Author’s Note: This is just a rough version of an unfinished work and will most likely undergo some revision.  The views of the narrator do not necessarily reflect my own.  He’s a prick!  Please read the copyright notice at the bottom.


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

“I said, ’I’m going to spend the whole day naked.’ I mean, when did you ever… I mean, in your whole life, when did you ever spend a whole day naked?”  I reiterated this, then reinforced my point by fumbling my forearm along her side.


Her semi-dormant form snuggled back into the encompassment of my arms.  The caress of her naked curves made tough case for dropping my argument.  “So…”  The fog began to slowly clear from her brain.  “Wait…”  But alas, she was still caught up in the party-drugs-sex-booze binge from last night.


I gave up on waiting and interrupted her.  She’s a fucking moron anyway.  “I mean, what’s the first thing that they do when you’re born?  Well, after the, uh, umbilical and the spank to make you breathe… oh and the huggy-kissy shit with daddy and mummy.  Anyway, what do they do?  They stick your ass in some hospital issue jumper thing.”  Inspiration had struck.  I was really on a roll here.  I started to feel a little excited.  I was really on to something here.  “And then they stick you in diapers for years.  You can’t get out of wearing those.  You have to wear them all the time.  And… and by the time you’re potty trained, you’re trained to wear clothes too… Wow…”


There was a moment of silence.  Catherine lay completely still.  I tried to lever myself up as gently as possible to see if she was still awake, or if she’d surrendered to her soporific side.  She had her eyes open and her eyebrows were angled in an expression of incredulity.  She caught me looking at her, then twisted around to get a better look at my face.  She looked like she expected a big neon sign to be going off over my head saying ‘I’m full of shit.’  She scanned me for a second and drew her conclusions.  “You’re full of shit.”


Like a counterattack by Sun Tzu himself, her clever riposte left me staggered.  My momentary lack of reply left an opening for her to look over at the clock.  “Holy shit!” Abruptly, all I was sharing the bed with was a sensation of suddenly cool air caressing me where her warm flesh once did.  “Shit! Shit! Shit! I’ve gotta run…” she trailed off as she picked up her soiled underwear from the floor and examined it as if it were some sort of unfamiliar object.  Promptly she pulled them on over the imperceptibly displeasing curvature of her ass.  “Gotta run home, get my stuff, get changed…” She ticked off her mental list as she clambered back into her clothing.  My crusade had already lost a constituent.  She blathered on, but I rolled back onto my back in bed and stared at the ceiling.  The empty void of the plaster filled my soul.


‘Yes,’ I thought to myself, ‘I would spend this day naked.’  Later I would come to regret this decision, but who cares, that’s breaking the narrative.  So anyway, my reverie got busted when Catherine, Kate, whatever the hell she wanted to be called, promptly announced that she would call me, then stormed out of the room stuffing her bra in her pocket.  I knew she didn’t know my number, but I didn’t care.  She was just one of those party sluts anyway.  Dumb bitch.


The slamming of my apartment door sank in like a venomous knife, into the tender flesh of my intent to return to dreamland.  Sigh.  I knew there was no way in hell I’d go back to sleep anyway.  When I pass out drunk, I wake up one of two ways: either I am the typical hung-over motherfucker, or else I’m possessed of the overflowing chakra of misplaced energy.  Don’t ask me why I feel so upbeat on mornings I should be puking, but I suppose waking up naked with some party slut doesn’t hurt.  Oh well, time to begin the day…


I sat up and peered owlishly at the room.  It looked trashed, but everything was a blur to me at this point.  I fumbled around the nightstand until I finally turned up my glasses.  I popped them on and caught sight of myself in the mirror across the room.  Traditionally this would be the point where the author/narrator would cleverly slip in a description of me for all those dewy-eyed readers out there in Barnes and Noble land, but fuck that.  I was busy dealing with the sudden wave of nausea that was kicking in from sitting up too fast.  Perhaps I’d bragged too soon about my beer energy.  Anyway, the description could wait until I’d gotten to the bathroom mirror.  Clever internal narrative never works out well first thing in the morning.


I rolled my tongue around my mouth.  Blah blah blah, insert your favorite morning-after mouth comment in here; just remember to add a faint taste of sex.  Dropping my feet to the floor, I eyed the clock.  It was about 12:30.  Now this is important.  Although technically, it was a reliable assumption that I’d been naked for several hours previous, considering the coitus non-interuptus that had occurred, I was not about to perform any higher brain functions at this point.  (Except for my denouement, that is.)  So either which way, 12:30 PM Saturday became the official start time for my twenty-four hours of nudity.  Mark that on your scorecards folks.  I’m sure the crapped up movie version will feature regular clock times in the lower right or left corner.  That’s so all of you people in the USA Today readership can catch up.  Then again, I guess a movie devoted to my naked ass wouldn’t play to that crowd anyway.  Blah, blah, blah, my fucking head was nowhere and everywhere this morning.


Fuck.


This place was a mess.


Eyeing the floor warily, I slipped my feet into my flip-flops.  I figured that it wasn’t cheating on the nudity vow.  Safety first.  The Teflon-strength protective coating of my funky foam rubber would safety me from dangerous party debris.  I stood, warily.  After a few moments passed, I was once again the master of my domain.  Then it was time for a true test of my status.  After a deep breath, I leaned back and stretched to my utmost.  Bone cartilages suffered noisily and the sticky matted hair of genital areas twinged as gelled substances separated, but no further nausea plagued me.  I really was okay.  Regularly scheduled programming could continue, back to my normal jaded self.


Ahem… Fuck you.  See? Totally jaded.


I ambled down the hallway, marinating in the pure hedonism of my nudity.  The apartment showed all of the usual dirty markings of a party that included such sundry things as booze and pot and sex and probably X and some other harder shit that somebody snuck in.  The hallway was adorned with the occasional empty can or singed roach.  Some generous party guests had given the carpet some additional character by endowing it with a few new stains.  I mused that some Jackson-Pollack-inspired psuedo-intelligencia type would pay good money for it.  I probably marred the work somewhat as I trudged through, compounding my sins by picking up the cans and a few of the butts.  On the other hand, my interaction could have just upped the price…  but fuck it, this line of thinking was getting on my nerves.  Jackson Pollack was a cocksucker.


I realized that I’d been standing there, for God knows how long, staring at the carpet.  My forehead was pressed against the cool metal and glass of a picture frame.  I looked at the picture I’d proudly set in the frame, at the faded garish Technicolors of a vintage 50’s movie poster.  The movie was “Variatease” and starred Betty Page and other busty girls dancing around in their underwear.  Ah, the stuff that used to pass for porn…


I stood and turned away, fingering the crease left in my forehead by the frame.  I had absolutely no powers of concentration this day.  Alcoholic stupor is so much more fun the night of.

<end fragment>
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