Slut

There’s this thing I do where I’ll go to some dance club out of town where I won’t know a soul. I’ll where these really high heels and a very short, thin, silky see through black mini-dress, black thigh highs, and a G-string. I’ll sit at the bar and order a White Russian and start counting. 1.2.3.4.5,… I usually wont’ make it to one minute before some guy will get up the balls to come and sit next to me, pretending it’s a complete coincidence. I’ll turn around, look him right in the eye and say the most direct thing I can think of, just to see his expression, and see how he responds. It’s worth the drive just to see this. Most of them just squirm and say something idiotic. I turn away and start talking to the bartender, completely ignoring the idiot until they walk away. Then I start counting again. This time’s the waits always longer because whoever’s looking now knows its not going to be an easy in, despite what my clothes are telling them. 

I’m a 25 year old girl who gets bored with the standard things you can or cannot say in a social situation. I feel stifled by having to face the same people in the same city. I fell stifled by rhetoric. I got enough of that in college as a Philosophy major. I was notorious for bringing classroom discussions right down the gutter. Guys would bring their friends into class just so they could hear me shock the classroom. The teachers either loved it or hated it. My last semester, I made it a point to fuck every guy I found sexy on campus, including the professors. I was having so much fun that I was practically flunking my Contemporary Philosophy class, but I straightened that out after class with Professor Gilman and got an A. 

Complete control of the situation turns me on the most. You get these dominant types who think that every Woman loves to get thrown down and spanked like a bad little girl. These are the one’s who wind up tied to my bedposts yanking away like little boys just wishing there Mommy was around. 

Thursday night, I did my out of town routine with no panties. Some blonde guy took a seat at the bar next to me and ordered a scotch. I turned around, looked him right in the eye and asked him point blank, “If there was a woman sitting next to you at a bar with a short dress and no panties, would you fuck her right then and there?” His eyebrows lifted, he turned around and faced me, looked between me legs and I very swiftly moved my left leg around to reveal what wasn’t there and then crossed my right leg over like in that movie with the blonde chick. His tried hard to keep his eyes from bulging, but looked up quickly afterward turning a little red. He took a ling swig of his drink, not quite knowing what to do for a moment. he lived here. He had a reputation, an image to uphold or destroy. I had nothing to lose. 

Women hate me. They always have. I was the hottest girl in my high school and none of the guys could have me. I only fucked the guys from the other school. I did this just to piss people off. Two guys once followed me into the girls room after detention and tried to rape me. I was barely saved by a teacher when she walked in and one of the boys had me bent over the sink and the other one had his dick in his hand. The principle basically told me its what I get for dressing the way I do. In not so many words, suggested that I asked for it. Bitch was just jealous I got laid. 

Women hate me because I live out their wildest fantasies. I do all the things they wish they could do, but don’t because of their precious little reputations. They don’t want to be called a slut. Its about the worst thing to be called anywhere – especially in high school. Yet still, I wore the tag like a medal. There were more ‘genuine’ reasons, of course. They all feared I’d fuck their boyfriends before they would or if the guy just wanted something new, I’d be an easy escape for their little baby sperms, or at least an easy escape from tea with Sally Chastity’s Mom in the this horrendous thing we call a courting process. I swear I was a gypsy in my past life. 

Anyway, I’d go to parties in a black, nearly see-through body suit and a mini. I’d just hang out with my overweight gentleman friend Ted who no guy in his right mind would fuck with. I loved being a tease. Then, when the party got wild and I’d get more and more social and people would get drunk and start to like me and invite me to their little functions, I’d do something crazy like jump in the pool by myself, braless, of course. Or I’d jump strip-tease on the pool table, or fuck some guy that showed up with someone who no one knew, right in the middle of the party almost. If people ever commented about it in school that week, I wouldn’t say “Oh, I was drunk” (which I wasn’t) or “I don’t know what I was thinking, my God!”. If I was feeling especially brave, I’d just smile and say, “Yeah, that was great.” 

So, this guy turns around in his barstool and says, “I don’t know, …I guess it depends on where I was and who was asking.” He thought I was just trying to intrigue him, I’m sure. Like, I would never actually “do” such a thing. And I hadn’t, actually. But this made me want to do nothing but call myself on the bluff. The bartender interrupted; “Willie! What’s up bruthah, long time” and so on. Willie was visibly flustered by the intrusion, yet seemed a little releived at the same time. I half-guzzled my whiskey, trying to get up more nerve. The bartender leaves. Willie turns back over to me. “So where were we”. “Well you said it depends on who was asking...”.  He lit up, remembering the question, turned a little red, realizing its impact “...and I was supposed to say ‘me’, but what I was going to say is ‘this is a hypothetical question still and if you push to bring it into here and now, I might flee like a little dove.”  He was visibly more flustered. “So...” I said, saving him out of the 4-second silence, “I’ll make this easy for you. Sit down next to me and buy me a drink, well talk a little, do the usual B.S., and I think eventually, you’ll figure out “who’s asking... Willie”. I smirked.  I was a little drunk by now. Just then, one of his friends comes over. “What’s goin on ladies?”.  Right away I realized what was going on. His friend was trying to make establish that he was the big horse in this crowd, that Willie was inferior, that I should be with him, not Willie – all this would be accomplished by calling Willie a ‘lady’ as Willie, being good natured, wouldn’t compete back, and his friends were more important. The guy would be able to fuck me. He’d say to Willie later “oh come on, she’s just some slut... dude, I was taking a bullet for you. You deserve better” or some B.S. like that just to rationalize the fact that he had a hard on. But I was wrong. 

This guy wanted a threesome. Almost a minute into his interuption, he orders shots for us all, which was supposed to impress me, then totally takes over the coversation. After the shot, I got a little blunt. “Steve, you seem like a true gentleman.”  “A gentleman? Absoloutely. I always hold the door, if I see an old lady...” I interrupt.  “And being a true gentleman, surely you would never walk in on a good friend having a conversation with a lady and interrupt them just so that you could talk about yourself the whole time – or even worse – being a true gentleman – you would NEVER try to one up a good friend, you know, call him a “lady”, gently insult him so that if he tried in anyway to defend himself, he’d just look like he had no sense of humor – cuz it’s all a joke, right?... just so that you can impress a lady.  I mean... you would NEVER do that either.”  He was turning red. By now, I was drunk. And I realized I too was turning red and my voice even cracked a bit. I was angry. It was obvious. I didn’t know why. I stumbled.  “So being a gentleman, as you are...”  “A little presumptuous though aren’tcha?  Christ almighty”.  Will pipes in “Steve, “  he turned to me for a second, then realized he didn’t know my name. “...both of you, please. Steve... just...” Steve; “No, no. I get it. I’ll be over there with the rest of your friends. Just come join us when you’re ready”. He walks away.  The rest becomes a bit of a blur for me. We get drinking more. Midway between complete clarity and complete oblivion, a thought occurs to me that hadn’t in years.  I might actually like this guy.  That won’t matter yet though.  I’m too drunk for it to matter. The electricity in the club pumps up a bit. Will and I are laughing. We’re actually having some interesting conversation. Despite living in this borderline preppy town where being smart wasn’t fasionable – he was actually well read. In this town, you kept smarts to yourself. My town was no different. Just being rich, or being successful, or knowing the right people, or being funny would get you ahead. Being smart just seemed a little... well it made people scratch their heads... “Why?”.  

Mid-laughing, Will tries to kiss me. Normally, I’d shy away – give myself a little more power – establish the power I had in the situation. But I didn’t. I kissed him. Then I remembered my “hypothitical” question. I was in trouble. Will, being drunk, seemed to like me, but I think the drunk part won over and his dick started liking me even more, winning over everything else. There was a live band playing. They were incredible. The place was now packed. They were an anomaly for this town. Turned out they were touring and couldn’t get a gig in the big city, but needed a gig somewhere to pay for the tour, and this place had this hipster kid who had this brilliant idea to start bringing in ‘alternative’ bands.  The preppy kids usually didn’t go for this stuff. This stuff was bigger in my town, but if they were drunk enough, anything good enough was great. So during one of the songs, the energy was just electric. Will and I are now full on making out. People are looking at us once in a while. I was so fucking turned on I completely forget everything and anyone around me. All I can hear is the music. All I can see is my eyes closed. All I can feel is Willie. All I can taste is his tongue. Drunk, and forgetting I even liked him, or what one should or should not do in that situation, I slowly pull him closer to me with my left hand around his waist. He was standing and I was on the barstool. People are having such a good time even the bartender is doing shots. Most people are now focused on the band. The music is too good not to. But many can’t keep their eyes off us. 

My right hand slowly makes its way to his crotch. I mean, to an outsider, I was putting my hand on my thigh. But the top of it is rubbing his dick.  Will finally stops the kiss for a second. He’s got this serious look – completely oblivious to all around him. He darts his eyes around a bit, looking to see who was looking. Looking to see if his friends were looking. But I knew it wasn’t out of any kind of heroism. He didn’t want them to be looking. He was stronger and didn’t need that. By the time he’s looking back at me, I’m giving him a bit of a dirty look. It was his reputation that darted his eyes around. Seeing that I’m mad, his hard on kicks in and realizes that Will’s extroversiveness is about to blow his chances. We start again. I don’t remember much more in detail. I remember his dick coming out, but I don’t remember who took it out. He slipped my dress up a bit with his hand. My elbows were leaning on the bar. At this point, like the dirtiest whore you can imagine. We were completely not in the room. “Hey guys”.

It was the bartender.  “I’m sorry. I’ll lose my license. Do you mind?”  

It was the coldest slap. Suddenly, even I realized that I hadn’t realized we were in a bar. I think things got out of hand. I think we completely lost ourselves. So much, to the point that the physical activity almost seemed completely a non-event. We were just meshing. But really meshing. So much so.... how do I say this.  

I think we fucked. But I’m not sure. As it turns out, he wasn’t either. 

“Let’s go” he said. I was like a little girl. I grabbed my purse. He practically ran out. He was all serious. He was visibly torn already. Something bothered him. I was near puddy. I didn’t know what to say, so I said nothing. This wasn’t like me. I was still out of myself and didn’t know how to get back. We got into his car and went to this park. Then, something unthinkable happened. Something I couldn’t have imagined in a million years. Something I think he couldn’t have imagined in a million years. Something his friend Steve definitely wouldn’t have imagined. 

We talked. 

I woke up wrapped in a blaket, still clothed. So was he. We were on this hill, near the top, looking at the city in the distance. It was appearantly a long forgotten make out point. He was still sleeping. My head was on his chest.  This hadn’t happened in many years for me... if it had ever happened. 

PLOT

a) they fuck right there in front of everyone... on the stool. Her half standing. 

b) he says “no thanks” and walks away. A first for her. Story becomes about ‘getting him’ for her, for him it becomes about getting out of what his friends think of him, going out with a town slut.

c) they fuck, and fall in love, it becomes about his struggle, dealing with her reputation... she becomes more real, realizing that it wasn’t a matter of right or wrong, or rebelling against norms, but rather, how her lifestlye has fucked ‘her’ over – Dante Inferno esque – complete with quotes from her college professor (taken from yours – Christopher Martin) at the time, as she’s reading inferno.. or she goes back to read them as she’s reminded of the scenario. Her sin being gluttony. His struggle being opposite – being too good, following accepted social norms and how that fucks him, putting too much stock into what others think of him. His ‘virtue’ winds up being a sin. Bringing the family name down is a focus. There becomes a Christ-like element – he is told about it from an old man in the park that everyone thought was wacked. They lthink he’s a religious nut, he winds up being a religious scholar who was laid off and became very poor – very hip, into the beats, etc. (he’s more the voice of the writer, but disguised). The story of christ washing the whore’s feet comes into play.He struggles with his love for her, as she’s trying to be “better” (another story – dealing with being used to fucking anyone she wanted – having never been in love).  When he catches her “almost’ cheating – now his friends are besides themselves – meanwhile he’s been learing more (from the old man, mostly and reading) about reaching into the darkest parts of himself ... finding the part of himself that ‘might’ do the same – then empathizing. Jung’s last chapters of “Modern Man” are brought into play. As he goes to confession, and offers to help her with her little “problem” paying for a shrink (something she’s always wanted to do out of ‘curiousity’ supposedly – but deep down knowing something was wrong – the shrink doesn’t judge – the priest does, and tries getting willie to go back to his familiy, etc. The shrinks advice (or this could be the old man and billy – the old man representing you or someone ‘experienced’ enough to be able to empathize. Maybe his wisdom comes from turning from religion into psychology (or the ‘study of’ religion,) as opposed to the priesthood, which he decided to do while tripping on acid and thinking he was a bad influence and wanted to help peop;le So as society further rejects him, she’s becoming a little more “accepted” back home. A poorer town.  Towards the end, an event occurs after the cheating that amkes him have to decide. He would have to lose all friendships, family ties (except his understanding sister), she’s getting in more trouble back home as the guy she almost cheated with convinces the town that she’s a useless slut who came on to him while he was drunk and he was totally innocent. In the end, he makes the decision for love – they decide to move to another coast and start over. 

She’s always used sex for power. Her looks to get ahead. It’s the only way she can find a connection with men... and she realizes this after a while. He’s always relied a bit heavy on the opinions of others – but had an introversive side that didn’t care, as well.  It was always a battle for him. 

I think it needs to be a screenplay – not a novel. Otherwise, you’re stuck with her perspective. The first page and a half should be her narrative intro. The rest of the movie is weened off the narrative.  

