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I use the internet like most teenage boys do: exclusively for sex. In the last ten 

years teen pregnancy is way down in America and I think I know why--because the web 

is rocketing young men’s sperm into places where it can’t impregnate anything, like a 

garbage can or toilet or the wall right under the light switch, where a phantom stain still 

confuses my Mom.

The greatest site out there is definitely this one run by a guy Amsterdam with a 

Viking logo. It offers free porn each day from all over the world in easy-to-browse no-

B.S. format. Movies too, you just click and it’s right there—once you see that Viking 

logo you’re set. But I’m not content with pictures and movies. I like interacting with 

people, so I go into chat rooms.

Internet chat rooms are great. I know that they’re supposed to be used by evil 

predators who want to abuse America’s 13-year-old girls, but much more, I think, they 

help out real teens like me who are lonely and want to talk to other lonely teens about 

what they would do to each other if they both were slightly less lonely. I go in on this 

chat room on IRC as “superman33” and say what I always say:

“hi 15/m/nj here do any fs want to talk? msg me”

Then I wait. No one ever responds on the first try. My screen blips and boops with 

people trying to send me viruses, people asking if I’m “bi-curious,” people inviting me to 

rooms that are all Spanish or Hindi, people who will only talk if I have webcam. It’s a 

zoo, but a lively zoo; that’s what keeps me hooked. It’s like the real world accelerated, 

cut down to the basics.



Tonight I stay online for five hours, alternating between chat rooms and 

homework, finally going to sleep after talking with “justanothergurl,” sending her naked 

pictures of myself humping a pillow (I took them with the digital camera Mom bought 

for me for summer camp; they’re the sexiest ones I have) and getting back naked pictures 

of her bent over a banister. When I was 14, it all made me guilty, but now it’s such a part 

of my schedule that I’m happy to have it done as I curl into sleep.


