while your other half goes out though!    Misty
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SECRET ENCOUNTER
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Here is a secret that I planned to go to my grave with. I am fifty, and I am married. One day I stayed home from work just to hang out at my pool, and I started drinking some Coronas. I decided to browse Craigslist and found myself looking at the “men 4 men” section. I saw a post from a guy that was in my city and also in my neighborhood. I answered his ad with a small reply and got a response in just a few seconds. He said that we should have a couple of beers together and talk about our wives. That sounded good to me, and he sent me the address, which was literally two blocks away, and I went straight over. 

I showed up, knocked on the door, and he answered. We went in and I sat down and he gave me a beer. As we were talking, he said that his wife couldn’t give better blow jobs than he could, and me being pretty drunk, I just laughed and said, “Yeah, right!”

He said, “Watch me, I will show you.”

I was totally curious, and then he stood up and walked over to where I was sitting on his couch. He dropped to his knees and pulled down the basketball shorts I was wearing and started to suck. I was instantly hard as a rock, and he was going to town on me. Then I felt that old familiar feeling. I said I was going to cum and he said, and I quote, “Give it to me,” so I did. Then he just stood up and swallowed and said he wanted to do it again. I stood up, pulled up my shorts and said, “Thanks for the blowjob,” and I walked out. 

I have to tell you that I had never been with a man and have been married for thirty-one years. But just being honest: it was a great blowjob and it felt amazing. I have never done it again, but I will always remember it. 

   
NC, INLAND EMPIRE, CALIFORNIA
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That just goes to show that you don’t really know your neighbors until you actually “get to know them” a little better, and vice versa!    Misty
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A SCREW JOB
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A few years back, I drove my truck one night to go to the city where I needed to be for work later that night. When I found the right area of town, I went to a local bar for a drink. After a few drinks, I asked the bartender where I could go to get screwed.

He told me to go upstairs and knock on Room #5 and tell Mary that I wanted to get screwed. I went upstairs and knocked on the door, and a man asked me what I wanted. I said, “tell Mary that I want to get screwed.” After a few seconds, he told me to slide $100 under the door.

I waited there with anticipation, and after several minutes had passed, I knocked on door again

The same guy asked what I wanted and I said, “I want to get screwed,” and he said, “You want to get screwed again?!”

   
LARRY, BEND, OREGON
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I’m not sure if that was true or just a joke, but it was funny either way! 

Misty
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TROUBLE ON THE PLAYGROUND


[image: logo]
 


Where do I start? Well, I went out one night with this girl, and after going out to the club we went out drinking and driving. We rode through the woods and we were getting pretty drunk, so we decided to head back home.

Well, on our way to her house she had to pee, so I pulled down this road and into this field, and she got out and went to pee but she was kind of scared. She couldn’t see anything in the dark, so she got in front of my truck where the light was shining and she started peeing. 

I could see her squatting down, and her shaved, thick, fat, and wet vagina made me so horny. When she got back into the truck, I was naked, and she looked at me and asked, “You want some of this?”

I said, “Hell yes, I do.” So she got naked, and there we went. I went down on her and she came all over my face. After that, she bent over and I stuck my penis into one of the tightest pussies I have ever felt, and well, it didn’t take me too long.

But we passed out afterwards. The next thing I heard was someone knocking on my window. When I woke up I saw a light shining in my window, and my door opened and there was a cop. He was shining his light on me and her, but more on her because we were both naked.

Then he asked if we had been drinking and I said, “Yes sir.” 

Then he asked, “Do you think you can drive?” and I said, “Yes sir” again. She was still passed out and we were both naked and he was still looking at her.

Then he said, “Y’all need to go home and get out of the playground.”

I guess I had pulled into an elementary school playground where the kids take their recess. I just knew I was going to jail. But he let us go, and as I was driving to her house, she woke up and asked if we were there yet. That was one of the most fun and luckiest nights that I have ever had. And she never even saw the cop, but the cop saw all of her! 

   
BUESING, BEAUMONT, TEXAS
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That sounds like the secret recipe for a lasting relationship! I’m assuming you two got married and lived happily ever after, right?    

Misty
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TABOO
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I came home from a drunken night with some relatives that I hadn’t seen in years, and they were all staying with me. My younger and very attractive female cousin was sleeping downstairs on the couch by herself. So I went up to bed to put on my pajamas. 

Then I came back down just in my underpants. I went down to the kitchen, making a little bit of noise, knowing I would wake her up. When she woke up and called my name, I acted like I was sleepwalking. She called me into the family room where she had been sleeping. I walked in and stood in front of her in full glory, with just my tighty-whities on, still acting like I was in a daze.

She had been flirty with me earlier in the day, and I don’t know what I was thinking or doing really at this point. She kept asking me what I was doing and if I was okay. I walked right up to her as she was laying up on the couch, and my manhood was basically right in her face. I was still acting like I was in a daze, and then I took her hand and put it on me. 

She pulled down my undies and gave her first cousin a blowjob all the way to completion. But then instead of going straight up to by bedroom, I end up passing out. The next day we were found by the parents and relatives, and we weren’t on the couch together, but I was lying close to her in nothing but my undies. Needless to say, the events of that particular morning have become taboo and have never again been spoken of by anyone in my family.

   
MK, CINCINNATI, OHIO
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I just cannot get enough stories about “kissing cousins.” Well, I’m not really being serious, but I sort of am . . .      Misty
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ANOTHER LOLA TALE


[image: logo]
 


I am a manufacturing salesman, and I was out entertaining clients in the Pittsburgh area one night. After dinner, we decided to go to a bar that was having karaoke. Soon after arriving at the bar, the bartender brought me a drink and said it was from this girl at the end of the bar.

I am not from the area, so I figured she must have mistaken me for someone else. I and the guys I was hanging out with all checked her out, and she was smoking hot. All the guys that I was with were egging me on to go and talk to her, but all I could do, as I am quite shy, was send her a drink and tell the bartender that I said thanks.

We finished our drinks and were getting ready to leave when the bartender brought me another drink from the same girl. My clients were ready to leave, so I stayed behind to finish the drink, and I sent her another as I finished mine. Then I had to run to the restroom, and when I came back to the bar, she had moved to the barstool next to mine. I thanked her again for the drinks and said to her that I didn’t think I was who she thought I was, and she said, “I think you are cute and just wanted to talk to you.” 

I said thank you, and we had a few more drinks. The entertainment was ending for the night, so she asked if I wanted to go a few doors down, as she knew of an afterhours place. We got to the afterhours place and ordered a drink, and then we danced to a few songs and we were having a great time. Then there was a slow song and we danced slow and close and we started kissing. The next thing I knew, I felt something weird against my body.

I looked down and apparently “she” was a he. I could see he/she was getting hard, and I could see the outline against her skirt. It totally freaked me out! I am straight. I ran out of there as quick as I could.

But as I was walking down the street to my car and I started to think about it—granted I was pretty drunk—I started to get turned on. And by the time I got to my car, I was rock hard. I decided that I should go back just to see what might happen, and as I was walking back, she was coming down the sidewalk.

I said, “I am so sorry, but it kinda took me by surprise.” As I was still talking, she grabbed me and kissed me. There we were on the sidewalk making out, and both of us were rock hard.

She asked me if I had a place we could go to. I told her that I had a hotel room about fifteen minutes away. We got into my car and she unzipped my pants and started sucking, and it felt like heaven.

I reached down and started stroking her hard and started driving towards my hotel room, and she asked me if this was my first bi experience and I said yes. She asked me if I would like to suck her off. I told her I was really nervous to try it, and then we were at a red light and she reached over, kissed me, then pushed my head toward her, and I started sucking it.

It was hot, and I was so hard. Then the light turned green and we had to get moving, so she started sucking me again and then we got to another red light.

She said, “Okay, now it’s your turn,” and I started sucking her again. She was about seven inches long, but I could get the whole thing in my mouth. I could not believe how turned on I was. We got back to the hotel room and she asked me what I was willing to try . . . I said I was willing to do whatever she wanted. 

She said that she would love to have me suck her, and that she would love to cum in my mouth and then kiss me. I went right to work sucking her, and I could not believe how much cum came out of her. She immediately pulled me up and French-kissed me.

I was so turned on that the pre-cum was just flowing out, and then she went down on me and made me cum so fast it was ridiculous. Then we took a little break, and I could feel her getting hard again. She said “Let me fuck you,” and I said, “Let’s do it.”

We fucked for quite some time, and it was awesome. If I had not been drunk then maybe none of it would have ever happened.

   
BILL, PITTSBURGH, PENNSYLVANIA
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Every single day is a new learning experience, and now you get to say that you actually didn’t like something because you tried it, right? That is, if you didn’t like it . . .    Misty
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PANTYHOSE
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Okay, so one Saturday night I decided to go out with some friends, as we are all into the salsa dancing scene. The four of us were going to carpool together, and we decided to stop at a local restaurant to have a few drinks first. The only one of us not drinking was the driver, of course, but she doesn’t drink anyways, and by the time we left the three of us were already buzzed. 

We got to the club and we were all having a good time, and then we ran into some more friends there and we decided to all hang out together. At this point, there were about ten or twelve of us, and we were all dancing and had a few more drinks. Then three a.m. comes around, and everyone is getting ready to leave. 

Now, here’s where you have to be kind of open-minded. The girl who didn’t drink and had decided to drive wore a sexy little outfit, but what really caught my attention was that she was wearing tan pantyhose. I’m a sucker for pantyhose, and the whole night I was paying extra attention to her. 

I wasn’t too far gone because I remember everything, but I got the hint that she noticed me checking her out the whole night. Well, as we were leaving, the two friends who were with us decided to ride home with other people because they wanted to go eat afterwards, but the driver and I were too tired, so we left together.

Now let me tell you, that drive was the most awkward ten minutes I have ever been through because we both knew that I was checking her out the whole night. Well, after what seemed like an hour, she asked me, “Was there something about me that caught your attention? Because I noticed you were checking me out all night.”

My heart was racing, and I was afraid that telling her the truth would cause things to be weird between us. It must have felt like forever while I was sitting there, and she was waiting for me to respond, but with the alcohol in me I decided to be brave. I told her, with what felt like sweat pouring off of me, that I had a thing for tan pantyhose. 

She sat silent for a second and then replied, “That’s kind of hot!” 

Then she told me, “Well, I have a run in these ones. Would you mind if I stopped at Walmart and bought another pair to change into really quick?” 

I was in shock, and I looked at her like she was the most amazing friend I’ve ever had, and by this point only twenty minutes had passed. We pulled into the parking lot and I was thinking to myself, what if I just grabbed her and start making out with her? So I decided to just do it. She parked the car and asked me how long I’d had this small fetish, but before she could even finish, I leaned in and started kissing her. Without hesitation, she started kissing me back and very obviously grabbed my hand and put it on her leg and moved my hand up and down her thigh. 

After about five minutes she said, “Come on, let’s go!” 

We got out of the car and went into the store and she asked me which ones I liked. We picked out a pair, went back to the car, and got into the back seat. At this point, it was about 3:30 in the morning, and she had parked in the back of the Walmart parking lot. Her windows were extremely tinted, thankfully, because she then started changing her pantyhose while rubbing her legs all over me. 

This is the part I shall keep pretty short. We ended up having sex in her car in the Walmart parking lot. After we finished, she let me keep both pairs of her pantyhose and told me to save them for next time, and then she took me home. Ever since that night, our friendship has become even closer, and she sends me pictures every now and then. 

I hope this story was somewhat entertaining, and I can assure you that it’s very true. I can never stop thinking of that night. 

   
RUDY, INLAND EMPIRE, CALFORNIA
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The good news is that they have come out with the newest and best invention ever. They now have “no-run” pantyhose.   Misty
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PUPPIES
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I was at a bonfire for my friend Harvey’s birthday and at about three in the morning he told us his neighbors had full-blooded wolf puppies! So me being a dog person, we went over to check them out. With our pockets full of beer, we rode his horses two miles to his neighbor’s house. As we headed into the guy’s barn, he came running out with his shotgun, which we should have expected because we were out in the boonies.

Suddenly, he recognized Harvey and asked us what the hell we were doing at three a.m. in his barn! After we explained that we had come to see his puppies, he sat down with us and had a beer. He had brought the shotgun out because he thought we meant to hurt
the pups.

Then he let us see the wolf puppies, and on our way over me and my friend had discussed a way for me to steal one of those puppies, but I didn’t have to, because the guy actually let me have my choice. It was a very fun night, but thankfully I don’t drink like that anymore and I ended up getting a fantastic dog out of the deal.

   
JEREMY, SCOTTSBLUFF, NEBRASKA
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Thank you for the only pet story I’ve gotten where someone didn’t end up having sex with a dog or watching/encouraging it!    Misty
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QUICKIES
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Open-Minded

   
I have never told anybody about the time I got drunk and let a guy suck me off. It was a great blowjob. I went to his place. I knocked, and he said to come in. The lights were down. Dark room. He was on his knees. It was the best blowjob ever. I am straight, yes. Was online in a chat room and had a hot chat about getting my balls licked and sucked. Eventually I found out it was a guy, but he convinced me to be open-minded with the lights out. 

   
JOHNNY, SAN DIEGO, CALIFORNIA
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I am not sure if you know, but there are more “open-minded” “straight” guys than you can imagine. All you have to do is read my book!   Misty

 
 



TWO GUYS AND A GIRL

   
Me and my friend went to the bar. We got shit-faced and started talking to these girls and having a great time. So we went home with them, and we drank more—a lot more. I was with one girl, and my friend took the other one. Well, I woke up the next morning and walked into the other room and found them on the floor. His so-called girl had a dick, and my friend had a condom coming out his ass, and I haven’t talked to him since then.

   
420, DETROIT, MICHIGAN
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I am wondering how you could be so sure that the person you ended up with really WAS a girl? It’s a shame that you didn’t get the other side of the story, and that you are no longer friends with your buddy! It would have been great to get another man’s view.    Misty

 
 



HOTEL OUT OF LUCK

   
I was at a hotel in Milton, Florida, and woke up in the middle of the night to pee. Instead of going through bathroom door, I went out of my room door into the hallway, buck ass naked. I went and pissed in the stairwell, then tried to get back into my room with no luck. Then I walked to the front desk to ask for a room key and they called the cops on me! The cops showed up, I explained what happened, and they let me go, but I was banned from hotel.

I had to sleep in my car the rest of the week.

   
E, MOBILE, ALABAMA
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Hopefully you found a drive-thru clothing store because I am guessing they wouldn’t have let you get on the plane naked.    Misty
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TIJUANA TROUBLE

   
My buddies and I go down to Tijuana every weekend, to Revolution Boulevard to go in the underground bars. One night, we took a lighter and heated some quarters up and this dancer came over and we slid the quarters into her. We got chased all the way to the border.

   
CHOOSY, SAN DIEGO, CALIFORNIA

   
   
   
Hmm... it sounds like you and your friends are small tippers. 

Misty


DATE WITH A COP

   
I have lots of memories of when I was drunk, and this is one that I will never forget. 

So, one night I took a piss in front of a public bar in downtown Dallas. A couple of police officers saw me and followed me as I got in my car and drove away. Of course, they pulled me over, and the two cans of beer I had just finished were right there next to me on the passenger seat. It was a lady cop who came up to my window, and guess what happened? 

She and I had a nice chat and I flirted with her, made her laugh, and even told her that she was sexy. Right after that, she gave me her phone number and asked me if I wanted to go out to dinner with her. Well, we had dinner and some pretty good sex and I wasn’t even arrested, so I didn’t have to go to jail. In fact . . . I never even got a ticket. 


DENNIS, FORT SMITH, ARKANSAS

[image: logo]

   
   
I guess they’re wrong when they say flattery will get you nowhere. In your case it got you everywhere, except jail, and a happy ending to boot! 

Misty



THE BLIND LEADING THE BLIND

   
Well, here’s a funny story . . . I was partying with a girl one night at a local bar, and when we left the bar, we decided to go get a room, and I was pretty drunk. When we pulled up in front of a hotel and got out of the car, she said I began loudly exclaiming that I could not feel my legs or walk. She quickly came around to my side of the car and busted out laughing at me! 

My jeans and underwear were down to my ankles and there I was, naked from the waist down in front of the hotel! She quickly got me to pull up my jeans and, still laughing, grabbed me to rush me out of being seen by the other hotel guests! 

By the way, I am blind, so maybe that did not help either!


NUNYA, SAN DIEGO, CALIFORNIA
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I am just glad you were able to get your pants up so quickly and you didn’t have to “see” the shocked looks on everyone’s faces!   Misty

   
   



HAPPILY EVER AFTER

   
On the day I got married, I forgot the wedding license. I raced home, grabbed the papers, and sat down. I threw down two shots of vodka and thought, Phil, if you’re gonna run, now’s the time. I took another shot and well, you know . . . three kids later . . .


PHIL, JONESBORO, ARKANSAS
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 . . . and they lived happily ever after! Misty
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LOST LUGGAGE

   
I used to work for National Airlines, and while very hung-over, I fell asleep in the cargo luggage area of a DC10. They locked me in there; it was a nonstop flight to Miami to San Francisco. It was 1977, and it was just me and a poodle for over five hours in the cargo hold.

   
JAMES,STOCKTON, CALIFORNIA
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I guess TSA was way more “relaxed” back then. Misty

   
   

A LITTLE LOST

   
So this one time, I get super wasted and wander off with some people I met at a bar. We get back to this house, and the owner’s wife is hammered drunk. She comes out with a can of corn in a sock and starts beating the husband over the head with it, and then chases him down the street, beating him with the can in a sock. I still have no idea what the fuck was going on or what happened.

   
MARCUS, SAN LUIS OBISPO, CALIFORNIA
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It’s stereotypical battered husband, terrorized and beaten with a sock full of canned corn. I hear it all the time.   Misty
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LETTING SLEEPING DOGS LIE

   
I was fucking a girl in her house with her five brothers wasted and scattered all over the room. I got up and just fucked her while the dogs were sleeping. The bad part was that I never said goodbye or ever saw her again.


MICHAEL, PUEBLO
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Well, I imagine those poor dogs are probably still traumatized, but they learned that one-night stands don’t usually end in relationships.    

Misty



HITCHING A RIDE

   
I drank so many shots one night when I was nineteen that when I was walking home, a guy stopped to give me a ride and ended up sucking me off in his truck.

   
STEVE,  SAN DIEGO, CALIFORNIA
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And you forgot the best part! You didn’t even have to pay for a taxi or a hooker! Misty
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BACK POCKET

   
This one goes back to the 1930s and involves one of my dad’s cousins. My dad told me about this cousin, who whenever he would come home drunk would be found to have somehow thrown up into his own back pockets! No one could ever figure out how he managed to do that. It only happened when he was alone. Just one more of life’s little mysteries . . . 


DAVID, DEER PARK, TEXAS
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Oh, the good old days; when men’s pants had really deep pockets . . .    

Misty


DRUNK ON A HORSE

   
Hi, I’m Roman! I’m a very experienced drunk. One time I was too drunk to drive the whole two miles, which is how far my house was from the bar that I was at, so I stole a horse from someone’s barn and didn’t get home until 8:30 a.m.


ROMAN, WEST SLOPE, OREGON
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That’s how the wild, wild West version of Uber was won. (I hope you returned the horse.)   Misty
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A LITTLE LOST

   
The most memorable drunken story I have was when it took me two and a half hours to walk from the bar to my house—and it was only one and a half blocks away, going downhill.


TOM, PHILADELPHIA, PENNSYLVANIA
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Haven’t you heard? Sometimes the best shortcut is the longest way home.Misty

   
   

SWIMMING

   
One night in Germany, when I was serving in the Army, I got so drunk that I threw up and then fell in it. My buddies took pictures and hung them in the dayroom with a caption that said, “Here’s Joe, swimming in own puke.”


JOE, BELLINGHAM, WASHINGTON
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From all the military stories I get, it seems like you guys get the worst of the “never live it down” torture from your fellow servicemen.    

Misty
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WHAT HAPPENS IN VEGAS

   
When I was twenty-four, I had a drunken threesome with two married women in their fifties who were in Vegas for fun. It started off as a heavy night of drinking at Coyote Ugly and ended almost twenty-four hours later with me still drunk as hell walking back to my hotel. I was on the old Vegas Strip alone, and it was three a.m. To top the night off, I got robbed at knifepoint! 

I will never forget that night!


JC, DENVER, COLORADO
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What happens in Vegas, stays in Vegas, including your wallet!    

Misty

   
   
ACROSS STATE LINES

   
One time, I woke up in bed beside a woman I had never seen before and I was in another state. On my way home, I had to stop twice to ask for directions.


DAVID, CHATTANOOGA, TENNESSEE
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I’m glad you made it home; you’re a credit to your gender, most men won’t ask for directions! Misty

   
   

SPEEDING

   
I have this friend named Kelly, and he always had to have the last drink of the night at this certain bar that was out in the middle of nowhere and basically close it down. There was this one night and we were thirty-five miles away with only twenty minutes left before they were going to close. 

We made it in fifteen minutes. As I was flying down the road, I had to pass a car, so I moved the steering wheel a fraction of an inch to the left and immediately back to the right. Then when I pulled in front of the car, another car that was traveling in the opposite direction blurred right past us. 

About five minutes later Kelly said, in a dead pan voice, “Les, watch out for the car.”


GROCERYBOY, LEXINGTON, KENTUCKY
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Timing is everything and it was a good thing he warned you! Can you imagine if you had gone the rest of your life without knowing that there ever was a car that you didn’t hit? Misty
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BE IN ANOTHER ALCOHOL MEMOIRS BOOK

   
   
   
Do you have a story you’ve been dying to share—anonymously? That one night that you blush when you think about and nobody knows it was you? Do you have a hilarious tale of what you and your best friends did while you were drunk? Send us your stories and you could be included in a future edition of the Alcohol Memoirs series!

Please visit our website for that and all kinds of other fun stuff!

www.thealcoholmemoirs.com

   
Send your stories to:

alcoholmemoirs@gmail.com
thealcoholmemoirs@gmail.com
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DO YOU WANT MISTY ON YOUR RADIO SHOW OR EVENT?

   
   
   
Do you want to have Misty Moreton make an appearance at your event with copies of the book? Or have her on your morning drive-time show where she can regale your listeners with some of the stories from the book and website?

   
Contact the author at:

alcoholmemoirs@gmail.com
thealcoholmemoirs@gmail.com
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