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(BONUS!) One hour later…

“Pauline! Babydoll! Plant one right here, babe!”

“Oh. Hello… You must be Max.”

“Ha-ha. I ain’t been gone that long. C’mere, you!”

“Oh!” <mouths press together> “Uh, Max? There’s pizza 

on the table. It’s getting cold.”

“Pizza can wait. Right now, I is hungry for you.”

“Yeah, about that—mmmm—oh! Max? I’ve been thinking. 

Shouldn’t we get to know each other first?”

“You mean you wanna talk? Now? Can’t it wait?”

“No! It’s important. Just sit down, okay? Have a slice. Tell 

me about the ship, what you were doing—everything.”

“You know all that stuff. We Skyped nearly every day.”

“Oh… What about your parents? Tell me about them.”

“My parents? What the hell’s wrong with you?”

“It’s a reasonable question.”

“You were at their funeral, Paulie. It was only last year.”

“Oh. Sorry. I forgot. It’s, um… my time of the month.”

“Must’ve affected your brain… Oh, shit—this pizza has 

anchovies! What the hell were you thinking?”

“You don’t like anchovies? Sorry, I—Tommy likes ‘em.”

“The neighbor kid? You been hangin’ out with that little 

dweeb? You couldn’t stand the bugger, last I heard.”

“What—really? But he’s such a nice guy. He’s only lonely 

‘cause nobody really knows him.”

“There’s a reason, babe. The kid’s a weirdo. Pretty obvious 

he has a huge crush on you. Don’t go leading him on.”

“No, no… I wouldn’t do that—would I?”

“Forget about fuckin’ Tommy. Let’s go upstairs.”

“What? No, we can’t! I—I’m on the rag.”

“Yeah? You told me yesterday you’d be good to go.”

“I did? Oh—” <crushed in bear-hug>

“No more excuses, huh? We got a lot of catchin’ up to do.”

<carries wife upstairs> “Man, those shorts really do it for 

me.” <removes his clothes> “C’mon, babe, get ‘em off.”

“Oh, my God—what the heck is that?”

“You never seen a boner before? Here, lemme introduce 

you. Pauline, this is Dick. He’s your new best friend.”

“Wha—what am I supposed to do?”

“Shit, what an airhead. Do what comes natural. Touch it!”

“Uh… Like this?”

“It won’t bite. Use more than one finger.”

“I—I— Okay…”

“Firmer than that. I’m not that wuss from next-door.”

“Oh, God… She tricked me, Mr. Pariss. I’m not—”

“Yeah, that’s what you said last time. C’mon, Paulie. 

There’s no such thing as a ‘bodyswap’. I checked.”

“But there is! I—”

“No more talk.” <thrusts himself toward her>

“Mmmph!”

“That’s better. Take it all the way in.”

“Mmmph—ack!”

“Close your lips, babe. Get that tongue going.”

<his eyes close> “Oh, yeah… That’s the stuff.” <holds the 

back of her head> “Take your time, Pauline—or whoever 

the hell you are this time. We got all night.”  �


