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THE GRAND ENTRANCE 
 

“There is so much in this world, you can believe in. It is 
best you believe in yourself.” /ME/ 

Your new life begins here!  

The first line is the deal breaker, they told me. “Put down 
something strong and catchy,” my friend said. He’s far from 
catchy, but he never goes home alone.  

I’m glad, you haven’t given up on life yet and you’re here, 
with this great book in your hand. In this moment, your life 
is going to change. You won’t notice it at first, but eventually, 
you’ll see everything in a completely different way. Thank 
God, I was the fastest sperm, right? Please, I must ask you 
to see past my dirty soul and acknowledge what I’m trying 
to tell you with my story. Life is worth living and no one can 
live it your way. That’s it. Even though I’m probably far away 
from you, I feel like we’re close. Hold me close, by holding 
this book close to you.  

Some say this book is sort of a sex-driven self-help book, 
but it’s not. It’s just my story, which happens to be full of sex, 
but also includes many positive thoughts and lessons I’ve 
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learned on my path and am willing to share with you. Ok, I 
give up. It’s a sex-driven self-help book.  

Sure, there’s a lot of sex involved. I must admit I adore 
ladies and yes, I admit I tried a man once, but who really 
knows who’s who in Thailand, am I right? I’ve made some 
mistakes and so shall you, don’t worry about them, just go 
on, live! Maybe you’ll read something in this humble, yet 
magnificent work of art I call my story and learn to avoid 
some mistakes I made. Remember, it’s all on you. All there 
is, are your choices. Read, learn, resolve problems, win. 
That’s the tactics. Don’t blow it, you’ve only got one shot at 
the whole thing. Everything you see is yours. Live life! 

You probably haven’t read anything like this before, since 
my story has never been revealed before. I mean, who’s 
stupid enough to expose themselves by revealing a past 
most people would be ashamed of? Only someone brave. 
Well, stupid or brave… Like all those soldiers in the front 
lines, here I am, naked, covered with thin pieces of paper, 
feeling proud of what I have achieved while standing in front 
of strangers, who are yet to become my friends.  

What you do with your life is totally your thing, remember 
that. I’m only here to tell you stories, stories that will, as your 
life unfolds, give you ideas about how to live life at its fullest. 
Ways of enjoying each moment and being the best version 
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of yourself – to be who you should be! To be a real player. 
Like me.  

The most important question you should ask yourself is: 
“What do I want?” I wanted to live life at its fullest, and I am. 
I will live forever, until I die. I believe you should scream at 
the top of your lungs, singing songs that bring you joy every 
day. Who knows, maybe some neighbor will hear you and 
before you know it, boom, you’re in a high-end musical. The 
odds are small, but true players go against the odds and 
achieve a lot more than the others, the quitters, the small 
thinkers. So, as I said, wake up every morning and feel the 
joy of being alive. That’s it, that’s all you need. Be thankful 
for another day, forget yesterday and stop worrying about 
tomorrow. Now, here. Breathe and win, make your life 
spectacular. 

There you have it. Now you know, how to be a real player. 
You can lay down the book and go on living. You fool, you 
bought the whole book and the key answers are given in the 
first few pages. Such is life, my friend. For all you beautiful 
ladies reading this, I am certain that you don’t like me. Yet. 
Perhaps, I should introduce myself or at least tell you what 
I look like. Here goes! I am, whatever you want me to be. I 
can be any skin or hair color you want. I can behave in any 
way you want me to behave. I’m beautiful, that’s for sure. 
I’m cute, people like me. Sure, there are a few haters on this 
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planet, but I always achieve what I want. And right now, I 
want you to like me. Not that I care if anyone likes me, but 
the intention of this book is for me to enter your thoughts, 
your mind. As I said, I want us to come close. Ladies, hold 
me tight. Men, I’m the best wingman there is. I might not 
give you 10 magic ways to seduce a woman, but I’ll be there 
for you. I’m your friend, your teacher, your rival. You need 
me. You might not see it yet, but you need me.  

You should take a few minutes, take some deep breaths, 
have a smoke or a glass of your favorite poison and 
consider whether you are willing to continue. I warn you, 
things will get creepy, unbearable, disgusting and so on. But 
I promise you that as soon as you turn the last page, you’ll 
find yourself in a totally renewed life. This is not a self-help 
book. It’s a self-praise book. The stories in this book are 
about me, but you will learn how to praise yourself through 
them. You need to love yourself! It’s going to be tough, but 
you look like a tough human being. Just look at you! I mean, 
how can you not say “Wow!” when you look at yourself in 
the mirror in the morning? It’s you. This book is all about 
you! 

If you are ready to continue then, my dear friend, you’re 
exactly where I want you to be. Oh sorry, I meant to say 
you’re exactly where you should be. I want to be honest with 
you, you’re also where I want you to be. There, I said it. 
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We’re not here to play hide and seek after all. I want to be 
completely honest with you, so you can start reading and 
more importantly, start living. Ready to continue? OK, I’ll 
stop with the BS, let’s go. Trust me, everything will be just 
fine.  

Hold my hand, or don’t. Whatever feels more comfortable.  

Let’s go! Destination: Life 
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DON’T LET ANYONE GET IN YOUR WAY … NOT 
EVEN GOD! 
 

When you fall, you fall deep. When you rise, you’re afraid 
you’ll fall again. Why? 

It’s easier to spend money, than to earn it. We all know it. I 
learned this the hard way, as I suppose many of you did. My 
story is full of bankruptcies. There were a lot times when I 
would look at my bank account and there’d only be zeros. 
Then, there were the months when a large number was 
comfortably displayed on my account, with only one 
problem – there was always a minus in front of it. I ended 
up borrowing money from people I both knew and did not 
know, from people who supported me and from those who 
shook me up, both metaphorically and physically.  

At one point, I sat down and looked at my little blue book, in 
which I would write down every borrowed cent. Tons and 
tons of heavy rocks fell on me. The number was huge, 
bigger than my penis. I felt ashamed, not because I had 
(according to a made-up story by one of my one-night 
stands) a small penis, but because I knew what led me there 
were all the mistakes I had made in the past. All these 
mistakes left a stain on my life and I suddenly realized that 
I was all on my own, with only a few bucks in my wallet and 
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a lot of figures and names in my little blue book. I decided 
then and there I was not going to give up. I had nothing to 
lose. I had had just about enough of being poor and living 
on the bottom of the food chain. I had enough of all the shit 
and wanted the gold. It’s true, I wasn’t living on the street, 
but I was just a few feet away from that. I spent years in the 
gutter. 

The shit phase of my life started when I dropped out of 
college. And even though I technically didn’t need to appear 
to any classes, I did attend a few hard classes in a school 
called Life. I ended up living with my parents for a few 
months, but eventually they kicked me out. I don’t blame 
them for that. I’d do the same. So, when I look back now, I 
feel like that gave me a kick in the right place. But of course, 
it hurt then. I felt sorry for myself. I was lost. I was alone. I 
had to learn how to live on my own. And I was exceptionally 
bad at that. Every job I got, I left after a few months, 
sometimes even weeks. One time I left a job before I even 
began working. It just never seemed right. So, I decided to 
listen to my guts and quit. Every time I left a job I said: “It 
just isn’t for me,” before putting the last paycheck in my 
pocket. I just didn’t want to spend the rest of my life doing 
shit I hate. I wanted to succeed. I didn’t know what it was, I 
guess I believed, that I had been born a champion. I just 
needed to prove it to the world. Starting with myself. So, I 



Tom Costo – The Player 

8 
 

did what I had to do, to go where I wanted to go, which was 
away from all the misery. And let me tell you, getting to 
where I am today involved a very long and rocky road. 

It almost seemed like there were only rainy days. I was hurt 
and I was depressed. Sometimes it was even hard to get 
out of bed to make myself a cup of coffee. Especially when 
I ran out. My tiny apartment was moldy, which was 
noticeable from the paint falling off the walls. It looked like a 
place where someone would get murdered and the 
investigators would just brush it off since the victim was 
probably a junkie or a prostitute who ran into some trouble 
on the streets.  

There were days, when I just laid in bed and did nothing. I 
was paralyzed from the whole mess I was in. I felt as though 
I had no destination in life. So, I went on a walk with no 
destination. Heck, I didn’t even know, whether I was coming 
back home. I walked through a park, sat on a bench and 
looked at the trees. All the lights of the big city behind them. 
People walking, talking, fighting, laughing… I started 
walking again and ended up walking until my feet started to 
ache. I decided to rest on the sidewalk, looking at the 
hookers passing by. They didn’t even look at me, they just 
walked past me without even having the decency to offer 
their services. They just knew I was poor. The situation 
made my eyes a little wet, but their pussies were dry. I felt 



Tom Costo – The Player 

9 
 

ashamed. Even if I wanted to spend some quality time with 
them, I couldn’t afford it. Thankfully sex was in the last place 
on my hierarchy of needs, but maybe it would do me good. 
But that was only at the time. If they ran into me nowadays, 
they would pay me to have sex with them. Which reminds 
me, I got paid for sex once, but that’s a different story.  

I tried to be funny and asked the friends of the night: “How 
about a free ride?” They just laughed and walked away, 
going along with their marketing plan and promoting their 
business to the cars driving by. “Fucking sluts,” I said to 
myself, but apparently one of them overheard and started 
coming my way. I gave her a little smile. Maybe she liked 
customers with a little edge. But unfortunately for me, she 
didn’t enjoy the dirty talk. Instead she raised her purse and 
really gave it to me. “Pig!” The whole pleasure selling 
department helped in their high heels and deep, worn out 
vaginas. I was left alone on the sidewalk, trying to 
understand what had just happened. I stood up a little 
lightheaded, turned around and then I saw it. A liquor Store. 
It looked so beautiful, all shiny, stacked with exactly what I 
needed. I was happy, fake happy, but it was enough for that 
moment. I walked in and bought the cheapest heavy stuff 
they had. Someone must have seen me from far away and 
started writing on the poster with a marker. I got some low-
priced whiskey, two bottles for the price of one. The fake 
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happiness went up a few steps on the stairway to fake 
heaven. But what does it matter… The whole world is fake 
anyway. 

I went back to the park and sat down on the same bench as 
earlier. I like to hang out at places I know. It was a warm 
April night. The air felt like a gentle hug from a beautiful 
woman. Mother nature was with me and although she 
probably didn’t like what I came to do in the park, she made 
an exception, because I was a good kid when I was 
younger. Right? 

“I will soon rotten and give nutrients to the flowers and 
trees,” I yelled out to Mother. She kept quiet. Maybe I’m the 
more talkative one in this relationship. I took a moment to 
think about what was about to happen.  

“So, what, a few sips of this and then I’ll head home,” I said 
to myself. “But why did you buy two bottles then,” he asked. 

“Who are you,” I asked back. 

“The sober part of you. Ah, screw it, drink up and let’s enter 
the burning paradise down below,” the voice said and I felt 
something powerful take over my hands.  

“Ok,” I said and started opening my new cheap friend.  
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It took me less than a second, and the bottle was opened. I 
was sucking it, as if it were my mum’s breast. I sadly don’t 
remember that part of my life, but I still know how to suck 
on a woman’s breast.  

“Hi,” a gentle, kind voice from behind the trees interrupted 
the important business I was doing.  

“Who are you? The sober part of me again? You’re just in 
my head. I know you aren’t real.” 

“Ok, then you won’t get wet,” she said and spilled water from 
her bottle all over me. 

“Hey, fuck off,” I said and started wiping my face with my 
hand. 

 “So, you felt it. I guess that mean I’m real,” she said and 
stepped next to a tree, a few feet away. I could only see her 
silhouette. A pscyho squirting bitch! 

“Nice, carry on jogging or whatever you were doing. Let me 
drink the night away. I have a lot to forget.” 

“Don’t forget to puke when you’re done.” 

“I never puke. Although this low-quality chemical shit will 
probably lock me in the can in the morning.” 
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“So why don’t you stop, maybe just for a while. Take a walk 
with me. It’s a beautiful night,” she said and stepped a few 
steps closer, like a scared abandoned kitten. 

“That is true, it is a lovely night. Something’s bothering me 
though,” I replied and took a sip. Multitasking has always 
been one of my top qualities.  

“What, if I may ask?” 

“Why the hell would you walk up to a stranger in a dark 
empty park?” I said to her while trying to make out what she 
looks like and most importantly be certain she is a real 
person.  

“I’m not afraid of anything. Look at you, you would probably 
feel sorry, if you stepped on a little bug.” 

“Oh, so you are one of those ‘wannabetough’ girls. I like it. 
Thanks for the offer, but I don’t feel like walking, I’d rather 
keep on drinking. All the best to you stranger,” I leaned on 
the left side of the bench and looked away, hoping she 
leaves.  

She didn’t reply and walked on. After about 10 steps, she 
turned around and said: 

“I’m Heather, by the way. You probably won’t remember my 
name in the morning!” She left, or so I thought. She was far 
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away, had a thought she wanted to share, so she shouted: 
“But, anyway, nice to meet you, stranger,” and finally kept 
on walking towards the street. 

She intrigued me, but the whiskey was very tempting as 
well. Time to decide. I thought to myself: “She’s sweet, don’t 
you think she deserves to be treated nicely?” 

The sober part switched lanes without signaling it and said: 
“Two bottles aren’t going to empty themselves! Some other 
time, my loved ones!” 

I poured the rest of the bottle on the grass and threw the 
other one in the trash. Later, I realized my drinking way out 
of depression ended there.  

“Wait, wait. Sorry, for being rude,” I yelled out as I ran after 
her. “Wanna get a cup of coffee? You’re buying. I’m kind of 
broke.” 

She smiled and called me over. She was wearing tight 
jogging clothes so you could spot all the outlines of what 
she was wearing beneath from the distance. Her body was 
perfectly shaped. Why wouldn’t it be, she was jogging in the 
middle of the night. I gave her an 8, although she deserved 
a 10/10. I just met her, I can’t be too nice. She likes to help 
people, usually strangers, for no reason. “It makes me feel 
alive and that feels good. It warms up my heart, when I can 
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ease the pain of someone,” she said. Her long brown hair 
was in a ponytail. I made a horse sound and held her 
ponytail from time to time. She smiled, but got annoyed after 
a few pulls and said: “What are you, 5?” 

“I gave you a 10/10 and all you give me is a 5? Shame on 
you,” I replied. I was lying, of course, although she was 
closer to a 10 than an 8. I liked the way she laughed. It 
would be nice, if I smiled like her instead of being miserable 
all the time. Why are you so happy, Heather? Is helping 
others the cure for your own problems? 

We had some sandwiches, she had a giant one with salad 
and tomatoes, no meat or cheese, in short 100% vegan 
mine was 100% non-vegan. She didn’t mind, although she 
did make some funny remarks on the way meat makes me 
look. “You are what you eat,” she said.  

“Cool it, Miss Cabbage.” 

“Are you calling me green, fat and yet healthy. Thanks, I 
always dreamed about having something big to shake. I’m 
cursed with this tight ass,” she said and spanked her ass 
and looked totally sexy while analyzing her not so shakable 
behind. 

“I like it just the way it is,” I said and waited for her to invite 
me to give her some spanks. 
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“Thank you, friend. We can be friends, right,” she said. 
There she goes, ruining a perfect date. Date? Was it really 
a date? Friends?  

“Friends, but not in a gay man – lonely woman way, OK? I 
like women, a lot. I am just going through a period in my life, 
when I don’t like or need anybody,” I said and tried to look 
as convincing as I could. 

“Don’t worry, even if you’re gay, it’s fine by me. Maybe I like 
girls too,” she said.  

This girl was playing with my mind. I couldn’t help it, I had 
to say: “Oh, shit, you won’t guess, what’s going through my 
mind right now. It isn’t dicks or salty sweaty men’s behinds.” 

“I think I know. You don’t know it yet, but I will change your 
life forever,” she replied. She has been here before. A not 
so little drop of embarrassment juice dripped from her 
mouth.  

She had a sparkle in her eyes. She looked like she was full 
of magical surprises. Maybe she was just the change I 
needed. Heather, although I don’t believe in them, was a 
true angel. I guess I should have told her I was the devil 
himself from the start. But the first few lines were, at the 
time, long gone for us. Perhaps I should’ve given her a 
chance to run away from me.  
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But she stayed. We laughed together, I was there for her, 
she was there for me. Friends. That’s all we were. Friends 
who had sex. A lot of sex. She couldn’t get enough of me 
and I couldn’t get enough of her. Sometimes, when we 
managed to get dressed, we got a bite to eat at the local 
pizza place. After a few visits I got used to the embarrassing 
moment, when the waitress brought the check to the table. 
Eventually, I stopped feeling ashamed. Heather 
understood. I always promised to pay her back. “Money isn’t 
the problem. You are,” she always said. Now I understand, 
what she was saying the whole time. But at the time I didn’t. 
I felt bad for owing her, so I paid her back in orgasms. That 
is what I exceled at and I was glad to serve her, no matter 
what time of the day. Maybe it would be fair, if I shared some 
of the details from the first time we got naked and just went 
on with the flow of passion, jumping out of the just-friends 
section.  

I remember it clearly, although the weather was kind of 
English that day and so was my mood. I was trying to cook 
something good from a can of beans and some potatoes. 
The phone rang. It was her. She wanted to meet. I wanted 
to have a nice, quiet evening all to myself so I said no, hung 
up and continued pretending I’m a master chef. After a 
while, there was smoke above the stove and a knock on the 
door.  
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“Go away, I said I don’t want to boogie tonight,” I answered 
to the knocks. 

“Sorry to bother you. Have you by chance seen my cat,” a 
woman’s voice said. It was not Heather, obviously. 

I opened the door and there was my neighbor Mary on the 
verge of crying.  

“Sorry, Mary. I thought you were someone else. Your cat? 
Maybe it’s somewhere outside. Let me grab my coat, I’ll 
help you find it,” I said and rushed to the rescue. Mary was 
a kind 70-something neighbor, living by herself. All she had 
was her cat.  

“What’s its name again?” I asked her. “Theodor. Funny 
name for a cat, isn’t it? I named him after a friend from my 
childhood. He died young, the poor fellow,” she said, 
thinking about the dead guy. I could bet you a million dollars, 
she still had a crush on him.  

“Oh, Theodor, where art thou?” I said and started my 
investigation. Funny name for a cat, you’re right Mary.  

She was walking slowly down the stairs, trying to catch up 
with my pace. I was on a mission, so I moved a bit faster 
than when I go down to get the mail. I waited for Mary. She 
was breathing heavily as she stopped next to me. She told 
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me all about her hips, which were newly installed a few 
years back, but all the other bones and joints were, well, old.  

“Wait here, I’ll go around the block and look for poor old 
Theo,” I told her as we came out the front door.  

“Theodor, he likes to be called Theodor,” she said. Like it 
matters.  

“Ok, Mary, I’ll look for Theodor then,” I said and patted her 
on the back. It helped, she smiled a bit.  

She offered me her umbrella, but as a true action hero, I 
declined. I was wet in a second and a half. The day was 
getting better by each breath I took. Fuck you, rain! 

“Theodor, you fucking little bastard, come out of the 
dumpster, off the tree or whatever. Okay, there are no trees 
on the street, so never mind climbing down from there. Just 
come here and let me go on with my life. Mary misses you.” 
I called him about a million times, it didn’t work. I took a few 
steps and spotted a tail next to a dumpster. It was moving. 
It wouldn’t hurt me, if it didn’t, but God knows, if Mary would 
have lived through that.  

“Hey man, stop screwing around and get your stinky ass 
over here,” I said and walked over to him.  
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He obeyed. I couldn’t believe it, but it worked. That cat was 
a true Spartan!  

I pet him and held him in my arms. Mary was full of joy when 
she saw Theodor. But I could tell by the look in his eyes that 
he wasn’t sorry, what can you expect from a cat? Ungrateful 
lazy creatures, that’s what they are. Sure, they like to 
cuddle, but they also know how to manipulate and exploit 
people. 

I held the front door so that Mary could enter holding the joy 
of her life. She thanked me, gave me a kiss and tried to give 
me 100 bucks.  

“No way, Mary. Keep it. Theodor looks hungry. Maybe that 
won’t be enough to feed him today.” 

She smiled and grabbed my coat.  

“Shut up and take it!” She shoved the money in my pocket 
and walked up the stairs in her calm, steady tempo.  

I looked at the 100-dollar bill and felt calm for a second. It 
felt like my worries were gone for a moment. It would be 
nice to be free once again. I knew 100 bucks won’t wipe 
everything away, but I let myself live in a bubble for a 
moment. I felt a gentle poke on my back, as if somebody 
tried to burst it.  
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“Hey you. I know you need me tonight,” she said 

“Well, you are right,” I said and smiled. It was her, Heather. 
How on Earth would a loser like me not want to see that 
beauty.  

She was confused. She thought I would say no.  

“My apartment looks like a crime scene, don’t get 
frightened,” I said, hoping she was brave enough to take the 
shock, the smell and all the tissues lying on the floor from 
last night’s porn marathon.  

“Let’s go do some crime then,” she said, as someone says 
to the priests offering eternal life. 

“I’ve got some beans, so get ready for some explosions.” 

“Woah, I like fireworks! What’s that smell, though?” she said 
and rushed to the kitchen.  

“Fuck!” 

There was a lot of smoke and a terrible smell. The dinner 
was freshly burnt. I threw the pan in the sink and poured 
water over it.  

“Oh, you installed a sauna. Nice,” she laughed and so did I. 
Thankfully the apartment didn’t burn down.  
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Without the burnt beans and potatoes, my apartment was 
already a mess, but that didn’t bother her. She started 
cleaning up some stuff I left on the couch. I grabbed her arm 
and said.  
“No, please. The day will come, when this will be taken care 
of, but that day is not today.” 

“Let me help you out and let that day be today.” 

“What are you Jesus? Let me do it on my own. The mess is 
one of the reasons I didn’t invite you over when you called,” 
I said. I couldn’t believe her positive attitude and generosity. 
What have I done to deserve this, Heather? I sat down and 
thought about it for a bit.  

“I don’t care if you’re a lazy son of a bitch! I always wanted 
to spend a day on a dump,” she said and sat down on the 
couch. I moved all the paperwork from the nude screenings, 
so she couldn’t get pregnant or anything. Yes, I know how 
babies are made. It was a joke, OK?  

“So, let me get this straight. You are calling me lazy and my 
place is a dump. I am quite a catch aren’t I,” I said and 
continued with the bio hazard cleaning protocol. 

“Sure you are! You’re a prince on a white couch for all the 
ladies out there. I literally mean all the women living on the 
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streets. It’s so strange how you’re still single,” she said and 
started laughing hard. 

“You know what, Heather? Screw you,” I said and sat next 
to her, determined to spent the rest of the time she was 
there in total silence.  

“You would like that, huh? You would love to get a piece of 
this, wouldn’t you?” She grabbed my arm and put it on her 
tits. It was my lucky day, Heather decided she’s going to 
wear a very thin bra when she got up that morning. I could 
feel her nipples. They felt like a piece of candy, waiting to 
be licked. 

“Maybe I would, maybe I wouldn’t. Do you want to go, where 
I’d like to take you,” I asked. It’ s always good to double 
check, even though we both knew where things were going.  

“You sound a bit spooky. So, where were we,” she looked 
at my arms on her boobs. “Oh, that’s right, you were 
touching me, you pervert!” She pushed my arm away. A 
coward would think the fun was over, but I had never been 
a coward and I had always done everything to keep the 
show going.  

We smiled and started staring into each other’s eyes. She 
looked so goddamn tempting, I just couldn’t help myself. 
She was different than before. I touched her face with my 
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fingers. She didn’t mind. I caressed her hair, she closed her 
eyes. She liked it, a lot. 

“Is this the right way?” I whispered. 

“Maybe there is no right way, it’s just the way it is,” she said 
and took hold of my hand. 

“Should we float away with the river or swim back to the 
bank?” I asked. 

“You ask and worry too much. Don’t kill my vibe,” she said. 
I stopped with the questions and headed over to the kissing. 
Her lips were as soft and delicious as the freshly whipped 
cream on your favorite ice cream that you paid for with all 
those quarters you’ve been saving up. I liked cream, I liked 
ice cream and I liked Heather’s lips. She liked mine too. 
Later, she described them as a sweetened star from 
another galaxy. I believed her, as if she could taste 
something made of gas. So, my starry lips continued 
touching her creamy ones as we made out on the messy 
couch with a variety of liquids in our fabrics. How could I live 
that way back then?  

There was a knock on the door. Again. Mary. Again. 

“I made you something for being such a kind boy,” she said 
and offered me a plate full of delicious pie. It was a good 
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pie, alright, the one your grandma makes and your mother 
hates, because she doesn’t know how to make it.  

“Mary, you don’t have to,” I said and didn’t even dare 
touching the plate, whilst thinking about how good it would 
feel to eat it to get some energy back after sex. Why aren’t 
you writing things down? If you are in for an all-nighter, you 
need to eat! 

Mary gave me the look and her famous line: “Shut up and 
take it.” She walked in, put the pie on the table and spotted 
Heather. 

“Oh, sorry, I didn’t know, you have company. I’ll be on my 
way. Nice boyfriend you got there Miss.” 

“He doesn’t want to be my boyfriend,” Heather said and 
smiled as if she had already won the award for best drama 
actress. 

Mary turned to me, pulled on my ear, much stronger than 
you would have expected from an elderly woman, and said: 
“Now you listen to me, you make an honest woman of her. 
She looks like a lady, so treat her that way, you hear me?” 

“I mean, I don’t know. What the heck why not. She seems 
worthy,” I said in a way you say to the bartender offering the 
final round after you’ve already drunk a million beers.  
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Seems worthy. More than worthy. Look at her, look at her 
eyes, she truly was an angel. I knew that, I just wanted to 
put on a show. Thankfully, Heather enjoyed it. 

Mary walked to the door, looked at Heather again and said: 
“An angel, that’s what you are. I am watching you, mister. 
Thanks for finding Theodor. You know you’re still my boy, I 
just can’t help it, I have to be a grumpy old lady sometimes.” 
She closed the door. I turned around and looked at Heather. 
She stood up, pulled me closer and whispered gently, yet 
firmly into my ear: “Shut up and take it.” She licked my ear 
and touched my crotch. We entered our spaceship together 
and started the count down.  

10 … I unzipped her sweatshirt – a dress would be sexier, 
but it was raining and she is also a very sporty-casual kind 
of a girl. I didn’t judge, though. Clothes are merely a stupid 
barrier between us all. Stupid. We’re all the same.  

9. – she took off one of my rare good T-shirts and almost 
ripped it in the process.  

8 – I started licking on her neck, went down on her bra and 
opened it with my teeth. “A real pro,” said Heather and 
clapped her hands. I hoped she would clap at the end of the 
show as well. 
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7 – I spanked her, grabbed and lifted her up and looked 
deeply in her eyes. Wow, I see an ocean. I wanted to go 
deep. 

6- I laid her down on the couch and she pulled my hair. Her 
move didn’t go well into the whole concept, but she made 
up for this mistake further on. 

5 – my tongue traveled down her nipples, stopped at her 
belly and played around on her hips, above the top of her 
pants. She must have put on some oil or body lotion, 
because she was extra sweet, smelling like an exotic fruit. 

4- she grabbed my cock and pulled it out. I could tell she 
liked the length. She was ready to put it in her mouth. 

3 – she put it in her mouth, playing with her tongue, doing 
what she did best. She was an angel, pleasing the king of 
heaven.  

2- I put my right hand down her pants. She was wet. She 
was ready for takeoff.  

1 – I laid down beside her and kissed her, then considered 
her magical eyes, admired her gorgeous body. Perfect tits, 
lovely ass … She had everything.  

TAKE OFF.  
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She wanted to be on top first, but I wouldn’t let her. We 
wrestled. I took a pillow and threw it in her face. 

“Hey, I’m a lady, remember?” she said, trying to take her 
place. 

“You’re a horny little slut,” I said and spanked her. She 
moaned. I slapped her again, a bit rougher.  

“Hey, easy there,” she said and held my hand.  

“Oh, sorry.” 

“Just kidding. Bring your giant cock closer you perv’.” 

“Yes milady!” 

She sucked on it, played with it with her tongue, fingers and 
lips. If all angels do this all day, I would be honored to go to 
heaven.  

“Put it in, I want you,” she said. I kind of got that already.  

And so, I did. At first just a bit, pulled it out a little and then 
again, and again.  

“Oh, my God, I am going to come. Oh my God. Put it in.” 

I stuck my tongue in her mouth and put the whole cock in 
her wet, warm pussy. She came, she scratched my back 
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with all ten nails and pulled her head back, rolling her eyes 
upwards. I knew I was good, but I didn’t know I was that 
good. Perhaps she was just an excellent actress. Suddenly 
I pulled it out, as I felt like I was going to come. She grabbed 
it and put it in her mouth. Again. Doing what she did best. I 
had a massive orgasm, a lot of sperm, which surprised me, 
based on my fun times on the couch all the days before that. 
It was her, I suppose. She somehow found the hidden 
source of this fine juice of mine. She looked at me as to 
saying: “Really? You must have not played with yourself for 
a long time, before I came here,” because the sperm just 
kept coming. She swallowed all of it and licked the tip of my 
penis clean. 

“There, I’m not hungry anymore,” she said, after her mouth 
was empty again. If I could, I would feed the world.  

We fell on the carpet. I tried to kiss her, but she stood up 
and made her way to the stove. 

“Do you have any coffee? And tell me you have some 
smokes as well?” 

I sat up, a little confused and pointed to the cabinet next to 
the fridge.  

“I can go grab you some smokes in the supermarket. It’s 
just a few blocks away.” 
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“Would you honey? That would be a blast. I don’t smoke, 
but you know what they do in movies after they’ve had sex. 
Amazing sex.” She came closer, kissed me on the lips and 
gave a gentle high five to my penis.  

“You did good, rest now. It is going to be a long night,” she 
said and went back to the stove.  

I dressed up and went to the supermarket. The rain had 
stopped, but the streets were empty. As I walked, smiling, I 
thought about what had just happened. I was feeling high 
on something, something beautiful. It was her. It wasn’t 
love, it was life in its purest form. Maybe it was love after all 
or just chemical stuff which goes out of balance after you’ve 
had sex. Whatever it was, it felt good. I felt alive. Heather, 
my savior. She didn’t promise me anything, she simply 
walked into my life and fixed me.  

I bought some smokes and a bottle of wine and went back 
to the apartment. When I entered the building, I heard loud 
music coming from my apartment. My old stereo set was 
screaming at the top of its lungs and so was Heather, 
wearing nothing than, umm, well if my memory serves me 
well, she was completely naked or maybe she was wearing 
sexy panties in skin color… The point is, the scene looked 
smoking hot. She was making something to eat. Vegans call 
it dinner, I call it a side dish or plate filler. It looked like the 
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things you get as sides, when you go to a restaurant and 
order a steak. A plate filled with decorations, such as 
lettuce, tomato and a sculpture made of carrots. 

“Where did you get all of this?” 

“Your neighbor, what’s her name again, brought it over. I 
took it, before she managed to say her signature line.” 

“Oh, Mary. When will she stop. All I did was find her cat.” 

“That’s sweet of you. Let’s eat.” 

I tried to come closer, to give her a kiss, but she elegantly 
moved away. I was still confused. 

“Heather.” 

“I said, let’s eat.” 

“Please, let me say something.” 

“No, I can sense things. Let’s eat and then I’ll be on my way. 
You won’t see me again. Don’t even bother calling me. I’m 
better off alone.” 

“Now listen to me, Lady. This is my apartment and I set the 
rules here.” 
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“It’s more of a room. You sleep in your kitchen. Is that what 
you want?” 

“I said I was poor the first time we met, isn’t that right?” 

“Yeah, but promise me, you won’t stay this way.” 

“What if I do? Am I not good enough for your world?” 

“No, fuck no. I can see, what you are made of. You are 
better than me or anyone out there!” 

“Watch your language, you’re a lady, remember?” 

“Fuck you. I just want you to believe, that you can make it. I 
want the best for you. So, you think you’re poor and 
pathetic? You’ve got a roof over your head, something to 
eat, a beautiful lady who’s here with you, almost naked. I 
mean look at me, I’m fabulous and horny.” She put her 
hands on her waist and shook a little.  

“I wanted to get to know you, because I can see something 
in your eyes. And what do you do? You keep your head 
down low and think little of yourself. So, you feel like life isn’t 
treating you right? You’ll never be a rich man if you think 
you’re poor. If you feel poor with a few bucks in your pocket, 
you’ll feel poor with a lot of money, houses, cars... Stop 
thinking how small you are and keep in mind that you are 
much bigger than anyone or anything. You can create, you 
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can destroy. You are God! Now come over here, I think we 
both need a hug!” 

She stopped, took a deep breath and stared at the empty 
wall behind me. I couldn’t move. My mind blocked every 
muscle in my body, I felt paralyzed. She got me, she got me 
good. Heather came closer and gave me a hug, which felt 
like a warm blanket on a cold winter’s night. She knew me. 
She knew each cell, each thought. She was me and I was 
her. I’ve never felt something like this before. We were both 
there, in the same zone.  

Heather is a powerful, sexy animal. A reclusive one. She’s 
the kind of woman, who likes to spend her evenings with a 
glass of wine, a book or a movie. After she got divorced, she 
always avoided starting something serious with a man. We 
were both broken in the past. She was perfect for me. But 
neither of us were looking for a relationship. 

That night we talked, then we had sex, smoked some 
cigarettes, drank some wine and talked until the sun came 
up in the morning. She told me about her past, how her ex 
screwed her over and took everything she had. After that 
she was in the same place as me then. Alone, broke, 
broken… She knew what she had to do, survive. So, she 
did. Not only that, now she worked for a successful 
company with a huge salary, had her own apartment, which 
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was huge compared to the dump I was living in then. Life 
gave her a lesson, a big challenge and she won. She keeps 
on winning. She slapped my face every time I tried to 
complain about my life. She was one hell of a drill sergeant.  

In the morning, I woke up and she was gone. Dark thoughts 
started popping up in my mind, so I decided to sleep till 
afternoon. That was the plan. In the stage of falling asleep, 
when you begin to see a trailer of your dreams, I heard a 
knock on the door.  

“Theodor is probably in heaven by now,” I yelled out. 

Nothing. Not a single word. Total silence. I slowly put my left 
foot on the floor. “Fuck no!” 

I raised my left foot and put my right foot on the floor, stood 
up and walked to the door. There was no one there, just 
small package lying on the floor with my name on it.  

I opened it. There was my little blue book, which Heather 
must have taken without me noticing, and an envelope. The 
envelope was stacked with cash and a piece of paper. It 
said: 

 “This is not a loan. Take it as a gift. Start over, stop feeling 
small and show the world who you really are. Don’t let 
anyone get in your way. Not even God! 
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PS: Come to think of it, maybe this is a loan after all, but 
don’t worry, you won’t have to pay me back in cash. I will 
spank you so hard, if you won’t make it out there!” 

 


