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There was nothing predictable about her, but there were trends. If the phone rang at 2:30 in the morning, just after last call, I knew she was standing in front of my building wanting to be let in. One night someone was banging on my door, and there she was, drunk and sexy and not the least be worried that it might be a bad time. I put on some Prince and we started fucking on the couch. That was one of the things I really liked about her, she adored Prince. Most people dismiss him as a novelty, rarely paying enough attention to hear how amazing he is. But she loved him—she got it—so when she came over I could play “Alphabet Street” and not expect a laugh. Halfway through "If I Was Your Girlfriend" she gives me a distressed look.


"Tony, what's wrong? You're fucking me so hard. Why are you so angry?" I'm not sure if those were her exact words, but that's pretty close. A lot of men might get confused or distracted when a woman forms full and logical sentences during sex, maybe even disappointed. But with her, you get used to the unexpected. I slowed down and realized I was angry. I only meant to be rough, rough as usual, but she was right, I was angry and didn't even realize it. A moment later she surprised me. Like I said, with her, the unexpected was so expected that there were never surprises. But this was one of a handful of times she really threw me off. 

"Tell me you love me," she said.


Love—the idea, even the word, makes me nervous with women I've dated for over a year. After six months of meaningless sex, suggesting love was definitely against the rules. I froze, speechless, unable to move my tongue or even breathe.


She looked frustrated, even desperate, "You don't have to mean it, just say it." And I did. And it felt strange and wonderful. I know I didn't mean it, but I don't know if I was just saying it.


This girl was crazy. I use the past tense because we don't see each other as much as we used to. But after two years of getting to know her, I have no doubt she's still crazy. She was more than crazy, really, but that doesn't matter to most of my friends. To them, her craziness trumps anything else I could say about her, which is why her nickname, when she isn't in the room, is simply "Crazy."

By "getting to know her" I mean having sex with Crazy. We actually met in the fall of 2002, through my best friend. They had met at Metro, this coffee shop on the drag where you could still smoke inside in the upstairs area. He was eavesdropping on a conversation between Crazy and her gaggle of gay friends. My best friend is a notoriously nosey person, like me, but even if he wasn't, not overhearing her would have been difficult. At some point he realized she was talking about people he knew from Houston and interrupted to find out who she was. His high school girlfriend had gotten married a year before, and it turned out that the hippie minister who performed the service was Crazy's ex-boyfriend. My best friend had already told me about the wedding and how all of the friends of the bride we're actually former lovers of the bride and how this comical tension was made even more ridiculous with the whispered rumor that the bride had actually slept with the minister as well. You can imagine the reception. Crazy added a new twist to the story. She knew that her boyfriend and the bride had fornicated, so of course she came to the wedding in a sexy dress and carrying a gun in her purse. Before I met Crazy, this is all I knew about her.


So my best friend and Crazy start hanging out and fucking (quick note: he also loves Prince). His girlfriend was in Germany for a year and she had given him permission to sleep around, as long as he was careful, of course. One night he invites me over to meet Crazy (the nickname hadn't stuck yet, but the adjective had definitely been used) and go out with them. She and I got along well; she was aggressive and rude, but smart enough to make it seem charming and witty. We went bowling. Six frames in, she's started a fight with one of the guys one lane over. The guy gave her an unsolicited pointer and that just isn’t acceptable. Moments later she was screaming at him for being a pathetic poser who wished he was white. He and his friends were Asian and clearly had the hip hop thug looking going, whether they could back it up or not. My best friend and I sat back and enjoyed the show at first, but pretty soon this guy called her a bitch and we could tell it was only going to get worse from there. My best friend steps in and starts to apologize for her behavior but when he saw that our Asian gangsta friend was wearing blue color contact lenses, he almost blew the deal. He got everyone settled down enough for us to make our escape. As we hurried to get our shoes on, blue-eyed soul gave us one last piece of advice: "You better control your bitch before she gets you in trouble." Words to live by.


Eventually my best friend had to sever sexual ties with Crazy. His girlfriend was due back in six months, and he knew an abrupt change would invite a scene. I saw her around campus sometimes and waved, but otherwise she was a humorous footnote in my life, an inside joke for me and my best friend when we wanted to laugh until it hurt.


One night in June of 2004, I walk to Hole in the Wall (the bar down the street with the appropriate name) to meet up with some friends. This is our bar. We know all the bartenders and get most of our drinks for free. Burhoe is working tonight and I order a gin and pineapple. I almost always order this, but it still invokes a confused look every time. Fritz always gives me shit for getting them, reminding me that it only adds to my already sleazy demeanor. Fritz is the only person I know who's clever and esoteric enough to call me out for drinking the same cocktail preferred by Humbert Humbert. I get my child molester drink and go looking for my friends.


"So, you went home with her again?" This is Christian. He's wearing a shirt with the Uzi logo on it and shaking his head in amused disgust. A year later, no one asked anymore, they just assumed I went home with her and feared for my life.


"Oh man, it was crazy." Fritz and Christian know that I don't brag about my sex life unless it's really funny or weird, so I've piqued their interest.


"Okay, so last night we're here and we're drunk--"


"Right, right." Christian knows this part already and can't stand the preamble before the good parts.


"And yeah, I'm still wondering if I'm going to risk my life yet again."


Christian is still nodding and nudging me to get to the point.


"And there is this one point where she's wandered off to talk to that tall blonde chick she's always with, and I'm thinking that maybe if they make plans, I won't have to decide for myself."


Christian finishes his beer and stands up.


"I'm getting another pitcher, anybody else want anything?"


I'm miffed that my story has been put on hold, but see that I'm sucking on ice, so I ask him to get me a pint glass and he nods and heads to the front bar.


Fritz wants to hear the rest of the story. "So yeah, what happened?"


"Wait for C to get back. It was pretty silly, actually. Cameras were involved."


"What?!"


"Hold on, I gotta pee." And I get up and head for the bathroom.


I'm halfway back to the table and I see that Julia has shown up. This is Fritz's lady. She's got the floor now, and I'm not excited about telling her about my night anyway. I lean against the rail behind us and zone out. A moment later, I spot Mr. Austin headed my way.


I'll call him Mr. Austin to hide his identity. He gets that name because if you hang out in the north campus area scene long enough, you'll meet him. He's one of many characters from the Mojo's-Spiderhouse-Hole in the Wall reoccurring cast. He used to sell used clothes out of the back of his van until Cream and Denim Edge cornered the market and he had to sell his van to make rent. Or maybe it was stolen. He's pushing 35 and if it weren't for his aged musician look and vibe, he would be a total joke. Seeing him is like seeing my future if I stay in Austin and never graduate. I admire and hate him. And ever since I saw Crazy run off with him a week before this night at the bar, I want to crush his teeth. I give him a nod as he gets closer.


"Hey man, how's it goin'?" He calls me man or dude or bro because he doesn't know my name. I've known his name for years and only hide it out of courtesy. He's never bothered to even ask my name in the hundreds of encounters we've had since 1999.


"It's goin, Austin," I make sure to use his name, thinking it will embarrass him, and only now I realize that it just added to his local fame.


"Have you seen that girl around?"


"Which girl are you referring to?"


"Oh, you know the one," he gets a phony starry-eyed look.” The one with the olive skin and the raven black hair."


I want to vomit. She went home with this guy? She's crazy for sure, and promiscuous, but she's not stupid at all. The Beastie Boys wrote a song about her called "She's Crafty." She would eat this guy alive and laugh in his face the first time he said some sentimental poetic shit like this. I'm not sure whether to laugh or write in anger, so I go with nodding with amusement.


"Yeah, I know her," I say.


"We hung out the other night; she's really a firecracker, that one." Normally, this would have been my breaking point, having someone tell me what sex is like with someone I'm also having sex with, but I know he's not describing her in bed. She's gunpowder for sure and this is something Mr. Austin and I can bond on.


"She's definitely something," I say.


He laughs. He has a really stupid laugh. I don’t mean the laugh itself has an unnatural or peculiar sound; his laugh sounds ignorant. His laugh reveals that even when he gets the joke, he doesn't get the joke.


"Well yeah, man, if you see her around, let her know I'm looking for her." I agree and make a mental note not to mention this to her, part of me knowing already that I will just to give her shit about it. He takes off into the void that is his fantasy world.


I turn back to my friends and see that Julia has put down the talking stick and they are just passing the time chatting now. I grab the empty pint glass and pour myself a Lone Star.


"Oh, so yeah, Anthony, what's the deal with the naked pictures again?"


"Oh nasty! Tony, your hairy body is the last thing I want to masturbate to." This is Julia. She and I have a friendship based on Fritz and talking shit to each other and other people. She really does find me repulsive, nevertheless.


"Tony, you did the whole "let's make a porn" thing last night?" Christian is very much the kind of guy who has done the whole "let's make a porn thing" and can not be shocked by anything most people would define as kinky.


"Yeah, dude. They took pictures of each other. They had cameras." Fritz has gone from presumptuous to creative confusion.


"Dude, did they both have cameras? You took pictures of each other naked and holding cameras? How post-modern!" Julia is nothing if she's not hilarious.


"No, no, no. Just shut up and let me tell the story." They lean in.

"Okay, so she goes over to her friend at the last minute and I'm thinking they're going to run off together and, y'know, part of me is disssappointed but mostly I'm relieved."


"I wonder which part of you was disappointed," Christian says, and I try to smirk but end up laughing with everybody.


"So I hear her tell her friend 'Yeah, come over after two and we'll hang out. Find as many people as you can and bring them, too.' Now I'm thinking she's throwing an after-party and I know I'm not interested in that. But then she spins around and takes my arm and starts dragging me out the door.


"As usual I let her drive us back to her place completely wasted and just close my eyes and pray we don't have a wreck."


Fritz is already getting a kick out of the story. "Wait, so in addition to the threat of getting dick cancer from this girl AND the risk of her stabbing you in the face while you go at it, you also have to worry about dying while going to her place?"


"You could see it that way."


"Do you want to die?"


I try to think of a clever comeback but the hesitation on my face is enough. Christian barks out a giggle.


"So we get back to her place and I'm totally drunk at this point. I can barely walk. And I'm not clear at all on whether or not a bunch of people are about to show up. She didn't bring it up or even seem to remember that she had set it up.


"We head straight to her bedroom and get naked, but before we go at it, I realize I'm gonna puke. So I say as much and run to the bathroom."


Fritz has a laugh that is better heard than described, but I'll attempt to do it justice. He laughs like a seven year old. Most of us learn how to control our laughter at a certain age. We develop a throttle for our laughter and only go to full strength when something is so funny that we can't control ourselves. This is how Fritz laughs all the time. So when I mentioned the need to puke, Fritz just let it out and got everyone else in stitches.


"Yeah, so I've got my head in the toilet and she's just standing over me yelling and whining at me. ‘ Are you okay?’ and ‘What the fuck’ and all that, like she can't decide to take care of me or be angry that I've ruined 'the moment'.


"And I'm freakin' miserable. I can't puke, but I know I have to. I'm just in that miserable limbo where you just feel sick. And she won't shut up. My stomach hurts and I realize I don't have to puke, I have to shit."


Now Fritz can barely stand up from laughing and Christian and Julia have gone from amused to gut laughing.


"Now, normally this would embarrass me, sure, but it's her and I'm drunk so I just get up and put my ass where my head was. Any sign of concern she might have been having just vanishes and she starts freaking out, yelling at me about how disgusting I am. 'Oh, Tony, you're so romantic,' and shit like that. She leaves and I'm thinking I can finally relax and get out whatever wants out of my body in quiet. But then a second later she runs back in with a camera saying if I'm going to crap instead of fuck her she's going to take pictures. I'm not sure if this is a warning or if she's trying to make this more fun for her, but I'm groaning and yelling at her to stop. 'Fuckin' shit, no. Put that away, go away!' and all that, but of course, you know me, right as she's taking the picture, I'm all--"


I stop to pantomime the moment. She had the camera ready and I couldn't resist mugging for the camera. I gave her my pouty face, my glamour pose, all the classics. When I recreate the poses for the boys, I think Fritz really does lose his balance for a moment.


"And she's thrilled that I'm playing along and starts playing photographer. I still feel sick and wasted and I can't seem to shit any better than puke, but we're having fun, so I feel a little better. Then there’s a knock on the door."


Fritz and Christian can't stop laughing to pick up on the plot twist, but Julia gives the "uh oh" face. She sees what's coming"


"She just goes stiff, terrified. ‘ Oh my God, who the fuck is that? It's two-twenty in the fucking morning!' She's really freaking out, confused. She honestly doesn’t remember inviting the whole bar back to her place. And I'm doubled over, debating on if I'm ever going to shit or if it's time to puke again, and she's spazzing out. 'Tony, someone's at my door!' and the knocks keep coming and I'm not sure what's stronger, my gas or my shock at how she really doesn't remember. So I finally gather the strength to pick my neck up and groan out 'it's your friend and anyone else she brought with her.'


"And she looks at me and says, 'Why would she come over?' 


"'Because you told her to! You said to bring the whole bar!’ and I could see the memory light kind of flicking right before her whole face turns whiney and she says, 'What am I going to do? I don't want them here! Make them go away' and I can't stand it any longer. I stand up and I feel like a zombie. I can barely see I'm so drunk. I march to her door, not at all worried that I'm naked, and throw it open. All I could see were people-sized shapes and I swing my arms around at her like she's the main event and yell 'here she is!' and indignantly march back to the bathroom to bury my face back in the toilet. I fall on one knee and the last thing I hear is 'But you told me to bring anyone I could find!' and I finally puke my brains out."


Everyone lets out their final bursts of laughter. And catch their breath.


"Dude, Anthony, do you see what happens with this girl?" Fritz shouts.


"Did you even fuck her?" Christian asks.


"No, I passed out and the last thing I remember was asking her where everybody was and her telling me she slammed the door in their face."


And then my time is up, my story is over. I start to wander off to get another drink and she comes walking up from the front bar, carrying a drink.


I'm excited to see her, but embarrassed, too. If she showed up a minute earlier, God knows what would have happened.


"Is that for me?" I ask, thinking I'm so cool and sexy I can just take her drink or at least get away with trying.


"Yeah," she says, looking bashful and sweet, two things she rarely is in public. 

I take the drink and decide that I am sexy enough to just steal it from her. I take a sip and it's a gin and pineapple juice.


"Pineapple? You don't drink this."


"I told you, I got it for you."
