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                                             Dedham 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  Running out of money can be a very liberating experience if you can prevent the looming doom 

of existence and future send you spiraling down the rabbit hole.  You might even find yourself 

capable of making the most of everything and when that is gone you make the most of nothing 

else.  You become a sponge of sensory magnitude soaking up the surrounding atmosphere, the 

immediate environment, the multiple facets of people and animals, of birds and insects until you 

have absorbed so much the saturation leaks from every pore of your existence, more than you 

ever imagined, more than you ever thought possible or what you could endure. 

  The weekly rent on the room overlooking State St. was $25.  It had a sink in the room but the 

shower and toilet were down the hall, a slimy proposition never to be undertook barefoot.  There 

was a single spring sleeping cot with a 2 inch Naugahyde covered mattress that I moved to the 

center of the room to avoid minimal cockroach encroachment.  The cockroaches preferred to 

congregate in the corners of the ceilings and huddled to themselves but I didn’t want to tempt or 

encourage any kamikaze cliff diving down to my bed so the center of the room seemed optimum.   

I informed the manager about the cockroaches, as if he didn’t know, and all he said was 

“Tuesday”.  My questioned look brought forth the needed clarification. 

  “Tuesday they fumigate.” 

  “What time so I can let them in?” 

  “They got keys.” 

  The manager wasn’t one for elaboration but he painted the picture.  It would be easier just not to 

be around on Tuesday when “they” with the keys would barge in to eradicate the unwanted.  

What if I was making love to my future wife or for that matter in the advanced stages of sexual 

forays with the lovely Camille from The Hollow Leg who I had lured back to my bachelor pad with 

the promise of escargot, coke and Champagne?  She would be highly impressed and sensually 

delighted with me and my digs until the exterminator blasts through the door firing on all spray 

cylinders eliminating those pesky roaches?  What would the Lovely Camille think?  Probably think 

that I didn’t have my shit together.  I mean there was a chain latch I could have better secured the 

door with. 

  On Tuesday morning around eight I sat at the only table and chair in the room typing away on 

the borrowed typewriter from Mary Anne.  I was wearing only boxer shorts because the August air 

was already muggy forecasting another Boston unbearable sauna of a day.  Sure enough, in one 

swift movement I heard the key turn the latch and the door opened following the screenplay of an 
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orchestrated commando raid ushering in a man with stained white coveralls and a locust looking 

gas mask, toting a five gallon cylinder hanging to his side strapped across his chest, wand in 

hand, spraying from the hip in gunslinger style. 

  “Hello” I said startled but not surprised. I quickly remembered the appointment.  No words or 

noise came from the arthropod man who, with his metal wand, outlined the edges of the room 

squirting the scurrying roaches to their oblivious death that strangely resembled his very 

presence.  His hand never came off the lever.  He was practiced and he was good.  In his 

possession was the Uzi of the exterminator world.  He traced the edges where the floor meets the 

wall then up the corners to the congregations huddled at the ceiling. These were twelve-foot 

ceilings and by the time the poison got to them it was also drifting towards me in a fine waterfall 

death mist.  I knew there was a reason he had that impressive mandible mask.  I picked up the 

typewriter, paper still in and quickly moved out to the hallway already reeking with chemical 

stench avoiding the squirming roaches somersaulting in spasms, littering the length of the hall.  

They were dropping off the ceiling and walls.  It was a massacre of monumental proportions.  I 

quickly decided that the best place for me was out front on the twelve-step stoop at the front 

doorway.  I set the typewriter on my lap realizing that I was still in these baggy boxers.  I typed 

away getting only the most discreet glances from the business types walking to work.  After all, 

this was Boston and I wasn’t doing anything reprehensible, blasphemous or obscene.  I was just 

hanging out on State Street. 

  I had responded to an ad in the newspaper to engage in Medical Testing for a pharmaceutical 

conglomerate operating out of a hospital in Dedham.  It was a one-day test from 9 to 4 for 55 

dollars with the possibility for other tests in the immediate future.  The details were not clear but 

attending the initial screening on Friday would disclose all the pertinent information.  I’m sure 

there would be liability release forms to sign to protect the drug companies if perchance Dr. Jekyll 

turned into Mr. Hyde. 

  I took the Orange Line out to the hospital in Dedham for the screening.  If everything went well I 

would participate in the test on Monday.  Mostly they wanted to check that you were fairly healthy 

and not some wino off the street looking for an easy buck.  I wasn’t far off that mark but I am 23 

and healthy.  I still love to run whenever I can.  It is the cheapest way I know to get high and 

outside of the damage from the pounding your body takes from concrete and asphalt I believed it 

is good for me.  I think exhilarating would be the proper word.  The physical was done in less than 

two minutes by an Asian doctor who looked younger than me but hopefully wasn’t.  He went from 

head to toe prying open my mouth looking in my nose and ears, shining a light in my eyes too 

many times, coughing for his stethoscope, feeling my testicles and I didn’t question why, testing 

my reflexes at the knee and finally spreading my toes.  I was relieved that I didn’t have to spread 

anything else. The cold fingers on the balls were enough for one day.  I really felt that I should let 

him know that he was one of the privileged few in the world who actually has felt my balls.  It’s an 
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anatomical area of the body often neglected by the general populace.  It is very customary and 

protocol upon meeting and greeting to shake hands but no one would ever think of or want to 

shake balls. Or place both hands on the breasts and squeeze as a congenial greeting. I guess, 

wouldn’t be the most personable greeting either but where did the shaking of hands ever come 

from?  After pissing in a cup I was told to have a seat in the waiting room where we would be 

called individually with the results of the physical and urinalysis. At that point we would be told 

whether or not we could participate in the drug testing. 

  The newspaper ad specified males between the ages 20 to 30 and the waiting room displayed a 

partial spectrum of that genre.  There were longhairs and shorthairs and no hairs, mostly white 

guys, a few blacks and Asians and no Hispanics.  Everyone looked somewhat fit except for one 

of the no hairs weight was on the heavy side.  He wore it well but sitting idle in a chair looking at a 

magazine he was sweating profusely.  I doubted whether he would pass the screening.  I was 

surprised that there were no down and outers.  The crowd looked like any other crowd applying 

for a job.  No one was talking to each other such was the hospital setting rife with competition for 

the unknown number of jobs.  One by one we were called each disappearing with a series of 

females giving each the results in an inside room and exiting somewhere outside the waiting.  

There were only four of us left when they finally called me. 

  “Trace Mathews” the young woman in tortoise shelled glasses called out.  

  I dropped my Popular Science on the table and followed her as she let the door close before I 

got there.  As I opened the door I could see her going around the corner of the short hallway and 

when I got to the next corner I barely saw her go into an office.  I felt like, once again, I was 

chasing the white rabbit.  I’m late, I’m late, I’m late!  I entered the office and she was already 

sitting behind a desk looking down at papers.  Her streaky brown hair was long and parted on one 

side kept neatly tucked behind one ear behind the tortoise frames.  She was attractive but clearly 

miserable about something. 

  “Hi, I’m Trace” I said extending my hand.  She did not respond or acknowledge my hand. I 

thought again of the Hands on the breast greeting but decided this might not be the time to initiate 

in this new custom.  She shuffled the three pieces of paper once then again and again finally 

looking up. 

  ‘Have a seat please Mr. Mathews.  I see you listed your place of residence as a post office box 

in Bolinas, California.” 

  “It’s a big box, 2 bedroom one bath.” 

  She raised her head and lowered her glasses down onto the lower part of her nose with a look 

that could sear a steak.  “That will be quite a commute for you now won’t it?” 

  Touché’ I thought.  I like a girl with a quick wit but I did want the job.  “I’m currently renting a 

room on State Street, Beacon Hill.”  This seemed to remedy that question.  I asked her “Where do 

you live?” 
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  This was an ignored question on her part.  “Have you ever had injections, transfusions or 

withdrawals using needles?” 

  “Are you asking me about any drug use and abuse I might have had?” 

  Now she looked impatient.  “I did not ask that.  I asked whether you’ve ever had any injections, 

transfusions or withdrawals using needles to establish some experience or history for this 

screening.  There will be 15 blood withdrawals during the test on Monday.  Now … have you had 

a blood withdrawal before and do you have an aversion to needles?” 

  “I’ve had blood tests, given blood to the blood bank and even sold my plasma once.  So I’m not 

crazy about needles but they seem to do the trick.  What do you feel about needles Leslie?”  I 

saw her name on her I D tag. 

  “They’re sharp and I’d like to remind you that this is a screening for you Mr. Mathews …” 

  “You can call me Trace.” 

  “Yes I could but as I was saying … this is a medical screening to determine whether or not you 

will be able to forego administration of drug testing including extensive and numerous blood 

withdrawals.  This is not a chit chat for us to get to know each other better.” 

  “Would you object to that?” 

  Leslie then took the papers and raised them, the tops touching her forehead covering her face 

for a moment or two and then lowered them back down.  Portrait of miserable woman as a young 

girl.  There was some frustration evident that was not well hidden. 

  “OK Mr. Mathews read this release of liability form, check the appropriate boxes and if you still 

want to participate sign and date the bottom, place it in that box and report on the date to admin.”  

She got up from the desk, the chair making a loud screech and began walking out the door.  She 

was something to look at in that tight skirt. 

  “Hey, since you brought up the subject of date …” 

  “Forget it Trace!” 

  She was out the door before I had a chance or maybe I really never did have a chance.  At least 

she called me by my first name.  I’ll chalk that up to progress.  Some people wear their misery like 

branches on a tree, high in the sky and never noticeable.  She was a willow whose branches 

covered so much you could barely see the tree.  I don’t know if willows ever need pruning but I 

was willing to give it a try.  I knew I’d meet her again. 

  The first test led to the second, third and fourth with a few days breaks in between.  I wasn’t 

getting rich but it put food on the table and shoes on baby’s feet so to speak.  I even wrote 

Lindsay that I got a job with health insurance.  I figured if anything did go wrong I was right there 

at the hospital and they’d have the means to make it right or at least put me out of my misery.  

The testing was for over the counter ibuprofen drugs that they needed to determine how fast it 

travels to the bloodstream and how long it remains there.  There were fifteen blood withdrawals 

some fifteen minutes apart then half an hour and then and hour.  Leslie, the screener, was right.  
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If you didn’t like being stabbed with needles this was no place for you.  At the end of the day I felt 

like a dartboard in an English pub.  I started wearing long sleeve shirts despite the hot weather 

rather than looking like a junkie with track marks from here to Nantucket.  Getting back on the 

orange line with a fifty-five dollar check was always the good part but cashing it was another 

thing.  The next day you’d have to go to the bank of the testing firms check having no bank 

account of my own.  I wasn’t alone.  It was like a reunion of test lab rats. Some of us were now on 

a first name basis. 

  “Hey Phil, how’s it going?” 

  “What’s happening Trace, you know, just another day at the office.” 

  “Yeah I know how it is.  What projects comin’ up at work?” 

  “Real big ones.  A three dayer followed wham bang with a one weeker.” 

  “Wow!  I hope I’m up for promotion.  I’ve done some good work for them.” 

  “Sweat and blood.” 

  “Yeah … mostly blood.” 

    The tests my buddy Phil were referring to was a Quaalude test, a muscle relaxer and an anti-

depressant, a special test that required stool samples.  Before participating in the test an EKG 

was required meaning an unpaid trip to the hospital just for the future well paid opportunity to 

have relaxed evacuations. 

  I was called into the EKG room where a robust nurse named Carol with a southern accent and 

very cheerful disposition introduced herself and explained the electrocardiogram.  I signed some 

papers I didn’t read, probably liability release forms in case they plugged the machine into the 

wrong outlet and Carol then told me to take off my shirt.  She went to the other side of the room to 

shuffle some papers like they always do and then turned around.  I had my shirt off. 

  “Oh my … take off those jeans.” 

  Now I had thought that once before when I had an EKG it just involved your upper body so the 

request to take off my jeans I found a little strange.  But I wasn’t here to rock the boat so while 

she was shuffling papers with her back to me I took off my jeans.  Well it was one of those days 

that I wasn’t wearing any boxers; I often didn’t especially if I was on the wrong end of the laundry 

cycle.  I stood there completely naked waiting, feeling a little vulnerable, until she finally turned 

around. 

  “Oh mercy young man!  Please put your trousers back on and take off those chains.” 

  Her drawl of the word chains sounded very similar to the word jeans.  I was wearing two thin 

chain necklaces and one of leather. 

  “Oh … I thought you said jeans.  Take off your jeans.”  

  “My goodness young man this is an electrocardiogram test.  Your pants can remain on.” 
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  “I kinda thought so.”  That was the second time she called me young man.  She couldn’t have 

been much over 30 herself.  I hoped it wasn’t an anatomical reference to my dangling participle.  

After the cold jelly and electrodes and my shirt back on I asked her if I had passed the test. 

  “You’re normal enough” she said and went out the door opposite of the one that read Exit.  I 

went out the properly labeled door down a hall that led to a larger room with a desk at one end 

where to my surprise sat the Lovely Leslie.  She was looking pretty good and this time she wasn’t 

wearing one of those lab coats that concealed the curvaceous shape of her body beneath.  She 

was wearing a white crisp shirt or I think this might qualify as a blouse with a neckline that framed 

a pendant necklace with a large clear green stone.  She was doing the paper thing, knocking the 

edges on the table in nervous habit. 

  Without even looking up she said, “Have a seat please.” 

  “Hello Leslie … I just knew we’d meet again.”  Sometimes I think I’m saying the right and clever 

thing and then other times it’s like bringing the match to the fuse. 

  “OK, let’s get something straight.  WE are not meeting.  WE, you and I are not even a WE.  That 

will never happen.  What I am doing is processing a potential subject, YOU, to fulfill a quota for 

the next medical test.  Do YOU understand OUR relationship here?” 

  “I understand that OUR relationship is off to a little bumpy start.” 

  “Mr. Mathews …” 

  “Please call me Trace.” 

  “…YOU seem to have some confusion with the English language …” 

  “I do have concerns.” 

  “You have confused the word start with end or even nonexistent.” 

  “But that will never work.” 

  “What?” 

  “Our relationship is off to a little bumpy end or off to a little bumpy nonexistent.  It makes no 

sense Leslie.  Start works much better.” 

  She put the thin stack of papers up to her forehead covering her eyes as if she was beckoning 

to a higher power.  Oh oh, Trace thought, here it comes.  She’s going to release the black hole 

maelstrom that will suck me up and swallow me whole.  She lowered the papers looked me 

straight in the eyes and spoke slow and deliberate. 

  “So do you want a fucking job?” 

  “You bet.  I’d love a job fucking.  Get paid for that.  Who wouldn’t?” 

  “GET OUT OF HERE!” she yelled pointing at the window instead of the door with her papers.  

She was standing up but I didn’t move.  I knew I had to fix this. 

  “OK OK look Leslie I’m sorry.  How ‘bout I just shut up?  I know you need people to do this shit 

and I need to make some money.  It’s unfair of me seeing how sensitive you are to go and push 

all the wrong buttons.  You’re really a beautiful and nice girl and well I …well I need to shut up.” 
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  She placed the papers on the table and turned around with her back to me.  She brought her 

hands up to her face, her head tilted and her hair fell from behind her ears all but covering her 

face. 

  I didn’t know what to expect next but then I could see her taking off her glasses and wiping her 

eyes.  Oh shit, I thought, I made her cry.  I thought she was as tough as Army issue work boots.  

It was never my intention to make her cry.  I thought I was being asshole clever not shithead 

cruel.  I stood up. 

  “Leslie, are you crying?  I’m sorry, I really am.” 

  She turned around still shaken but recovering, her eye makeup smeared. 

  “I thought you were going to  s h u t  u p.” she started softly increasing in volume to accent shut 

up.  “I’ve been going through some personal problems, relational problems the last couple of 

weeks …well I’m not going to go into that but I feel I should maybe apologize for my reaction to 

your asinine behavior.” 

  OK … I could see she was starting to recover, I wanted to tell her that it was fairly obvious that 

she had some problems but I thought I’d let her wind back up. 

  “So Mr. Mathews, I realize that the requirements for this job do not require a smart ass infantile 

attitude that you are so generously providing.  But you are right.  We do need a certain quantity of 

human bodies to conduct statistically reasonable control and research and I think that your body 

will serve that purpose if no other reason whatsoever.  Now --- you will sign these release 

documents, note the reporting time and place and then get the hell out of here.  Now.” 

  “Leslie --- I really do apologize for being a smart ass --- sometimes it’s the only defense I have 

when faced with new situations or when I get nervous.  And sometimes I think I’m much more 

clever than I really am.  You are a very attractive woman and I guess I was just trying to impress 

upon you that I’m just not another spring lamb marching through the door going to slaughter.” 

  She had fully recovered now and was barely paying attention to what I was saying only looking 

at the clock on the wall and then her watch as if to verify the time or more likely to show me that I 

was wasting her time. 

  “Maybe we could go out for coffee sometime?”  I had already thrown myself out there I thought 

I’d go for broke.  It wasn’t as if I was asking her to go to bed with me although that’s never a far 

stretch in my mind. 

  “Listen Mr. Mathews --- “ 

  “Trace, you can call me Trace.” 

  She looked away and rolled her eyes.  “OK then T r a c e --- “ she drew out my name as if it was 

the most supreme torture for her to say.  “It will be a cold day in hell before I ever go out with 

you.” 
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  Hmmm --- wasn’t getting too far and not the most original response.  “Let me check the weather 

report and I’ll get back to you.  I heard rumors of a blizzard heading straight for hell, icicles on the 

pitchforks, frozen horns, cracked tails, no lie.” 

  “Just sign the damn release papers Trace and go --- forget about me.” 

  She handed me the pen careful not to touch me and I signed my name basically to a document 

that said that if anything happens to me during the drug tests I’m shit out of luck.  I was fairly used 

to that kind of risk with my recreational drug history where I had ingested many times rolling the 

dice not knowing what supplement someone might have added for various reasons.  I had taken 

LSD on a number of occasions where the recipe was lopsided and there was too much speed 

enhancement making the anxious endeavor even more so.  One of the worst additives ever 

supplemented into cocaine is mannitol that is used to cut cocaine letting the first in line keep the 

pure stuff and then adding it in to increase the volume and passing on the cut product to the 

customers down the line.  Mannitol is often referred to as baby laxative but it does the same trick 

on full-bodied grown up souls.  Purer coke can also activate evacuation stirrings but not on the 

magnitude of coke cut with mannitol. 

  “OK good --- now.”  She ripped off the bottom of the form along the perforation and handed it to 

me.  “Report here --- the study test will last one week and we will provide you a room and meals.” 

  Room and meals?  That was more than I thought.  I felt as though I had just won a lottery and 

was off and on my way to some exotic white sand resort with grass huts on stilts over the water 

where lounging under palms swaying gently in the tropical trade winds, I am catered with food 

and cocktails from a scantily clad woman in a strategically placed sarong, smiling and obliging to 

whim and fancy.  But Leslie was not smiling nor obliging and not even scantily clad.  In fact she 

was doing the paper thing again with the thin stack knocking them on the table to straighten the 

edges as if to mark the cadence in time before I cleared my ass out of there. 

  “Well Leslie --- hope to see you in the future.” 

  She didn’t say a thing and as I was going out the door I turned to say “Bye now.” 

  Before the door with the automatic closer shut I could just barely hear her say, “Good ridden.”  It 

was like a knife thrown in my back.  A dull knife though --- I let it bounce off me. 

 

  The Dedham Inn was originally built as a Holiday Inn but rather than renovate it the Holiday 

people sold, moving and building in a more desirable location.  The Dedham Inn people 

modernized the three level building with what appeared to be new carpets, paint and bathroom 

upgrades.  The rooms looked dated with timeworn motel furniture, drapes and pictures on the 

walls of pastoral scenes and covered bridges in Autumnal glory.  We had met in the Main 

Convention Center on Level One where we were assigned rooms, two to a room.  There were 3 

tests starting at once, 2 five dayers and the one I was on lasting a week.  One of the five day 

tests involved taking the drug Elavil, a mood elevator and the other group were to take a muscle 
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relaxer.  In my test, taking Inderal, a multi use drug for high blood pressure, hypertension and 

angina, They wanted to track the absorption rate into the bloodstream and concentration levels in 

the digestive tract.  Where most of the test studies just involved blood withdrawals, sometimes 

every 15 minutes initially, the Inderal test also required fecal sampling.  In the bathroom of each 

room, a portable catch toilet was on hand for stool evacuations that you would carry to the lab, a 

somewhat makeshift affair comprising of two rooms adjoining each other on Level Two near the 

elevator.  I was assigned to Room 214 and arrived minutes after my roommate who took the bed 

near the window was already lying on the bed watching TV.  We were to wait in our rooms for a 

preliminary Doctor examination and control blood test and then would have free time until the first 

dosing at noon followed by four blood withdrawals spaced an hour apart.  I had a duffle bag that I 

threw on the other bed. 

  “Hi, I’m Trace Mathews.  I guess we’re roommates.”  He looked glassy eyed and there were 

beads of sweat on his forehead. I had seen him before at the first drug screening.  He was the no 

hair that was sweating even then.  The Summer Olympics had just begun a day or two ago and 

the Women’s Gymnastics competition was being aired.  One of the girls was just doing a 

dismount from the uneven parallel bars with a somersault and then landing perfectly then 

stretching out her arms with completion.  She nailed it.  Her name was Nadia. 

  “Oh everything will be just fine.” he said, his eyes darting from the TV to me and back to the TV.  

“Just fine.” 

  “Well good.” I said warily.  “What’s your name?” 

  He now looked at me with an icy stare, his eyes unblinking.  “I don’t know if that really matters.  I 

don’t think that it does.”  He started to laugh but it seemed forced and contrived and a bit demonic 

in nature, madman like. 

  Oh boy I thought.  This is going to be a long week with this nut case but then realized that he 

must have been on some psychedelic.  I thought I’d try a new approach. 

  “When did you start coming on?” 

  He answered right away as I felt I had held the key that unlocked his door.  “I dropped right after 

the meeting, remember, the meeting, and here I am in this room.”  He looked puzzled and 

confused.  I thought that I should try to clarify the immediate situation for him just in case he was 

having a hard time putting things in the proper perspective. 

  “You’re here at the Dedham Inn participating in a research test study.  There will be a doctor 

coming here shortly to give us a preliminary exam before they dose us.” 

  “Oh that should be just fine.  Should be.  Should be fine.  Should be just dosey doe.” 

  Well I guess there was no getting his name out of him and the doctor would surely suspect 

something was going on if he or she was any type of doctor.  Sweating, most likely elevated 

blood pressure, dilation of pupils, extreme nervousness.  It would be interesting to see what was 

going to happen.  I was just hoping that the Doctor would not think we were on the buddy system 
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and I had taken something as well.  The wait wasn’t long at all, maybe 5 minutes of watching 

gymnastics, watching the sweat now rolling off his forehead, before there was a knock on the 

door and a Doctor came in or who I presumed to be a Doctor.  He looked pretty young, maybe 

just 30, looked like a brainchild who had spent too much time with his head in the books.  Nothing 

wrong with that but I’m sure they weren’t the same type of books I had buried my head into.  After 

closing the door he looked at his clipboard to verify who we were without looking up 

  “Hello I’m Dr. Markowitz and in this room, Room 214 ---“ he paused “we have Trace Mathews 

and Mark Meyers.”  He was wearing glasses that were riding low on his nose and he looked over 

at me first. 

  “Hi, I’m Trace.”  I said and he nodded and looked over at who I know knew was Mark.  Mark just 

continued to stare at the TV.  Dr. Markowitz, I’m sure, could see the sweat rolling off his head and 

went over to his bedside. 

  “Hello, are you Mark Meyers?” 

  Now one can only imagine that if you were in the probable state Mark was in, had most likely 

ingested some psychedelic or an amplified amphetamine, what this might have been like.  

Disoriented, in a strange room with a guy you had never seen before and then a Doctor in a white 

lab coat with a stethoscope comes in and asks you if you are who you are.  I would have never 

put myself in this situation but if I had, I think I would have just picked up my duffle and walked 

straight out of there. 

  “My name is Mark.  Everything will be fine.  Dosey doe.”  He seemed to keep saying this as if it 

was a mantra. 

  “Yes it will.” Doctor M said.  “Mark, do you mind if I examine you?” 

  “I don’t think that will be necessary, I am fine.  Dosey doe.” 

  The Doctor looked over at me as if to ask what was going on and I just shrugged. 

  “Mark, would you please get your bag that you brought and come with me?” 

  It took a while to register and it seemed like forever but Mark got up, turned off the TV, picked up 

his duffle and stood waiting for the Doctor. 

  “I’ll be back in a few minutes.” He said to me and out the door they went.  

  I sat back relieved that Mark was out of the room, turned the TV back on and fixed my gaze on 

the Montreal Olympics reflecting how just a short time ago I was there, in Montreal, thinking that 

the job as a doorman was a good idea at the time.  The decisions I make I believe are often well 

thought out but always seem to overlook the blatant and obvious.  There was the obligatory knock 

on the door again and Dr. Markowitz returned. 

  “Excuse the delay,” he said looking again at this clipboard “Trace. Do you mind if I examine 

you?”  He emphasized the you as if to forego explanation. 

  “Not at all” I said as he sat down on the bed I was on.  “What happened to the other guy, Mark?” 
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  “We have him in one of the clinic rooms under observation until he comes down enough to 

leave.  Do you have any Idea what he took?” 

  “He said he “dropped” right after the meeting downstairs.  I think he was just coming on when I 

got to the room.  He looked pretty puzzled and pretty buzzed.  Most likely LSD.” 

  “Well bad timing on his part but let’s get on with this.  I see that you have previously participated 

in a couple of our research studies so it should be smooth sailing uh . . . Trace.  Let me just have 

a quick look at you and I’ll be out of here.  You look healthy enough.” 

  He shined a light in my eyes checking dilation and stethoscoped me with the required cough, 

pushed on my stomach and checked my reflexes.  Then he asked me. 

  “Do you have any bowel problems, bloating, rectal bleeding, bloody stools, stools loose or 

watery, hard or painful stools, constipation, diarrhea, diarrhea containing mucous, inability to 

defecate, fecal impaction, excessive flatulence, incontinence or loss of control?” 

  Now that was a lot to take in, items there that I don’t think I’d ever even thought about before let 

alone have had.  I did shit my pants once when I just turned sixteen after I bought a case of beer 

and a gallon of Red Mountain Hearty Burgundy from Lincoln Square Liquors.  The sales clerk 

behind the counter was from the Middle East and I guess he wasn’t able to tell that I was under 

age or just wanted to make a sale.  I put the whole shootin’ match in the back jump seats of my 

Austin Healy 3000 Convertible like an idiot instead of putting it in the trunk.  I drove over to the 

phone booth at the Shell station to call Howard Smedley.  I wanted to tell him I scored and would 

meet him up in Joaquin Miller Park.  Right when I pulled up to the phone booth an Oakland Police 

officer drove up next to me in his black and white with his police radio blasting in normal fashion.  

Busted --- I thought for sure and my gut was all nerves just from having made the recent 

purchase.  Something let loose and it wasn’t a fart.  Oh wonderful!  Now I’m going to get arrested 

with my pants full of shit.  At least I’d alienate everyone in the holding cell.  I’d be safe as shit.  

That thought didn’t help matters but it was all for not because the cop just smiled at me and went 

into the phone booth to make a call.  Since I had never turned off the car I casually put it in 

reverse and scooted up to the park where I disposed of the soiled evidence and washed up in the 

park restroom going commando the rest of the evening.  

  “Any of these symptoms?”  He wasn’t even waiting for my answer as he was checking things off 

while I shook my head.  “Good” he continued, “because this test requires stool samples, at least 4 

for the 7 day study.  No stool, no money!  It’s as simple as that.  Do you understand?” 

  “Got it!” 

  “You may not have any caffeine so that rules out coffee, most tea and soft drinks that contain 

caffeine like Coke and Pepsi.  Will that be a problem?” 

  “No.” 
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  “You may have a beer or a glass of wine with the evening meal but that is limited to one.  You 

may visit the pool facilities but cannot permit you to go swimming due to liability issues.  Will that 

be a problem?” 

  “No.” I said again thinking it was going to be long week.  It was a good thing I brought a stack of 

paperbacks as well as having the Olympics on TV.  He was still checking things off on his list. 

  “OK --- I told you about the required stool samples.  You are also required to report to the lab for 

blood specimens.  This will be your responsibility.  We stagger them for each participant so the 

nurses are not overwhelmed.  If you miss one or the nurse has to come to your room because 

you forgot or overslept, 10 dollars for each incident will be deducted from your daily stipend.  Will 

that be a problem?” 

  I could see him already checking that off before I said “No that won’t be a problem.” I was 

chasing his problems. I couldn’t foresee his problems, my problems or any problems.  I was 

getting free room and board at a Motel with a swimming pool and a room to myself.  

  He was reading now, some schedule he might have pulled from his hat like Wonderbarr the 

Magnificent. 

  “The first dose of the drug in your study will be at 12 followed by blood specimens at 1, 2, 3 and 

4.  At 6 you will be given a second dose followed by 2 more specimens.  Three meals a day are 

provided and you may not leave the Motel premises and if you do so your services will be 

terminated with your stipend paid up to that point.  The first blood withdrawal will be done in your 

room and out of sequence as a control sample so the nurse can set up your file and assign you a 

research number.  That should happen in the next hour.”  It appeared he was done citing the 

procedures when he looked up.  “Now Trace do you understand what I just went over and do you 

have any problems with any of this?” 

  “No, no problems --- thank you Doctor.” 

  “Thank you for your participation and I or another Doctor will be on call the entire time if 

needed.”  And with not even a smile or glance back he was out of the room. 

  Assuming now that I was signed on for the week I unloaded my duffle, which didn’t take long --- 

six books, a mess kit, change of clothes, swim trunks and flip flops.  I turned the TV back on.  

Nothing much was happening at the moment on the TV with the Olympics and the other channels 

were full of mid-day soap operas that didn’t do much to capture my attention.  I shut the television 

off, propped up the pillows on my bed, grabbed Tropic of Capricorn by Henry Miller to begin 

reading when the customary knock came with out response and the door opened ushering in the 

nurse to take the first control withdrawal before drug administration.  And to my welcome surprise 

without fanfare or a proper ticker tape parade the Lovely Leslie appeared like Joan of Arc, Amelia 

Earhart, Florence Nightingale, Jean Harlow, Ursula Andress, Brigitte Bardot, Emma Peel and 

Sharon Tate all in one before my infatuated eyes.  She was wearing the same tight short black 
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skirt and a sleeveless white shirt with stripes tucked in.  She really did have quite a figure, one 

that I’m sure she was aware of. 

  “Well hello Leslie.  So we meet again.” 

  “I can’t believe that you are on my rotation.  I certainly should have tried to trade.”  She gazed at 

me and I swear I detected her suppressing a smile but that would have been so out of character 

for her. 

  “Well we all have jobs to do Leslie and I’ll really try my best not to cause you too much distress.” 

  “How much is too much Mr. Mathews?” 

  “I thought we got past the Mr. Mathews thing on our last date.”  Well if there was any remote 

evidence of a smile it certainly was lost now. 

  ‘You are the most self-centered person I have ever had the pleasure to meet.  How can you 

assume that every interaction we have had or might have is just a prelude to fucking?  How do 

even get on in the world if you’re trying to make every woman you meet?”   

  Jeez --- she really did have a hair trigger and that was a load to dump on the plate, my plate, 

any plate. “Oh Leslie --- are you assuming I have no discretion?  That all women are identical, the 

same?  That women are only here to fulfill men’s fantastic carnal desires?  That the foremost 

thing on every man’s mind is diversion and fornication, to get in your pants?” 

  “Keep talking Trace --- you’re just digging a deeper hole.” 

  “I am in love with women but certainly not attracted to every one that crosses my path, quite the 

contrary, but I am to you.  And you have that attitude, feisty, caustic, that makes you interesting.” 

  “Oh I’ll show you feisty alright so much that you’ll want to crawl back up in your own ass where 

you came from.” 

  Wow --- did that just really come out of her mouth.  This Leslie has some pent up hostility that 

I’m not too sure I should be messing with.  She was so attractive and desirable in more ways than 

one. She was fiery intense, her face reflecting a sheen of the temperature already building inside 

and out. 

  “Bring it on!” I dared her.  “You’re really fuckin’ sexy when you get fired up.” 

  “OK Trace --- enough of this, this rationalization for your latent adolescent testosterone.  Stop for 

now.  I have to get a blood withdrawal from you and you’ll be lucky if I just don’t push that needle 

right through your arm.” 

  That made me a little nervous.  The previous techs and nurses on the studies I participated in 

before did not possess the greatest of technique when it came to needle skills.  Lucky for me that 

I have fairly prominent veins --- “ropes” is what one tech called them.  That tech didn’t have any 

problem but some of the others gave me bruises that lasted a week so that I had to wear long 

sleeve shirts in this summer heat.  An Asian guy in the first project I participated in where we had 

blood withdrawals every 15 minutes for four hours straight unluckily had veins barely detectable 

and the techs poked him so many times that by the fifth time, 1 hour and fifteen minutes into it, he 



                                     Copyright © 2014 R. Louis Silva. All rights reserved.   14   

was shaking so badly he was about to lose his shit and couldn’t take it anymore.  He had to quit.  

A nurse on the second testing had such a hard time with me she went straight in at 90 degrees 

with the needle instead of at an angle, so that clear liquid was coming out.  What was that --- 

plasma?  By that time I had seen enough blood withdrawals that I had it pretty down as far as 

technique went so I gently moved her hand away from the needle, pulled it out and inserted it at 

the optimum 30 degree angle.  She looked around but I didn’t say a word and neither did she as 

she took the reins back and rode off into the clinical sunset. 

  “Well maybe you should take some deep breaths before you practice your dart board skills.” 

  “Everything will be fine.”  She said now with a genuine smile that I wasn’t sure how to interpret.”   

  “Dosey doe.” 

  “I’m pretty good at divorcing myself when I have too.” 

  “Hey --- not so fast on that divorce talk.  Aren’t we still just in the honeymoon phase?” 

  Now with this she actually started to laugh.  Was it possible that I managed to penetrate through 

her tough veneer?  She brought her blood kit over and set it at the foot of the bed I was lying on 

and sat down half facing me but so she could swivel from her kit to my arm.  Our bodies were in 

contact.  She took my left arm that was closest to her and extended it out with my palm up.  Her 

shirt was unbuttoned one too many and I could see her bra loose and the definition of her full 

breasts.  If there is anything that can take your mind off someone stabbing a needle in your arm, 

this was it.  She gave my arm a smooth stroke to see where the veins would pop up then pushed 

up on my t-shirt sleeve.  Her hair hung onto my arm.  She felt the topography of my arm but 

pushed repeatedly on the main vein opposite my elbow.  She was slow to let go of my hand. 

  “Well Mr. Mathews, it’s not going to be too hard finding a vein on you.” She smiled.  “You seem 

to be pumping a healthy flow of blood.  You’re going to make me look like the queen of 

phlebotomy.” 

  Her butt was firmly against my thigh and when she swiveled to get the constricting band and 

specimen tube she rubbed against me.  I could feel her heat and could smell the feint trace of 

cigarettes through her perfume but it was not offensive.  I started to make some wiseass remark 

about finally getting her into my bed but sensibly decided not too.  Never had I ever thought that a 

blood withdrawal could be so sensual and I think something was happening, some new chemistry 

between us and not the lab type.  She fastened a plastic ID bracelet on my wrist with my name 

and an assigned participant number.   She sterilized her hands and put on gloves before using a 

sterile pad in a circular motion away from where she was going to puncture me.  She inserted the 

needle perfectly, sliding it in slowly, feeling no pain as the tube started to fill up and her eyes 

darted back and forth to mine that were locked in on hers. 

  “What are you looking at Trace?”  She said as she gently pulled out the needle and completed 

the withdrawal. 

  “I just don’t want it to end.” 
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  She looked puzzled.  “What do you want me to do --- poke you again?” 

  “Well not exactly --- but I should be able to reciprocate --- you know poking somehow.” 

My face felt hot and I wanted to roll her over on the bed, mess up her hair and then some.  She 

was putting that gauze they put on and taping it to my arm and then sat upright staring at me.  

Her mouth was half open, hair falling towards me.  It felt like a minute there but probably only 10 

seconds. 

  “Hmmm --- “ she said and then inhaled, almost a sigh.  I felt like I was in a novel or a movie 

where at any moment we were going to tear each other’s clothes off and go at it but instead she 

turned with her back to me leaning forward to pack up her kit.  Her shirt came untucked from her 

tight low slung skirt at the small of her back.  A bead of sweat rolled down and disappeared into 

her pink underwear between her contours.  I could see her bra strap through her shirt with three 

hook clasps, a sign of the beefier bras for larger confinement.  I was on sensual overload and I 

couldn’t resist.   I placed my hand on her back above her bra strap. 

  “No Trace.” She said calmly as if expecting this.  “Not here, not now.” 

  Talk about blood rushing through my veins.  Yowza!  I imagined a slight chance of something 

happening between us but I thought she was decisively resolute about her feelings towards me.  

Not here, not now I could only interpret as a green light. 

  “When then?” 

  With her back still to me she said  “I can’t believe this is happening  --- you know you really are 

such an ass but there is something I do like about you.  What are you doing here?” 

  “What do you mean?” 

  “Why don’t you have a job back where you live, where your home is?  I can’t believe you don’t 

have a girlfriend.” 

  “All these questions --- legitimate --- but I just thought I’d take a break before I resume the 

madness.  Life is short.” 

  She turned around to me puzzled again and glassy eyed.  She cupped my face in her two hands 

and kissed me slow and passionately.  Menthol cigarettes I tasted on her tongue.  Kissing 

someone for the first time is always a sensation or I imagine in some cases not so much.  It really 

is wonderful how much emotion and feeling is transmitted with lips, mouth and a tongue.  And 

what an absolute turnaround she just maneuvered which did give me psycho worry thoughts but 

jeez she tasted good and I tried to pull her towards me but she backed off. 

  “I have others I have to get to.”  She said sounding like a prostitute nurse standing up and 

adjusting herself, unzipping her skirt enough to tuck her shirt back in, pushing up on her bra and 

swiping her hair back behind her ears. 

  “Do others get this same treatment?” 

  She blushed; half smiled but didn’t say anything. 

  “Come back after you’re through.”  I said. 
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  “Can’t.  This first day is busy.  I’ll see you this afternoon Mr. Mathews.”  And she was out the 

door. 

 

  I went to the lab 5 minutes before 12 to ingest my first pill and there was no one there.  Behind 

the front counter were charts on the wall of the different studies and participants.  Mine had 20 

people with a line through Mark Meyers name, the guy who was in my room but in another 

universe, leaving 19 in ten rooms and me being the only one in a room alone.  The other two 

tests had 20 each as well, 20 more rooms but both of those only lasted 5 days.  Suddenly as if a 

recess bell went off dozens of people came out of doors, from the different ends of the corridor 

and out of consequence found myself first in line to get the whole carnival started.  Leslie was 

there along with two other nurses but she didn’t acknowledge me in the slightest way.  I guess 

we’re playing the --- I don’t know you game, can’t mix work with play and that was all a dream 

back there in room 214. 

  Behind the lab counter a smiling Eileen greeted me. She talked to me as well as the whole line 

behind me. 

  “Hi everyone, I’m Eileen.  When you come up to the lab counter, to save time and to verify who 

you are, extend your arm to show us your ID bracelet on your wrist.  We may get to know you but 

we will always want to verify your identification each and every time to avoid any confusion or 

mistakes.  Administration of the pharmaceuticals is very critical if we are going to derive 

conclusive results for viable research.  This first time we are all reporting at once but each one of 

you will be given an individual schedule with specific reporting times to the lab.  This is your 

responsibility, your job; this is what you are getting paid to do.  So use the digital alarms provided 

each participant in every room and if you need help in figuring that out then we can also help out.  

OK then let’s get started.” 

  Since I was the first I presented my wrist for ID. 

  “Trace Mathews --- OK let me pull your schedule.”  I looked over at Leslie to see if she looked 

up when she heard my name.  Not a move outside of her doing that paper thing again with a thin 

stack, knocking them on the table to straighten the edges. 

  Eileen handed me a schedule with my name on it and a paper cup with water in it.  “Hold out 

your hand.” She said displaying with hers.  I did and she emptied a pill from small clear 

cellophane into my hand.  “Bottoms up!”  She said smiling.  Now for a spit second thoughts reeled 

in my head.  This ingestion demanded complete trust on my part that this medical research 

establishment was acting in good faith in administration of safe and sane pharmaceuticals.  I had 

no way of knowing.  They could be giving me a mind-altering substance that could color my future 

view of life, distort my perception of reality, and derail my ambition, continuity and conformity.  I 

might and could take the fork in the road never taken and I could wander forever in forests forever 
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lost in the abyss and misery.  Not much of a chance I thought and swallowed the pill with the 

water. 

  “Open your mouth please.”  She said which caught me by surprise.  I did.  She nodded to verify 

that I had swallowed the pill. 

  “OK everyone --- that’s how it will go.  Thank you Trace for being our example.  Now we can 

make three lines here, Group 1, 2 & 3.  Check the group chart up there.” 

  I was in Group 1 and Leslie moved in to take over for Eileen who must have been better at 

making presentations.  I did have to remember that the Lovely Leslie did seem to be pretty much 

a miserable soul.  She didn’t smile at the next guy in line who already forgot to present his wrist 

for ID purposes.  She pounced on him. 

  “Who are you?  Where’s your ID?” she barked. 

  “Uh sorry” the guy said sheepishly.  I was standing off to the side but had to remark. 

  “Watch out --- she’s feisty.” 

  Leslie’s face turned bright red as her eyes rose and glared at me like two lasers zeroing in and 

destroying a whole metropolis the size of Tokyo. 

  “I believe you are finished.”  She said this in a syllabic monotone with cadence so it came out 

like I – be – lieve – you – are – fin -- ished.  

  “Well yes -- I – think – I -- am.”  I said mocking her cadence and slinkered off, my skin decimated 

to smoldering ash. I felt like I was back at square one. 

  I thought I would see Leslie when I came back for the series of blood withdrawals but she never 

was there.  In the afternoon I decided to go check out the pool scene and on the way there 

walked past the lab and sure enough there was Leslie doing a withdrawal.  She didn’t see me but 

it did confirm that she was on the job.  Now the mind could escalate into thoughts that might not 

even be real or happening.  The mind has a curious method of fabrication that doesn’t always act 

in good faith.  The insecurities and doubts rushed and reeled in.  Could she possibly be avoiding 

me, checking my schedule and conveniently taking a break when I was supposed to be there?  

All of a sudden she seemed to have me in her grips.  It was that kiss.  She went out on a limb 

mixing work with play and acted on her desire and pulled me into her world of which status I knew 

absolutely nothing about.  I needed to put the Lovely Leslie out of my mind before I started to 

obsess about her, something I have certainly been prone to do.  I continued on down to the 

swimming pool. 

  The pool was an enlightening experience not so much for the pool, which was huge and well 

maintained, but for the conversation I had with a Dedham Inn Maintenance Man.  He wore green 

short sleeve coveralls with pencils, pens and small tools in his chest pocket with a whole slew of 

keys dangling from a retractable ring at this waist.  His name was Vincent identified by a white 

oval patch with red letters.  There were three young women on the opposite side of the pool on 

chaise lounges reading but not in swimsuits. 
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  “Do you take care of the pool?”  I asked Vincent as he was walking back past me. 

  “Yeah --- but it pretty much takes care of itself.  No one can swim in it right now.” 

  “Why is that?  It looks perfect.” 

  “She’s a beauty even with out heat.” 

  “Is that why --- no heat?” 

  “No --- liabilities.  They don’t let no one in the drug research tests go swimming.” 

  “What about the rest of the motel guests?” 

  He laughed.  “There ain’t no other guests, just you bunch of guinea pigs.” 

  “You’re kidding me.  The whole place.  Who owns it?” 

  “Pharmaceutical conglomerate.” 

  “I thought it was just us on level 2.” 

  “That’s just the men’s wing.  The other side over there --- that’s where the ladies stay.” 

  “What a waste.  Couldn’t they make more money as a real motel?” 

  “Lot of money in drugs.  Only close it down to the public during the testing.  Rest of the time it’s 

a normal place.  That’s why the No Vacancy sign is on.” 

  “Thanks for the info Vincent.” 

  “Vincent?”  He laughed looking down at his name patch.  “Yesterday I was Artie --- I just grab 

whatever is on top of the stack.  Name’s Brad.”  He turned and walked away. 

  “Hey --- well thanks Brad.” 

  Brad was too far away to hear.  So the whole other wing of the motel is filled with women.  Wow. 

There must have been good reason to separate the sexes and not even disclose that there were 

other tests in progress.  It made me wonder, looking over at the 3 women on the other side of the 

pool, what kind of woman would subject themselves to such a thing as taking untested drugs for 

money.  The three looked fairly normal but not beauty queens by any stretch.  You could make 

assumptions and group them into stereotypical roles, typecast them as down and out or possibly 

just having run out of conventional viable options.  Then it hit me.  Leslie could have those same 

preconceptions about me that I just made about those women.  When she asked me “What are 

you doing here?” it was because I didn’t fit into her norm, her typical dye cast depiction of the 

research test subject.  She had her own caste system of which I was an untouchable adhering to 

a distinct and separate if not lowly code of behavior.  False and prejudiced without a doubt but 

here I was projecting the same bias on the women across the pool.  I walked around the pool to 

go talk to them. 

  Two of the women were talking very quietly but looked back down at their books as I 

approached.  The third one looked up when the two stopped talking and just fixed her gaze on me 

as if she was sizing me up.  She had short black hair, dark eyes, concave cheeks and really thin 

lips, pencil thin.  She had on black shorts and a white tank top, no bra, fairly flat chested. 
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  “Hi --- I was just talking to Brad over there, the maintenance guy, and he told me that this whole 

other wing of the motel is filled with women which I was unaware of taking part in the research 

program.” 

  “Research --- is that what you call it” Thin Lips said.  Her words were soft and elastic.  “I feel like 

I’m a rock star.  They give me drugs and pay me money.”  The other two laughed and put down 

the magazines they were reading.  One wore too much makeup or it was put on wrong, I can 

never tell, but it was thick and pasty as if she was covering up something.  Her lipstick was also 

thick, a tan flesh color, black eye makeup and bleached platinum hair.  The third girl looked pretty 

young but in the ad I responded to the requirement was for people from ages 21 to 30 so she had 

to be at least that.  She appeared to be short lying face down with very long brown hair. 

  “It is a pretty unique situation,” I said.  “So what drugs have they given you?”  I looked at each 

one of them. 

  Thin lips said, “Muscle relaxers --- I’m just waiting to score a couple of tall malts.”  I knew what 

she was talking about.  Adding alcohol to Quaaludes kicked it into a whole other dimension.  Malt 

liquor would certainly get her there. 

  “I wish I could help you but I think they got this place buttoned down tight.” 

  The girl with the pasty face busted up laughing.  “Looks like girls we’ve got a virgin here.  Is this 

your first sleepover?  Hope your mommy packed your jammies.”  The third girl lying down buried 

her head in the chaise lounge laughing. 

  “As a matter of fact it is,” I said trying to retain some amount of dignity in the face of her 

assumption, correct as it was. “Is there something I should know?” 

  “That depends.” Thin lips elaborated with a most minimal response. 

  “Depends if you want to party?” Pasty Face added 

  “With us” Third Girl finally spoke.  “We have a delivery coming in after dinner.” 

  “Shut up Kathleen!  We don’t know who this guy is.  Could be a Pharm Company Narc.” Pasty 

Face said. 

  “Nawww --- he’s a pussy.”  Thin Lips barely got out.  “Look atem.” 

  “Oh easy Carol --- you’re gonna make him cry.” Pasty Face said seeming to be refereeing the 

other two. 

  “Cat --- I mean pussy ---- cat.  Come here and curlup on my lap pussycat.” Thin Lips now Carol 

amended with the roundest of words. 

  “Aren’t you feeling amorous?”  Third Girl Kathleen said now swinging her legs around and sitting 

upright.  She was as short as I thought and the plainest of the three and refreshing without a trace 

of makeup.  “I thought we already decided that he was mine.” 

  “Do I have anything to say about this?  When was this decided?” I asked. 

  “When you were over there talking to Mister Pool Dick.  He’s a prick.  Acts like we’re invisible.” 

Pasty Face informed. 
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  I started to feel a little self conscious with the three of them staring at me waiting for a response.  

Their brazen uninhibited remarks in this role reversal I did however find amusing.  Carol was 

staring right at my crotch.  Pasty Face sat smiling nodding her head as if she was agreeing to 

something.  Kathleen got up from the chaise maybe too fast and stumbled forward and I caught 

her in my arms.  She was laughing again. 

  “Wow this is going better than I ever imagined.” She said holding on with her arms fully around 

my waist.  I guessed that she was also participating in the muscle relaxer study where inhibitions 

are slashed surrendering to solicitation and supplication.  I felt I could oblige. 

  “You two need to get a room --- my room --- let’s go.” Carol prompted but made no attempt to 

move.  She appeared to be effectively relaxed. 

  “So all three of you are taking muscle relaxers?” 

  “No they got the fun drug.  I’m doing the Poo Test.” Pasty Face answered.  “Get to crap in a bag.  

We’ll see how that goes.  I got a week to come up with something.”  

  “Four times --- you need to give them four stool samples.  I’m in the same test.  No stool, no 

money.  Should be no problem.” 

  “Full of shit are you?” Carol who looked like she was ready to nod off quipped. 

  Kathleen was still holding onto me her face buried in my chest, her hair below my neck.  She 

smelled like cinnamon.  I kind of danced her back towards the chaise and she took my lead and 

then set her back down. 

  “Hey --- is the dance over?  I didn’t hear the music stop.” 

  Carol and Pasty Face just ignored this.  Pasty was still thinking about the stool samples. 

  “Well we might have to work out some trade deal if I come up short Poowise” she said with a 

forced smile and raised eyebrows. 

  “Shit for beers --- I think we could work something out like that.” I said. 

  “See Brenda --- puss puss.” Carol said from the edge of consciousness. 

  “Wasn’t necessarily talking about beers Mr. Naive.”  Brenda Pasty Face clarified. 

  I guess she called that one right because I hadn’t been thinking anywhere along those lines with 

her --- Shit for Sex --- that would be a first, a somewhat stinky proposition.  But one must keep an 

open mind in the fast moving arena of drug research.  I looked over at Carol a fine example of 

someone who has struggled and ascended to the highest rung in pursuit of scientific research. 

  “Kiss Kiss Puss Puss” Carol uttered through her pursed thin lips. 

  “Well I’m open to all these opportunities ladies --- dancing, kissing, puss puss, sex for shit --- 

why not hey?” I had to say something.  “But tell me how you get deliveries?” 

  “Inside job” Kathleen blurted out.  She was back lying down on the chaise lounge but on her 

back looking at the sky. 

  “Kathleen!  Never reveal your contacts or sources.  Those are our poker chips.” Brenda scolded. 
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  “Don’t need no poker chips to fuck.” Carol said now having reached her lowest common 

denominator of nomenclature.  

  “Come over here puss puss.”  And I wanted to; she had that edge that would be exciting. 

  But of course I did nothing but confirm their belief that I was an imposter of love, not really ready 

or capable of bending them over poolside and driving them to Tucson. Though I felt that in my 

head I could never ever convey that machismo to any woman I was scheming on.  Hard with 

intention but limp on impression.   Effectively zero.  I needed to work on that but for right now I 

had my responsibilities.  I had to get back to the lab for my next blood withdrawal.  And that was 

part of the problem I had with routine and responsibility.  I should have just shrugged off the blood 

withdrawal and taken the girls back to their rooms. 

  “Well, gotta go girls, duty calls and I have to report for a blood withdrawal in five minutes.” 

  “Good luck with your doo doo duty.  That’s too bad ivy boy cuz I was going to let you taste 

something like never before.”  Thin lips Carol got out though it looked like she was dead asleep.  

“And I can see your cock throbbing for me in your pants.” 

  “Carol!” Pasty Brenda yelled out and Kathleen went into hysterics turned around burying her 

face in the foot of the chaise lounge pillow.  I wished I were taking the drugs they were. 

 

              

                                            *  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  * 

 

 

  I woke up early and read for awhile until I felt that familiar stirring deep in my bowels that only 

meant one thing for me which in normal situations would be no big deal and I wouldn’t even be 

telling you about it now except for the fact that this is the test where defecation into a plastic bag 

was a prerequisite to a pay check at the end of the line.  It was a tricky affair because we were 

instructed that they wanted only feces and not urine.  Well this is a whole new ball game as far as 

the routine regiment of toiletry goes.  I had never given much thought to it before this point.  Of 

course we are all aware they are separate but they both flush down the same shithole.  Without 

any more details let’s just say that I’m sure there’s a learning curve to this evacuation procedure 

that I hoped I could improve on. 

  So with stool in bag and bag in a plastic Tupperware like container I decided to drop it off at the 

lab before going down to get breakfast.  Lo and behold if it wasn’t the Lovely Leslie crewing the 

lab in solitary.  I walked up and set my contribution gently on the counter.  It was still warm. As 

usual she was doing something with papers that commanded her attention even though I saw her 

quickly look at me then back down again.  She was most obviously happy to see me.  I watched 

the second hand on the lab clock go from 7 to 1 before she found a suitable place to pause and 

address. 
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  “I should have known that you would be the first one to give me shit.” 

  Well-done Leslie.  That nail bed she must be sleeping on is doing wonders for her disposition.  

Remember this is the same Leslie that kissed me so passionately that I knew she smoked 

menthols. 

  “It is rather appropriate that I am the first but I predict and foresee hordes of young men waiting 

in line just to give you shit Leslie.  Good Morning!”  She didn’t smile, failing to find the humor in 

any of this.  

  She looked to make sure it had an ID label on it and that I had filled in the date and time which I 

had.  She did this without touching the specimen.  “Put it over there in the Group 1 Locker” which 

was a cold box type of affair.  I opened it and there were racks all of them empty. 

  “Top shelf?” I asked sliding it in. 

  “It really makes no difference.” 

  “Well I think it really deserves top shelf.  This is some really good ---“ 

  “Trace!  Enough of you contrived shit observations.” 

  “I do think you started it --- I really doo doo.” 

  “Oh crap!” 

  “See you can’t stop can you Leslie?” 

  At a certain angle and maybe in a different light one might have been able to detect the slightest 

trace of a smile now emanating from the corners of her mouth --- ah but then it was gone. 

  “You know I was wondering Leslie if it was in your scope of work to make house calls for one of 

the afternoon withdrawals seeing that we never seem to get to have the time alone together we 

most certainly deserve?” 

  Leslie’s mouth and nose scrunched up with her eyes squinting as if she had just opened up one 

of the specimen containers and smelled something distasteful.  “How is it that out of all the test 

subjects you end up in a private room?” 

  “It was just meant to be Leslie --- the writing’s on the subway walls, tenement halls.” 

  She looked away at some point at the corner of the room but really not looking at anything and 

then back at me.  “Someone needs to kick your skid mark ego back up your asinine ass where it 

belongs.  Do you ever let things just happen or do you insist on fucking it up with snarky 

comments that take the air away from any possible fire?” 

  “I never ----“ 

  “Right Trace you never think before you speak --- your brain has no filters.  You could be half 

charming if you’d keep your mouth shut.” 

  “Charming?  What fun would that be?  I would be out of character.” 

  “This isn’t a play or a ripped out page from a cheesy paperback.  This is here, now --- I give up --

- wait give up what, there is not even anything here to give up.” 
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   I was perplexed or maybe it wasn’t blatantly obvious in my remote mind how conversations are 

steered and then escalate into something lacking no resemblance to the original premise or 

intent.   I wanted to get to know her better and perhaps the privacy of my room was too forward of 

an itinerary.  She did seem to have misconceptions, expectations and delusions that were not 

exactly coinciding with my persona. Totally opposite were the poolside girls who just put it out 

there even though the inhibitions of the two were compromised by relaxers that masqueraded the 

brains gatekeepers.  It felt that I was doing my own clinical study or sampling of the female 

psyche here at the Dedham Inn. 

  “So the house call is not in the cards?” 

  She had relaxed a bit now in the aftermath of her maelstrom.  “Probably won’t fit into your game 

plan.  The only way a nurse comes to the room is when the subject doesn’t make the withdrawal 

time at the lab.  Then we have to go chase it down.  It’s a ten dollar hit every time that happens.” 

  With that plan hatched in my head I decided to preserve the seemingly thin thread of passion 

that she might be holding onto and be on my way.  “Well off to breakfast Leslie --- Eggs Benedict 

and Mimosas --- you game.” 

  “No more games Trace.”  She turned around to find a stack of papers to tap the edges. 

 

 

                                               *  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  * 

 

  I thought about purposely missing my blood withdrawal to trigger the nurse chases you down in 

your room drill but that afternoon I never saw a sign of Leslie when I was passing the lab.  Ten 

dollars would not be worth the room service if it were not going to be the Lovely Leslie at my 

bedside.        

  The serving time for meals was pretty loose down at the Inn’s restaurant called the Wayfarer.  

So loose in fact that it was fairly continuous and the chance happening of running into the Pool 

Queens never materialized until dinner on day 2.  The Wayfarer was a huge affair of row after row 

of tufted orange Naugahyde dining booths, standard fair for coffee shop and restaurants housed 

in a motel such as this.  The carpet could probably make you fall from dizziness if you stared at it 

while walking.  I always wondered who designed the carpets for restaurants and Movie Theater 

lobbies with enough geometries, florals and paisleys to nauseate a weak stomach too full of Milk 

Duds, Junior Mints, buttered popcorn and Bireleys Orange.  A familiar hazard for me as a kid was 

to avoid the pool of barf camouflaged in these carpets before the restroom entrance, the telling 

indication that Operation Emergency Evacuation had fell short of success. 

  There weren’t any waitresses on duty having been relegated during the drug testing to 

maintaining the food in the Hof Brau smorgasbord, bussing the tables as well as having to police 

the alcoholic beverage consumption to some extent.  I say to some extent because they really 
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didn’t give a shit but they were supposed to check wristbands at the bar to see if that person was 

allowed to consume.  My experiment was OK to do so but the muscle relaxer one was a definite 

no.  They weren’t too happy about not being able to waitress being dependent on the tips that 

were the bulk of their wages.   There was a wicker basket at the end of the food line with a highly 

visible sign saying TIPS in marker pen that I dutifully stuffed a couple bucks into each time, a little 

more at dinner and there were a few more testes (maybe that’s the wrong word --- testers, 

testees?) that also gave their fair share but I’m sure it didn’t rival the normal intake.  

  The Pool Queens were sitting at one on the booths near the window having already gone 

through the line and secured at least their first pass on food.  I got a tray and plate and slid it 

down the tubular steel rails familiar to all cafeteria goers.   I grabbed some carrot and apple salad, 

macaroni and cheese and a saucy Salisbury steak affair with like chunks of I hoped were 

mushrooms and onions.  I put three bucks in the tip basket and saw a waitress over at the bar 

watching me.  Next stop was the bar in the dark end of the restaurant where the carpets changed 

from bright wild paisleys to black, blue and gold checkerboard to suggest the ambiance here is 

remarkably different.  You are crossing the border from coffee shop to Lounge where mind 

expansion inebriation style can take place.  This does limit the possibilities but what if in the future 

there were bars that offered drinks with real mind expansion potential --- Mescaline Margarita, 

Opium Fizz, Peyote Sour, Acid Alexander and Amanitas Martini.  Pay in advance; settling your 

tab now is to your advantage.  Tips included along with a map to get you back home, the most 

valuable tip of all. 

  “Could I please have a beer?” 

  “Wristband.”  The waitress needed to verify my number with the approved drinking list. 

  She looked up and smiled.  “Two beers or one glass of wine.” 

  “Two beers please.” 

  She laughed.  “I guess there’s no reason I can’t let you have them both at once.  I really don’t 

give a shit.  There’s nothing in it for me.” 

  I slid two dollars across the bar that she picked up and stuffed in her waitress apron. 

  “Thanks --- I really do appreciate it.  I saw you put money in the TIPS basket on the food line.  It 

makes a difference.”  She was over forty with a high mileage face that had sucked on too many 

cigarettes.  “Let me know if I can get you anything else.”  She winked at me.  I started thinking 

about bringing the Quaalude girls a cocktail. 

  “Well maybe so --- what’s your name?” 

  “Lois.” 

  “Maybe so Lois --- could you make two screwdrivers heavy on the vodka but so they look like 

the orange juices you get from the food line?” 

  She looked both ways and pulled two glasses from below the bar identical to the larger juice 

glasses used.  She set them both back below the bar and went to work. 
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  “And your name?” 

  “Trace --- Thanks Lois.”  This time I slid a fiver across the bar and just as smoothly without the 

least sign of detection she stuffed it as well into her apron. 

  “That’ll work.”  She set the two would be OJ’s on the opposite side of my trace to give it balance.  

“Now don’t make it too obvious Trace or we all go down the road OK?  I’m here until 8:30 and I 

can make you a To Go that looks like a milkshake.” 

  “Splendid!”  I said. 

  She raised her eyebrows making too many lines on her forehead.  “You’re not from around here 

are you?” 

  “California, San Francisco.”  I said regionally speaking.  “Thanks again Lois.” 

 “Sure thing Trace --- Do have a splendid time.”  She said making herself laugh. 

  I proceeded to take a circuitous route over to the booth where Thin Lips Carol, Pasty Faced 

Brenda and Kathleen the Third Girl were seated.  About halfway there they stopped talking and 

just watched me approach until I stood in front of them silently asking to sit with them. 

  “Well hello Ivy.” Carol said first from behind her not even half eaten sandwich.  Her napkin was 

crumpled up on her plate signifying she was through.  Her French Fries looked untouched. 

  “I brought some re-enforcements.”  I said pointing my nose down at my tray. 

  “Slide over and let him sit down.” Brenda said.  She still looked more alert than the other two 

that were still sporting a steady diet of Quaaludes.  Brenda was in the middle and shifted over 

almost bumping Kathleen off the edge like a shuffleboard puck probably due to her advanced 

state of relaxation. 

  “Hey!”  She was short and the booth swallowed her up.  She looked as though she could have 

been Brenda’s daughter especially if she had some crayons in front of her like they bring children 

in coffee shops.  There were no crayons though, just more half finished food, the same macaroni 

and cheese that I had but in this case she was still eating.  “Why didn’t you push the other way so 

he can sit over here?  Remember I had dibs.” 

  Carol eyed the new space next to her.  “Come on Puss Puss --- I won’t bite.”   She paused.  

“Very hard.” 

  Kathleen giggled and Brenda looked at her but not surprisingly.  I sat down and Carol made an 

effort to sit up but then resumed into a slouch.  Brenda pulled a cigarette from her pack of Larks 

and in practiced motion flicked her Bic lighter, inhaled, tilted her head back and exhaled in a 

plume above the table. 

  “Whud’ya got? Brenda asked already inhaling the second time. 

  “2 beers and 2 adulterated orange juices.” 

  Carol and Brenda both reached for the juices.  I had thought I had got them for Carol and 

Kathleen to enhance the pharmaceutical. 
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  “I’m not much of a drinker but I’ll take a beer thank you.”  Kathleen said needing a booster chair 

to even appear as if it was OK for her to drink it. 

  “You’re welcome Kathleen.”  Common courtesy was at least in tact with her. 

  Carol looked over to the bar and waved at Lois as if to thank her.  “That Lois is a doll.  She really 

came through last night huh girls?”  Lois returned the wave.  “She made us milk shakes.” 

  I started eating my dinner then paused for a sip of beer while Carol and Kathleen blatantly 

stared at me.  Brenda, working her way through the cigarette, seemed content enough aided by 

the screwdriver already half empty. 

  “Been watching any of the Olympics?”  Brenda asked looking straight ahead blowing smoke. 

  “Oh yeah --- that Nadia Comaneci is blowing the competition away.” I said mopping up some 

gravy with a chunk of Salisbury steak. 

  “I like the way you say blowing.” Carol said.  I guess I hadn’t paid attention but her drink was 

empty.  The way she was slouched her tank top was billowed out I could see entirely that she 

was braless.  She caught me looking. 

  “Are you looking at my tits Puss Puss?” 

  “Ah no” I lied feeling my face get hot.  “Just seeing that you finished your orange juice.” 

  “You two ought to get a room.” Brenda offered up speaking on an inhale. 

  “We gotta room Brenda, Carol and me.” Kathleen said now getting into her beer. 

  Brenda looked over at Kathleen in mock surprise.  “No shit Sherlock.” 

  “Speaking of shit,” I said redirecting the conversation.  “Any luck on the Feces Front?” 

  Kathleen giggled, sliding down a little more on the slippery Naugahyde. 

  “You’re so damn clever Ivy.  What else can that mouth do?” Carol said never letting up on the 

brazen overtones. 

  “Please I just ate.” Brenda responded.  “But no --- that toilet setup makes it hard.” 

  “That’s right Brendie, you tell him --- make it hard.”  Each word blended into the next. 

  “Jesus Carol!  Does everything have to be about sex?” Brenda reprimanded her.  I, on the other 

hand, was enjoying her tenacity. 

  “Well like I told you before, let me know if I need to smuggle some to you.” 

  “See I told you Brendie --- just another guy full of shit.” 

  “I can stuff it in a milk shake cup so no one would know.” 

  “Ewww …. disgusting.”  Kathleen said now almost under the table. 

  “That IS disgusting.” Brenda said.  “How could I EVER re-pay you?”  She said full of sarcasm. 

  “Enough of this shit.  Let’s go back to our rooms --- I’m horny.”  Carol said sitting straight up 

adjusting her shirt. 

  “Oh Gawd! Where does that leave me?” Brenda asked. 

  “I like you Brendie --- and you too Kath --- I just want to puss puss with Ivy.” 

  “Is that an invitation?” I asked. 
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  “Well Mr. Naïve --- it doesn’t get more obvious than that.”  Brenda said shaking her head I’m not 

sure in disbelief or disdain. 

  I finished up the carrot and apple salad having saved a last sip of beer for the finale.  I waited for 

a lead from one of them but I was on one end and Kathleen wasn’t even visible now.  Brenda, the 

only active one, was locked in but on her next cigarette.  This time she was blowing smoke rings, 

pretty good ones too, I guess for just hers and my amusement because the other two were 

behind the curtains of Quaaludes and alcohol.  Carol was sitting up but could have been a 

mannequin.  It’s funny how my visual first impression of her coming from across the pool was less 

than impressive but now sitting right next to her I was seeing her in a new light.  Her cheeks had 

the remnants of a freckle faced kid but were almost faded away and her skin was with out 

makeup or blemish.  Her angular face was relaxed so her lips were as full as they ever would be. 

She had thin eyebrows and short eyelashes with bright green eyes, small nose.  Her dark hair 

was cut short and was longer on the back and sides where she had spikey sideburns if that’s 

what you call them on women.  Brenda was watching me look at her then looked up to blow 

smoke so as not to bother anyone. 

  “Let’s get outta here.” She said.  “You help Carol and I’ll help Ragdoll here.” 

  Carol was the better one off because she was not the little peanut that Kathleen was.  She held 

on to my arm and we followed Brenda with her arm around Kathleen to the “women’s wing” of the 

Motel and took the back stairs to avoid the elevator that opens in plain view of their lab.  We went 

to Room 286 that Carol and Kathleen shared.  Kathleen let out a big “Yay” when we entered 

falling half diving onto her bed where she made one mighty effort to role over on her back with 

her eyes shut and a big smile on her face.  Carol sat down on the bed reaching to turn on the TV 

but missed.  I turned it on to more gymnastics, what looked like the finals in women’s floor dance. 

  “I’m in 262 if you need me but I got a roommate with a stick up her ass which is probably her 

reason she can’t go poo.  It might be mine too.  Have fun there --- Hey --- what’s your name?” 

  “Trace, I’m Trace Brenda --- thanks.” 

  “For what Trace?”  And she left closing the door so gently. 

  Carol seemed pretty out of it and she wasn’t smiling but then I don’t remember any smiles 

before.  She pulled the pillow away from the headboard so it was flat on the bed and lay on her 

back.  She unbuttoned her pants and slid her tank top up to her neck exposing her breasts. 

  “Help me Puss Puss.” 

  I took off her top and she took my hand and placed it on her breast but nothing felt right to me. I 

did rub her nipple because the opportunity afforded itself without feeling too perverted.  She was 

attractive enough lying there topless but how much fun was it going to be having sex with a 

woman on the verge of crashing.  She was beyond the threshold of coherence and to go any 

further as horny as I was would feel shameless bordering on permissive rape.  What is fornication 

without any form whatsoever of reciprocation?  I took my hand away and she didn’t even notice.  I 



                                     Copyright © 2014 R. Louis Silva. All rights reserved.   28   

had underestimated her crash ETA.  She had arrived at her destination.  I went back to my room 

and watched Nadia win the Gold in the Floor Exercise. 

 

 In the morning I once again brought my fresh feces in the Tupperware container to the lab 

counter where the Lovely Leslie glanced up only briefly from her relentless paper ritual. 

  “Good morning Leslie!  I brought you a little token of my affection for you this fine morning.” 

  She looked up at the container with a sneer that almost turned into a smile.  “You know where to 

stick it Mr. BM.  And I hope you know there’s no prize for who has the most contributions” she 

said waving her hand in the direction of the Group 1 Locker.  “Make sure the date and time and 

your ID is on the label otherwise we’ll have to call you back here again to identify your crap.  I 

hope you know your shit.”  She looked around after she said this to make sure the lab was vacant 

and then started laughing at her own remark.  It was the first time I had heard her laugh and it 

was almost scary, forced and deliberate somewhat like a courtesy laugh after someone tells you 

a tired contrived joke.  

  “Leslie tell me --- when you decided to become a nurse did you ever think you’d be doing this, I 

mean stabbing people with needles and collecting their crap?” 

  She stopped pounding her stack of papers and glared at me.  I thought it was another one of 

those moments where I had said the wrong thing, I mean there are, were so many times things 

come spewing out of my mouth like captions in cartoon bubbles that I would like to suck back in 

or at least take the giant gum eraser and wipe it clean from all comic air. 

  “Well Trace, I haven’t always been doing this.  First I was a floor nurse in the hospital where you 

get your share of blood, shit, piss and vomit even though there are LVN’s and Orderlies’ to take 

care of those matters there are always times when you’re in the direct line of fire.  Then I became 

and OR nurse assisting the docs during surgeries.  That was a good job if you have the stomach 

for watching people’s bodies splayed open and their vital organs pulsating and throbbing at you 

during operations.  I did that for two years before I botched that up.” 

  “Botched up --- what happened?” 

  She looked again at me, her penetrating eyes staring at me as if they could sear a steak, unlock 

a code or reveal a secret passageway to the tomb of Nefertiti. 

  “Why am I telling you this?  I don’t even know you.  It’s weird how I feel I do though.  ------- Well I 

fell in love with one of the docs, he was married, 3 kids, wife was friends with many of the other 

docs and nurses.  They socialized big-time.  He said he was in love with me and was going to 

leave his wife and just needed time to devise a change and put things in order.  He was going to 

sacrifice everything he had worked for to be with me.  What was I thinking?  It never got that far, 

not even close.  We got caught screwing in one of the supply rooms.  We had been doing it for 

months in different places in the hospital as well as rendezvous’ at out of town motels under my 

name.  He would never even get out of the car.  But I guess our number was up.  2 nurses came 



                                     Copyright © 2014 R. Louis Silva. All rights reserved.   29   

in on us.  One of the nurses was one of the wife’s close friend and it became a big scandal and 

you’d think that it would have calmed down but it didn’t, it just kept escalating into this monster 

that had a life of it’s own and it finally came down to either he goes or I go and that was a no 

brainer for everyone because he was the surgeon with the wife, kids and country club and I was 

just a dime a dozen nurse so I took this job which actually pays just as well leaving me feeling like 

the scorned scarlet woman I guess I am.” 

  “Jeez Leslie --- it’s really too bad you had to go through that.”  But it certainly did a lot to explain 

how miserable she always seemed to be.  It would be hard to push that out of your mind.  What 

she needed from my perspective was a little love and affection that I could most readily provide.  I 

think the big wheels and gears were finally starting to engage, it was just a matter of time and 

geography, a location such as my private honeymoon suite at the Dedham Inn.  Then I tried to 

put myself in his place, reaching down to actualize the love he must certainly have had for the 

Lovely Leslie. 

  “Maybe Leslie he truly was in love with you and that he thought it was possible to be with you 

but then when the whole thing exploded, was exposed, as much as he wanted to, he found it near 

impossible to dismantle his life for you because of how much it would destroy his existing life, his 

wife and family, the incredible foundation that he had spent his life to build.  I don’t think that 

would diminish his love for you but shocked him to the realization of the hurt he would be 

inflicting, the huge incidental damage that he would forever feel guilt.  I feel so bad for you to be 

in that position.” 

  “Oh don’t feel too bad for me, it’s my own fault for getting involved with a married man.  But for 

some time, in truth, I believed in his love, it did seem real and that we were going to be together.  

Anyway Trace, that might help explain some of the emotional outbursts I’ve unleashed on you.”  

She changed the tone of her voice. “But hey --- I’m not going to apologize too much because of 

the self centered asshole you really are.”  After that remark she smiled and put her hand on top of 

mine. 

  “Well I’m glad you got that asshole thing straight and you’re not not going to do something 

foolish like lose your head over me.  I can take a splinter out of your finger and I can gut a trout 

but I can’t say that I’ve ever set foot on the grounds of a Country Club.”  

  She was looking again deep into my eyes and then glanced over her shoulder seeing another 

nurse, Eileen, approaching down the hall. 

  “However --- I can compete on other levels” I added. 

  Smiling she said, “We’ll have to see about that.”   

 

                                                     *  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  * 
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  Brenda needed to shit big time and wasn’t producing the goods.  We sat with each other at 

breakfast and after some eggs and bacon minus the forbidden coffee, which could have done 

wonders for the entire evacuation process, she asked me in such a wonderful, succinct and 

abrupt manner that only she could muster up. 

  “I need your shit.” 

  Now I could really give a shit or for that manner never have a problem giving a shit and was by 

this point happy to oblige.  I really was full of it and wanted to stop talking about it and get on with 

it.   

  “After breakfast here I’ll deliver the goods.  I’ve got my quota so mine is yours.  I’ll bring it in a 

plastic bag inside a milkshake cup. It’s all yours from that point. I really don’t think anything can 

be detected before we collect our money. I fully guarantee that this is good shit.” 

  “Am I really hearing this --- you will give it to me so that I can get my money?  Thank you. 

Really, thank you for this.  I could kiss you ---- but did you wash your hands?” 

  “Well uh yes but I swear my lips never touched that shit, promise, not even a whisper.” 

  Brenda came up to me, wrapping her arms around me and kissed me like I had never been 

kissed before or at least not in the last year. I forgot about her pasty white skin, her bulging butt 

and her pudgy face --- she was kissing me to no end and I was fully engaged.  All this, I thought, 

for a load of crap. There could be a future windfall in this I still haven’t figured out exactly how but 

at the time I projected myself to be a millionaire on unparalleled proportions on the mere fact that 

I had regular bowel movements. I was a perpetual factory of unlimited resources and it was all to 

be so effortless.  Then the fear set in --- what if I developed constipation, or even an abrupt flow 

of production?  I could bankrupt the whole fandango creating undo stress on the dependents and 

shareholders of Shitstar Industries. 

 

  I know I needed to find a way of getting Leslie to my room but it was a crapshoot.  The blood 

withdrawal if you deferred to room service was ten bucks off your yield and a considerable 

amount if you were counting your pennies.  I wasn’t counting; I mean so far I had given up 

everything anytime to forge ahead and now wasn’t anytime to back away.  My first try and ten 

bucks into the hole was with a nurse / tech Doreen. She couldn’t had been any more pleasanter 

or accommodating but I had my sights elsewhere and I had to roll the dice again. 

  There comes a time when you think you generate a scenario or at least create or envision a 

situation to happen and in your easy chair, in this case my single bed at the Dedham Inn, where 

you feel something is coming your way, something you felt was so right, so natural, that with that 

expectation inbred you can only sit and wait for the eventual outcome you have so well contrived 

in your mind and now is becoming a reality. 

  The knock came at the door and I gave the expected response --- “Come In.” 
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  Through the door came the Lovely Leslie with a clipboard and a satchel filled with all the things, 

I guess, to take the delinquent blood withdrawal that I had so precisely orchestrated.  It was 8:45 

at night I remember and my blood withdrawal was scheduled for 8:15. 

  She entered as if it was routine and delinquent matter of affairs.  “Trace Mathews --- you were 

scheduled for an 8:15 blood withdrawal and neglected to show up and will be subsequently 

appraised a 10 dollar assessment.  Do you agree to this?” 

  “Wholeheartedly!” I readily assured her so happy to see her.  She was wearing a white shirt with 

a button unbuttoned where it should not have been. 

  “Good” she said and locked the door behind her. She had this sneaky smile on her face as she 

kicked off her shoes and came towards me. 

  “Lets get business out of the way first” she said as she opened her medical bag and pulled out 

all she needed for the blood withdrawal.  She unbuttoned another button on her shirt exposing 

her bra, which I guess I wasn’t supposed to notice. 

  The withdrawal was very clinical and no nonsense and she placed the labels on the tubes and 

sequestered it away in the dark satchel. 

  “Now” she said as if on a driven agenda “Trace, as my patient I must ask you to lie perfectly still 

while I conduct a physical survey.” 

  I thought on one hand that this was great but on the other I thought this was peculiar behavior 

and of course I wanted to derail this. 

  “I think I must kiss you before we proceed on this so called survey. I need to feel your intent.” 

  Leslie, still sitting on the edge of the bed, undid my belt buckle, unzipped my pants.  She 

unbuttoned her shirt all the way exposing her overflowing tits in her too tight bra that had one of 

those clasps in the front that I thought was the best ideas ever.  I reached up and released her 

and she fell on top of me kissing my neck and then me, my mouth, where the action is.  It was so 

good and true and felt that all the friction we had before had all come to this wonderful release 

and climax here in Room 214 at the Dedham Inn. 

  After many kisses and tongues traversing she went down and pulled my pants down all the way 

to my ankles, not taking them off but just leaving them there like some handcuffs or more 

appropriately ankle cuffs. After that she pulled down my boxer shorts and jammed them down to 

the pants and started teasing me with her fingers and gently breathing on me but never touching 

her mouth to my cock.  I was aroused to no end, she had me erect and throbbing and then for no 

apparent reason she got up and went over to the motel chair, grabbed a cigarette from 

somewhere that I couldn’t tell because I was waiting for her next move.  She lit up and took a big 

drag off the menthol cigarette as I sat there with my pants at my ankles and a boner to high 

heaven. 

  “Boy Trace --- if you don’t look stupid. I wish I had a camera.” 
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  I think there were times in my life that I felt humiliation, a time in kindergarten when I shit my 

pants, another time in fourth grade when I was giving the Student Council Report to the class and 

the rice and gravy boat from the cafeteria hadn’t settled too well and I threw up all over Kay 

Stumpf in the desk right in front of me.  These incidents were humiliating and embarrassing 

because of the others in attendance. This was something different --- just Leslie and me with my 

pants down and her dragging smoke on her menthol letting me lie foolish.  I could not say 

anything. 

  “You think you’re something don’t you Trace?  Well let’s just look at you now --- you got a dick 

for a brain don’t you?  You’re pathetic you piss ass little weenie! Grow up Trace --- or at least 

bigger than that!  That’s pitiful!” 

  She shoved her stuff into her bag, slipped her shoes on and seemed to glide across the room, 

smoke mentholating from her nostrils as if she hailed from Pamplona and shut the door. 
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