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Pentadic Mode: > 80%
4,068:4,540 — 89.6%

Preface: 27:24 — 112.5%

Yo cambio ingles cuando escribo, pero
siento muy bueno cuando hablo
espanol

Episode I: 884:1023 — 86.4%

01. 93:100 — 93.0% I suppose it was
kind of implicit that Curtis was
preparing to expand his budding sex
business into an entrepreneurial
endeavor instead of continuing to slave
away for a petty wage as a mercurial



independent contractor—launching his
own adult film studio, by contrast, was
the preferable long term route toward
prudent financial stability

02. 91:106 — 85.9% The fucking guy
had a couple kids after all and working
five plus days each week in the
pansexual porn scene didn't come
equipped with a four-oh-one-k match,
but at the same time, he said,
entrepreneurially speaking, he still
wanted to stay in his lane because if
he, say, launched an adult movie
company catering solely to
heterosexuals, then he estimated he'd
lose at least half of his audience

03. 74:81 — 91.4% “What you may or
may not entirely realize,” Curt said to
me as we sat at La Braza on Elmwood
Ave, ‘is that gay men consume quite a



bit of pornography, and this now
budding trans angle is basically a
straight guy niche—because hardly
any hardcore homosexuals are truly
balls deep into chicks with dicks’

04. 31:36 — 86.1% I engaged in an
extended inhalation of our refreshing
mint shisha and slowly realized every
word Curt just said made complete
sense

05. 77:96 — 80.2% ‘When you
consider it purely mathematically,” I
replied confidently, ‘on a percentage
basis a chick with a dick 1s still
like—what?—ninety  five  percent
female, which imputes a ratio of one
hundred percent adjacent
heterosexuality to the porno consumer,
so it makes complete sense gay guys



remain a little nonplussed about the
category’

06. 183:227 — 80.6% ‘Fucking
exactly!” Curt said, smirking slightly
as I passed him the hose, as the
Hispanic server flashed a
matter-of-fact two thumbs up signal in
our direction as we continued to
discuss the economics of gay porn in a
completely monolingual
manner—°sure,” Curt said, ‘those
percentages could fluctuate based on
the girl's frame and obviously her cock
size, because if she was, for example, a
petite kind of female, but with a
monster dong, then you might be
looking at like maybe even a low
eighty eight percent hetero
ratio’—‘which makes total sense
mathematically speaking!’ I
interjected, cutting Curt off because |



knew he'd ceaselessly extrapolate this
assessment into half a dozen repetitive
examples of cock to body frame ratios
when [ already, not only thoroughly
understood the 1idea, but 1n fact
introduced the damn example myself

07. 107:131 — 81.7% ‘But listen,” I
began, motioning in a violently
circular tornado-like wave to a five
foot three Afro-Latino chap known as
Pepe Hookah that we'd in fact need
another waterpipe almost
immediately—°‘I  should be able
materially assist you in this entire
endeavor,” I said, ‘on the finance side
at least—you're definitely the point
person from the pornograph angle, but
speaking to the capital side, let me
confirm for the record I just happened
to procure this app called Kalshi’



08. 92:92 — 100.0% Curt exhaled an
absurd amount of smoke almost
exclusively through his nose and
pre-emptively said, no, he didn't know
any Kalshis, so I calmly explained,
basically this is a fairly sophisticated
financial brokerage that lets customers
trade complex derivatives on the

outcomes of select sporting events, up
to and including the N.B.A. Playoffs

09. 66:71 — 93.0% ‘So it's basically
bookmaking’ Curt retorted, to which I
replied haughtily regarding the
probabilities listed on the
contracts—‘so yeah, it's a bit higher
brow than betting with criminal
bookies, but, sure, in a crude manner
of speaking you're not completely
incorrect’



10. 70:83 — 84.3% ‘But my point is,’
I extrapolated ‘by employing my deep
knowledge of professional basketball I
could manage a modest portfolio that
hypothetically could grow
exponentially by the time of the Finals
and’—Curt cut me off to conclude the
exchange with the phrase: ‘Fund My
Bisexual Adult Film Startup?’

Episode II: 859:981 — 87.6%

01. 60:73 — 82.2% The Amtrak to
Manhattan was surprisingly enough
immeasurably better by dint of being
under construction—with the whole
bistro area forcibly shifted to a region
with well polished full wall windows
overlooking rusted but angular
storefronts of an aging mall



02. 68:69 — 98.6% The sky line was a
crystal clear iteration of blue above the
buildings, and I felt an abstract
satisfaction as I sipped my small iced
Americano that the barista only filled
half up in the to-go cup for reasons
that at the time entirely eluded me

03. 124:139 — 89.2% Masquerading
around Koreatown later that day, a
food truck ‘white sauce’ would once
more ruin an afternoon away—if a
person considered it at length, they
were really irredeemable fucks these
food truck cunts, equipped with their
faux tzatziki they insisted on squirting
all over their delicious falafels, yet it
was only a couple hours after when I'd
find myself at the straight line bar of
Udon Labs sipping Toki Highballs and
obsessively making notes on potential



bets I considered to be basically
venture capital

04. 104:113 — 92.0% There was a real
technique to constructing a highball
that they'd mastered at Udon Lab,
which I personally for my part found
refreshing—sure, it seems easy enough
to spray some seltzer and scotch into a
tall glass, but the reality is the ratio of
carbonated water to whisky needs to
be calculated tyrannically, if not the
patron will be drinking a scotch on the
rocks, or even worse a fifteen dollar
sparkling water

05. 113:140 — 80.7% As I exited the
bar prior to popping into a basement
spot that served a meatless ramen that
was sadly pedestrian, I stared up
intently, half in the bag, into the Friday
night sky of Sixth and West Thirty



Second, actually in a state of sobriety,
relatively speaking, and realized that
this'd be the last time I'd be on this
block before my son popped out, but
also recollecting a recent Game Six
that occurred between the Orlando
Magic and Detroit Pistons—one where
I made what seemed to me to be a
sound wager

06. 111:134 — 82.8% The Orlando
Magic led the contest by twenty two at
halftime, yet were somehow still
defeated by fourteen, which is why it
seemed like a sound wager in the first
half, before the game even got out of
hand, which is why I actually added to
the bet to collect a little extra margin,
then at the break turned off the damn
game, thinking astutely, I thought, that
a team putrid enough to score just
thirty eight points in a half of
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basketball, trailing by twenty two,
could never 1n a billion solstices come
back in the second half

07. 79:88 — 89.8% This Banchero
was allegedly the best player on the
Magic, and I actually left my spare
bedroom slash prayer room to inform
my lovely wife I'd just won some
money at halftime, that I'd finally
started to turn my luck around, that at
this rate Curtis's porno studio would
possibly get bankrolled successfully
after all

08. 78:82 — 95.1% Yet I'd sadly spend
the next sixty minutes or so witnessing
in disbelief Banchero and his cohorts
miss shots that my dead grandma
could have fucking made from the
grave—playing like a collection of
mutilated corpses against a dilapidated
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Detroit squad that looked wholly
moribund literally minutes prior

09. 122:143 — 85.3% ‘What an
absolute fucking disgrace’ I muttered
to myself as a silent rage mounted
within the totality of my body as I
tripled down upon my bet believing
yes—Banchero would have to make a
basket eventually, that the Magic could
somehow salvage this maelstrom of
nonsense, plus with the odds now
completely against me my minor
addition would've netted me eons more
than my initial wagers, yet Paolo
would, in fact, never make another
basket, not until garbage time when the
Pistons basically gifted him a pity

lay-up

12



Episode I1I: 422:441 — 95.7%

01. 77:80 — 96.3% I was considering
the pros and cons of gambling online
at scale when I realized the true
dystopia of our market economy isn't
the criminal literacy of our electorate
but instead in its lewd social
interactions—even at  (just  for
example!) a local discount fitness
center

02. 183:183 — 100.0% The capitalist
structure strong-arms the vast majority
of social minutia into ruthless role
playing, where the median human
being must become consumer or
proprietor or service provider or
underpaid  employee—you  smile
politely at some fuck making twelve
dollars an hour at a Planet Fitness and
now you've entered into a
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consumer-employee relationship, one
that'll inevitably become torn to shreds
when you report a treadmill to be
hiccuping just slightly, not because
you like complaining and making more
work for people earning essentially
poverty level wages, but because you
consider it bad for some asshole to tear
their A.C.L. on a damn treadmill you
just ran on

03. 68:80 — 85.0% But caring about
Achilles tendons is a bridge too far in
the market economy, because you've
now shamelessly engaged in a
nonverbal greeting with an employee
but as a consumer, confusing the
purely business relationship simply by
exhibiting a mere modicum of
cordiality

14



04. 94:98 — 95.9% You leave the
discount gymnasium now knowing
beyond a doubt that caring about the
well being of others or simply acting
cordial to capitalist wage slaves is
fundamentally disallowed in this rote
dystopia, as you take note of a skinny
Caucasian kid clutching his girl's back
as they speed along a brick city road
on a municipal issued motor scooter

Episode 1V: 441:467 — 94.4%

01. 45:54 — 83.3% In any case, | was
considering discernment sans object
when | made the observation: Kevin
Durant was sitting on the Rockets
bench in street clothes at the beginning
of Game One against the L.A. Lakers
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02. 64:73 — 87.7% It struck me as a
bit funny because I'd just bet a
substantial sum on the Rockets and
knew for a fact Durant (an active
Twitter shit talker) had been healthy at
the end of the damn season, so how the
fuck was it possible he got injured
before the beginning of the playoffs?

03. 69:70 — 98.6% It didn't help when
Luke Kennard—who looked like a guy
who could be fucking filing my
taxes—shot basically one hundred
percent from deep as I sat smoking
shisha next to Curtis, witnessing my
money drip slowly down a drain of an
inexplicable Kevin Durant absence

04. 123:140 — 87.9% ‘If she
hypothetically shoved that hookah
hose right up her ass would you still
smoke it?” Curtis queried, in reference
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to the waitress who served it, and in a
way [ could relate to Durant's
self-destructive online tendencies—in
a sense Kevin is the athletic avatar of
our era in his internet efforts—calling
his current run-mates literal retards in
direct messages on social media apps
that inevitably get leaked to so-called
reporters who're little more than
information agents—the Rockets lost
by a large margin

05. 140:130 — 108.0% Pero de todos
modo ahora estudio espanol y es muy
bueno para  mi—Espanol es
asobrosamente muy facil—escribo
libro en ingles pero ingles es feo para
mi—yo cambio ingles cuando escribo
siento muy bueno cuando hablo
espanol—no me gusta mucho
ingles—‘pero de todos modo’ le dije a
la camarera con el bueno culo
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‘intentare frijoles con arroz con no
carne por favor—soy vegetariano’

Episode V: 216:246 — 87.8%

01. 91:100 — 91.0% Listen, I'd never
outright allege that reading and writing
are necessarily pure evil, but at the
same time I personally believe you can
make a legitimate argument that an
electorate can  become  perhaps
ominously literate—that society could
be depriving itself by shunning
long-form improvisational podcast shit
talk in favor of composed prose

02. 56:63 — 88.9% Yet you can only
complain so fucking much about the
cards you inevitably get dealt in this
life and my more immediate priorities
were obviously attempting to dig
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myself out from this deep
Magic-Rockets divet I'd dug into

03. 69:83 — 83.1% Durant and
Banchero, they were basically
scumbags in my mind—and the now
wholly American violent need to
consume limitless books was a step in
a dire direction for our nation—but the
bottom line was I needed to become
vigorously analytical about this whole
Denver-Minnesota series

Episode VI: 495:520 — 95.2%

01.48:53 — 90.6% ‘But have you ever
eaten a piece of prime bussy,” Curtis
opined as I sipped a ten percent
Belgian beer that—Ilike all the
so-called craft brews in that particular
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spot—just completely lacked any
appeal to me

02. 50:54 — 92.6% ‘The bottom line,’
Curtis continued, ‘is, yeah, you want a
whore with a decent hog that can still
shoot a voluminous load—mnot just
some cute enough ladyboy with a cock
that functions like mine after chugging
nine vodkas’

03. 75:82 — 91.5% ‘Sure, the girl can
have a nice enough turd cutter, I guess,
but you also need to remember we're
not in the business of simply making
ho-hum pornography here—this is
upper crust special interest adult
filmmaking, and premium fem cock
doesn't just matter-of-factly grow on
trees in Cupertino, you know what I
mean?’
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04. 62:67 — 92.5% ‘Every beer I get
here,” 1 said, ‘inevitably tastes
essentially like anal cavity every time,
and while this i1s the best beer I've
drank to date, to be fair, it still feels
like I'm basically consuming a Miller
Lite with a shot of Jim Beam tossed
into it’

05. 72: 77 — 93.5% 1 inquired if the
phrase she-male was now politically
incorrect in the porn arena at least,
because [ definitely didn't wanna
offend anybody on the off chance I had
to stop by a set to provide Curt with a
possibly important investment update
on some odd occasion

06. 188:187 — 100.5% ‘Ay I don't
wanna talk politics,’ Curt
retorted—*‘believe me nobody in this
spot wants to listen to my political
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opinions, even if, frankly, my leanings
are entirely correct, because, if I'm
being honest, these corrupt Democrats,
they're basically all leftist lunatics,
ruining this country with communist
policies that, bottom line, fuck small
businessmen like us—Niko, you're
attempting to do something
unbelievably upstanding and generous
by making wagers on these playoff
games to boost our economy, but a guy
like fuckin Joe Biden would wanna
take your winnings and probably give
it to some black trans activist asshole
who, for all T know, I'm probably
employing on my fucking set as we
speak!’
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Episode VII: 522:607 — 86.0%

01. 75:91 82.4% It was just about time
for the seventh and final contest of the
Boston-Philadelphia series to begin,
and Curtis informed me he thought the
odds were still unfairly stacked against
the Sixers, given Jayson Tatum—the
best player Boston had to offer by
far—was officially placed on the
injured list for the game, so I made a
fairly large wager

02. 68:76 — 89.5% Waiting for the
game to begin, I was wearing a pair of
black Uniqlo slacks made of entirely
recycled material with the Doc Martin
penny loafers at six-ten PM. as I
witnessed a gaggle of old folks line
dance at Nickanee's, wondering if the
old bag with the skinny black jeans
had croaked
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03. 99:113 — 87.6% One of the line
dancing old ladies displayed a single
pant leg noticeably, inadvertently
tucked into her cowboy boot—she
sported a decent chunk of chin fuzz if
you got up close enough—another
moseyed around to my seat to make
the comment the person she sat next to
had too much perfume to remain
beside, which I found a tad ironic
considering I always shamelessly
drench myself in cologne whenever I
leave my condo

04. 92:106 — 86.8% In the Nineteen
Fifties you'd be whacked all the damn
time, drinking two to three martinis at
lunch and nobody mentioned shit
about it, I considered as I sat on the
last barstool, well aware that this place
was possibly, I'd believed at times, a
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portal of sorts, that there was a certain
energy to this architecture that made
me feel like I'd entered an only ever so
slightly altered alternate universe

05. 88:100 — 88.0% The bottom line
was I needed to conjure the maximum
amount of spiritual energy and mojo |
could muster to win this next bet and
get my portfolio back in the green,
even if it meant physically transporting
to a fucking parallel reality—shit,
maybe I'd luck out and end up landing
in a space where people actually still
patronized livestreaming!

06. 100:121 — 82.6% I suppose there's
technically nothing inherently wrong
about getting completely rocked in a
manner that's actually not at all
respectable I considered as I ambled
back to my car, only to discover a
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parking ticket from Brown
University—because that's what that
institution needed of  course,
embezzling more money from the poor
decrepit citizens of this metropolis,
with their multi-billion dollar so-called
Endowment, the greedy fucking
pricks!

Episode VIII: 229:255 — 89.8%

01. 69:77 — 89.6% There's of course
an impalpable active element behind
the geometry of  metropolitan
architecture—maybe even a kind that
can in fact open portals to moderately
altered  realities  of  conscious
experience—a particular dive bar as
candy bar of psilocybin
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02. 79:84 — 94.1% The stochastic
aspect of future sporting outcomes, by
contrast, was slightly less spiritually
illuminating to me—when you really
thought about it—the adult film
industry, whether gay, straight, or
trans, had been  economically
decimated more or less as disastrously
as any other media industry

03. 33:37 — 89.2% Was it possible in
the era of the omnipresent dick pic
maybe I'd simply be better served
pursuing the whole book publishing
thing?

04. 48:57 — 84.2% I couldn't help but
take quick note of two chubby goth
teens, separated by half a block outside
the dive bar, eating from fun-sized
bags of Fritos and begin to feel as
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though something material had shifted
in the atmosphere
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