




	 “You pushing any whiskey tonight, boss?” he asked.
	 “Yeah, yeah, we’re open. Just because I ain’t gots one 
of those fancy signs...yeah, well, we gots Jack Daniels, 
Black Label, Jameson, Dewars, Scoresby...whatchu 
wannnit mixed with?”
	 “Just a little ice. Give me a Jameson-rocks, a double, 
please,” Mikhail said. He watched the shirtless man move 
in obvious pain. His bones looked ready to rip through his 
stretching-to-the-brink skin and Mikhail wondered if the 
hunched-over man just wanted a little conversation. “All due 
respect, sir, but why do you say we? Do you have a bar-back 
hidden back there? There’s not too much space behind you.” 
	 The man turned his back to reveal a grotesque growth 
grinning at Mikhail from just below his left shoulder blade. 
The growth had its eyes sewed close, a mouth with razor 
sharp teeth, two holes ostensibly for breathing, and a frail 
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arm that reached out towards Mikhail. While the man hued 
a greenish glow, whatever was on his back seemed to suck all 
the light into its deep purple skin. There was an emptiness 
around it, like the periphery of a blackhole that destroyed 
even the darkness that came close.
	 “That’ll be 12 dollarssss, ssssssmart assssss,” the growth 
answered.
	 “Also, give me a High Life and a tequila soda, and three 
Jameson shots, if you could.” Mikhail paired Chevy’s bill 
with two of his own and placed them into the purple growth’s 
terrifying three fingers. He scraped its scaly skin in the process 
of transaction and shuddered as the sliminess interacted with 
his own hand.
	 “We ssssshall provide for theeee customersssss,” it said.
	 “Tell your friends,” the man said, turning back around. 
“We walk up and down all night, pouring heavenly shots of 
hellish liquids.”
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	 Mikhail glared at his plastic cup overflowing with Jameson 
and three ice-cubes and knew it’d be that kind of night. A few 
more drinks like this straight vat of whiskey would leave him 
flat. He left a decent tip and carried the shots over to Chevy 
and Jayson, who were already getting into it.
	 “I’m supposed to tell you fools that those guys pour a stiff 
drink,” he said.
	 “And Jayson is trying to tell me that The Internet should 
be free, no honey debt for the bee.”
	 Mikhail handed off the shots and went back to the booze 
cart to retrieve their follow-ups without giving a single 
thought to whatever his friends were discussing. Katya was 
still out there, as were new girls who wouldn’t try to ruin his 
night. Eventually he’d run into one or the other.
	 “Nothing is for free, man,” Jayson said, “but it seems 
backwards to keep The Internet out of reach to anyone without 
a six-figure salary.”
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	 “I don’t care about The Internet, 
let’s just drink these,” Mikhail said. 
“No toast, just booze, please.”
	 “I’m just saying, I make the 
damn parts for these buses,” Jayson 
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said, raising his plastic cup of a shot anyway. “Man, I just 
want to see what the shit looks like.”
	 They all drank their Jameson and Mikhail made room 
for himself on the concrete steps between Chevy and Jayson. 
They stared up at the “Bless This Mess” banner that flanked 
above the bars that they had no use for, the advertisement’s 
ambiguous nature discouraging them from exploring 
the cowboy-booted or candy-rave-coated contents in the 
establishments below. Mikhail could tell that the whiskey 
shot wasn’t his friends’ cup of tea as they struggled with 
its gaseous aftermath. He could drink the shit straight, 
alongside a steak dinner, but used his chaser first anyway. 
There were too many ongoing pissing contests to worry 
about who could best man-up a little liquor. Instead, they 
chased the harsh taste of booze and stared up at that silly 
sitcom of an ad.
	 “It’s pretty sweet, guys, and maybe tonight’s the night 
for you,” Chevy said. “One look at The Internet and bitches 
get wet...bet.”
	 “OK, now I’m on it,” Mikhail said. He didn’t want to 
get into a conversation about The Internet because just 
like politics and religion, the words always turned chats 
into debates. And Mikhail didn’t have time for debates, 
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but he couldn’t help himself. “I can’t look at this shit 
anymore. Why do we get stuck with this goofy sitcom 
guy and his mother-in-law and sexless wife when all the 
rich motherfuckers get to gaze upon The Internet? I’m 
27-years-old and I don’t even know what’s keeping me on 
these buses. It’s stupid.”
	 “I know that overhearing is absurdly rude and that 
interrupting is an even worse offense,” said a woman 
in a white veil, rudely interrupting their overheard 
conversation. “But the divide exists for a reason. And 
more importantly, The Internet’s inaccessibility exists 
for a reason. If beauty was meant for everyone, then 
beauty wouldn’t exist at all. There needs to be a curve of 
comparison and socialism only creates a flat line of ugly.”
	 The woman sauntered in her stance with a vicious 
set of curves. The waterfall of lace that flowed from her 
head snugly wrapped around her body in a single piece 
of fabric that only broke for seductive peaks at her skin. 
Her cleavage clear in sight, the white lace went down and 
around an unrealistic waist, before shelving off into an 
ass that walked a full step and a half behind her legs—legs 
shrouded in a grace of over-indulgence. It was the second 
wedding dress that they had encountered in the past hour 
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and Mikhail wondered if he was missing some sort of 
ceremony. The woman had dark eye-shadow and speckles 
of jewels glued all over her face, the combination of which 
accentuated the manic batting of her eyes. It was never 
certain where she was looking and her make-up was quite 
happy about the ambiguity.
	 “If you’ll excuse me, ma’am,” 
Chevy said, embellishing the regal 
protocol and dropping the rhymes as 
he always did when talking to a member 
of society’s upper crust, “I happen to 
agree with your stance on imposed 
regulations of the poor, but let me 
play Analog’s advocate for a minute...
The Internet exists as a power beyond 
human reconciliation. It is Los Angeles’ 
deity and to deny anyone access to 
their God would be sinful, am I right? 
That is, of course, just my own humble 
interpretation of the gospel blogs.”
	 “The gospels were written to keep 
order among a society without it. Access 
is just a want of the sinful. God created The 
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Internet for the people he deemed worthy, i.e. those whom 
capitalized upon Its great powers. If the poor really wanted 
to see The Internet, they’d work their way into a position 
where they could. One shouldn’t blame the prophets for 
the sloth of the lazy.”
	 “The prophets never would’ve lumped the lazy with the 
incapable,” Chevy respectfully said, “and they’d be the first 
to open up the shutters for those who couldn’t afford to see 
it on their own accord.”
	 “You wouldn’t know what it’s like,” Jayson said, winding 
up to deliver another blow to yet another unsuspecting 
female, “you have no idea. You were born with a silver spoon 
for every despicable hole.”
	 Mikhail hit Jayson with a look full of scorn and tried to 
intervene. “He’s a little bitter for some reason. It’s just that 
we’re not stupid, we work hard, do our best to be productive 
members of society...it just seems like a lot of bullshit to 
keep something so simple as the outside away from us. Plus, 
Jayson here probably just likes you. He flirts like a confused 
fourth-grader.”
	 “Knowing that you’ve never looked upon The Internet, 
I don’t expect that you know who I am,” the woman said, 
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speaking down to Jayson and 
Mikhail, both of whom were still 
seated. She took care to nod at 
Chevy, as if to exclude him from 
whatever she was about to say. 
“But even a cursory glance at the 
despicable advertisements that 
surround you should provide a 
clue about my importance.”
	 “I’ve never seen The 
Internet,” Mikhail said, “but 
I’ve seen too many promotional 

posters and screens for my own liking—”
	 “And he still has no idea who the fuck you are,” Jayson 
said. “And neither do I.”
	 “I am Britney Spears,” she said. “Brit-Brit by some, 
including Perez, Fortune of Spears by others. I’m known as 
Divine Diva by man, but to your ears, my real name might 
as well be unpronounceable, it would be nothing but binary 
code. That is just the tip of my legacy, but who are you to 
inquire my name?”
	 “I’m Jayson. Friend to these dudes and boyfriend of a 
woman who’ll remain nameless. Does that make me royal 
and capable of acceptable condescension too?”

93



Please Use Rear Exit

	 “I have never, in all my life, been accosted like this. Even 
the lowly factory rats, who flock into those Internet-forsaken 
bars with the cheap beer and peanuts, would never dare say the 
things you’ve said to me in such a tone. Even the irreparable 
members of the disgusting TSABDD have enough reverence in 
their coarse tongues for the affable words afforded to my station 
of being. I am not just a slave for you. I am not just the naked 
skin of desire—certainly not for those unaccounted for.”
	 As the words rolled over her religiously forked words, 
Mikhail looked down towards her ankle. Surely enough, there 
was a serpent intertwined with barbed wire, Chinese characters 
and a butterfly—the very symbol of Britney Spears. Below her 
tattoo, the strapped sandals suddenly seemed more expensive 
than the combined outfits of Mikhail and his friends.
	 “Please excuse my insolence,” Mikhail said, trying his 
hand at Chevy’s sudden burst of formality. “I did not recognize 
you. I’ve never seen The Internet and rarely cavorted with Its 
captors, but the question remains....why can’t common folk 
have windows into Its beauty?”
	 “It’s like, fuck,” Jayson blurted, “I’ve heard stories about 
The Internet since I was a kid, but my parents weren’t rich or 
anything, so all I got was stories. And that’s kinda shitty.”
	 “If The Internet was for everybody,” Britney Spears said, 
“then surely you’d have more than tales to tell.”
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	 And with that, she curtsied and walked off into the 
distance.
	 Chevy got up from the stairs and made a big deal out of 
stretching his back, arching and yawning and reaching without 
concern. He handed Mikhail and Jayson one of those stale faces 
and they too got up, making similar gestures of soreness.
	 “Which way are we going?” Jayson asked, looking left and 
then right and mumbling something about stupid bitches under 
his breath.
	 “I don’t want to do one of those nights where we just walk 
around in circles looking for the next best thing,” Mikhail said. 
“Is there a destination? Preferably one that Katya wouldn’t 
want to attend?”
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	 “Let’s just walk and talk and hope your pitcher don’t 
balk.”
	 “I hate those rich bitches,” Jayson said. “I’m sorry if I fuck 
up your game, but fuck, that hoity-toity attitude just ruins my 
night.”
	 “You sure it isn’t your lack of release?” Chevy asked, 
actually kind of concerned.
	 “Don’t start this up again, man.”
	 “He’s got a point,” Mikhail said. “You get so aggro the 
minute a girl—that isn’t your girl—is around. It shouldn’t be 
that way. Not that I know how you are around her, either.”
	 “It is what it is, man, but really? This is what it’s all about, 
a bunch of dudes having a Friday night out,” Jayson said, 
following Chevy and Mikhail through the #720’s crowd. “I 
don’t know why we keep talking about all the shit that brings 
us down. Since we got here, it’s been all Katya and restrictions 
and honey-dew lists and—”
	 “Wait, wait, wait,” Chevy said, stopping all movement to 
turn around and look Jayson in the eye. “What the fuck is a 
honey-dew list? Sounds like some triflin’ ish...”
	 “You know,” Jayson said before his voice rose three 
octaves to an unseemly mocking pitch, “Honey do this. Honey 
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do that. Honey, take out the trash. Honey, change the sheets. 
Honey, sweep the kitchen floor. Honey, do the bills. Honey, 
do the trimming in the hallway. Honey, trim my toenails.”
	 “Honey, trim my toenails?” Chevy’s jaw was aghast. “That 
ain’t real.”
	 “It’s real, man,” Jayson said. “Leaning over like that makes 
her Cri du Chat act the fuck up. Extreme vertigo. She gets 
dizzy, starts bleeding from her tear ducts, it gets nasty.”
	 “So she can’t lean over and give you head?” Mikhail asked, 
definitely concerned.
	 “Every once in awhile, she’s alright if I stand up and she 
kneels, but her knees aren’t that good either.”
	 “No, no, no. There’s a big difference between standing and 
getting head—great for random locations like the #780 or 
something—but nothing beats laying back comfortably. And 
only every once in awhile?”
	 “And sex is completely out of the question?” Mikhail 
added.
	 “She has teeth up inside her,” Jayson said. “Would you 
wanna risk that? And even if I did, those teeth are sensitive to 
the touch, like my dick was dry-ice frozen ice cream. I don’t 
want to hurt her...but seriously, I take out the trash. I sweep 
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the kitchen floor. I trim her toenails. Let me get my dick sucked 
while sitting in a chair, you know?”
	 “No,” Chevy said, matter of factly. “We have no idea what 
you’re talking about. It raises doubt. That sounds like hell. An 
angel fell, no ring for your bell.”
	 “Whatever, Brit-Brit is a cunt. And fuck you guys, too.”
	 As they walked towards an unknown destination, Mikhail 
started to get a bad feeling about their path. Of the hundreds 
of bars and clubs on the #720, it always boiled down to the 
same few establishments. Patterns were the devil of a night 
meant for secrecy. Repetition is the father of learning.
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	 “I thought I could tell you guys what’s going on with me,” 
Jayson said, so frustrated that he was taking the lead at this 
point. “It gets overbearing sometimes, with the questions 
about a raise she feels I’m due, but I’m not sure I’ll get. With 
the constant concerns about my whereabouts...of course, she 
ain’t Katya, but still, she worries. And worries are stressful. 
She worries about my commitment to her, because of all her 
health problems, they’re not exactly aligned with a normal 
relationship. But I’ve been real with her.”
	 “And maybe you shouldn’t,” Mikhail said. “Maybe you 
should get after your own. You shelter her. What about yours? 
You have to be sick of jerking off, right?”
	 “I wish I could jerk off, shit. She thinks it’s a sin or adultery 
or something. I just do it as quickly as I can in the shower.”
	 “This is the sorriest I’ve ever felt for you,” Chevy said.
	 “What? You feel sorry because I can’t jerk off? Oh man, the 
great Chevy still masturbates?”
	 “Not only do I appease my squeeze, I do it the best way 
possible. If you only have that option, you might as well make 
the best of it. Take notes if you must. If you’re going to tap your 
own well, at least warm up some lotion in the microwave. The 
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heat doesn’t last long, so it’s best to get it near boiling and do 
what you have to do to get yourself at a similar temperature. 
Right when you’re nearing the hump, the lotion should be 
cooled enough, and it’ll put you over the top. It might even be 
better than sex.”
	 “I either have a 90 second window when she gets something 
to eat while I’m showering or I have to fake a shit and do it from 
memory, man. Maybe I could warm the lotion with hot water 
from the tap?”
	 “No sir, you’re just tapped out. No fwap about...”
	 And that seemed to be it for that conversation. In a 
staggering formation, they waded through the seas of people 
they might’ve stopped to talk to, had there not been something 
else in the air that night. Chevy once again took the mission’s 
rudders, searching out weak links in the throngs of people 
milling about, just so that they could get ahead. And his lead 
started to scare the shit out of Mikhail. 
	 With every increasing step without word of where they were 
going, the bad feeling in Mikhail’s insides bubbled a little bit 
higher. Maybe it was Jayson’s martyrdom—because he really 
did love his unnamed girlfriend—or maybe it was the doom of 
their impending destination, but there was something evil that 
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Mikhail felt from his gut to his bone marrow. He didn’t know 
life in a relationship without the possibility of a blow-job and 
he definitely didn’t know life without masturbation. Or maybe 
he just felt guilty for judging Jayson, who might’ve owned the 
only example of true love that he’d ever come across. Then 
again, Anything was the only club Chevy ever went to down at 
this end of the #720. And knowing the tendencies of Katya’s 
friends, Anything was not the right destination for Mikhail’s 
deep-seeded desire of avoidance.
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