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INTRODUCTION

HERE 15 A collection of modern erotic writing that, I hope, will
excite you in all the senses of the word.

Writing about sex has always been an honourable tradition in
literature. Indeed, I sometimes hazard, what else is truly worth
writing about again and again in its variety of situations, feelings
and conflicting emotions. Wasn’t Woody Allen right when he jested
that love and death are all that count in our life? When you reflect on
it, everything leads back to sex: greed, jealousy, guilt, anger, joy,
fear. Sex continues to be a determining factor in the actions and
motivations of all of us. Of course there are more noble pursuits in
writing, and there are masterpieces aplenty where sex is of minor
consideration, but how better to contemplate the conundrum, the
madness, the fascination of human relationships than in tales where
sexuality appears unfettered and raw. So, call me a pornographer.

There have been many anthologies of erotica in recent years.
But whether the perspective taken by the respective editors was
international or historical, I have always felt that some of the more
interesting writers in the genre were still sadly unrepresented. We
have all read or are aware of the murky zones of repressed Victorian
sexuality as seen in the countless, and mostly anonymous, tales
of coming of sexual age of virginal heroines, and its horizons of
spanking, flagellation and relative depravity by the standards of the
turn of the century. We have marvelled at the sexual candour and
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unflagging energy of Henry Miller, the elegant erotic escapades of
Anais Nin, the imaginative scope of French poets like Apollinaire
and the fascinating variations on submissiveness and domination in
the classic Story of O. We have witnessed modern authors like Erica
Jong or Nicholson Baker push back the frontiers of explicitness
to the extent that nothing should now shock us any longer in
matters of sex.

But, still, there has been no real indication of the sheer size of the
fertile undergrowth that has run parallel with mainstream literature
for the past thirty years or so, particularly in America and England,
and the myriad of worthy authors who have practised the art of
erotica whether openly or under cover of pseudonyms in often
confidential publications or magazines, and who fully deserve a
greater audience.

This is the raison d’étre of this collection.

You will not find here any stories of historical importance or
pseudo-classics. Most of the material I have gathered is generally
contemporary. All the stories and excerpts from novels deal with
straight sex. This is not to deny the flourishing existence of gay and
lesbian erotica, which would warrant a totally separate volume in
its own right. But there is already so much arousing and fascinating
material available that I deliberately chose to restrict my field
of enquiry, and even then was unable to include here all the
stories and authors I wanted to, if only for reasons of space or
availability of rights (a quick mention here of Paul Ableman,
Richard Rhodes, Nicholson Baker, Angela Carter, Philip Jose
Farmer, Susie Bright, Pat Califia, Sue Dyson, Alexander Trocchi,
Iris Owens, David Aaron Clark, amongst others, who would all
have deserved a berth).

Erotica is a particularly difficult field to navigate through, lest
you be accused of pandering to the lesser common denominator
of human nature by sprinkling your writing with gratuitous ‘dirty
bits’. All the stories selected here exist in their own right, and the
sexual action, hydraulics and feverish grapplings of the flesh and
the spirit are in my view totally justified, however far they go. Some
will shock, some might disgust, but just as sexuality is an integral
(and vital) component of human nature, the voice of bodies sings
here with a sound as natural as simple feelings and emotions that
rise straight from the soul. A veritable celebration.

Writers represented in the collection span a vast spectrum. They
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range from veterans of the literary sex wars from the legendary
Olympia Press and Essex House imprints of the late 1960s which did
so much to push back the frontiers of explicitness and demonstrated
that good writing could go hand in hand with a serious exploration
of sexual matters (Barry N. Malzberg, Michael Perkins, Samuel
R. Delany, David Meltzer) to popular fantasy authors like Robert
Silverberg, Anne Rice and Lisa Tuttle and refugees from the
horror genre where sex, fear and twisted hearts can combine to
offer a bizarre cocktail of disturbing erotica (Ramsey Campbell,
Clive Barker, Adam-Troy Castro, Lucy Taylor) to controversial
celebrities such as Kathy Acker and Leonard Cohen, experimen-
tal writers (Cris Mazza, lan Breakwell), modern sensualists like
Alice Joanou, David Guy, Marco Vassi and Paul Mayersberg
and many other hardy individualists whose images of the flesh
captivated me.

The magic, the fear, the horror, the delight of sex, of pleasure, of
bodies in disarray and minds entranced, is all in these pages. Every
experience of sex is different; these are just some facets, they will
please, worry, delight and disturb you. The sex is not always safe,
writers remain unencumbered of the modern hygiene of the age of
AIDS, but it is always intense, often outrageous and courageously
disinters all our hidden mental desires. Read in the privacy of your
own thoughts.

Let the celebrations of the flesh begin.

Maxim Fakubowski
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“A!!

Alice Joanou

THE way WE fucked each other had the precision and focus of
cruelty.

His face, my breasts, our lips and skin grating together — all
the bleeding, all the noise, all the decorations, all the esoteric
and aesthetic niceties of seduction became inconsequential when
we were making love. Finally, it was the act, the pure act of wrong
that we were executing that allowed everything else to exist. As our
bodies matrixed into the transgression, our pleasure was informed.
The flavor of sex was made better by the adultery.

Our nearly sublime moment was reached when anything was
possible, when finally any false morality had dissolved, when reason
and compassion and pity were nothing more than weak excuses to
keep him from my bed.

Last night I dreamt we were in his house again, her inert body there
beside us on the kitchen floor. She looked prone and vulnerable
in my dream, exactly the same way she had really been all those
years ago. I dreamed that I was fucking her husband, rounding my
back over him, bringing my hips to his with a deliberate languor.
I was forcing him to keep an almost cautious rhythm, drawing his
pleasure up into my own body with excruciating exactness. It was
a dissection of pleasure, fucking him that way. It was clinical, and I
liked the detached, powerful feeling overwhelming my sensibilities.
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I was thinking how they were both really helpless to me at this
moment, and I knew it was a moment that would pass so I thought
to draw it out, to measure each breath. I remember wishing that her
eyes were open, and more clearly I recall scrutinizing her drunken,
slack face as I pulled my body taut over him, my breasts lifted into
the air, my belly flat as I reached behind my ass to hold his balls. I
turned my attention to my own body and remember feeling pleased
at how powerful it looked at that moment, how strong and able. I
felt victorious and this urged my pleasure to a mysterious, darker
part of my psyche. I can still almost feel the motion of going down
slowly over him, using the hard, round tendons on his shoulders to
brace myself, pulling up again and again and then falling all over
his cock like an unpredictable tide. I was hoping that she would
wake up, thinking our crime really wouldn’t be complete unless
she knew about it. If she had, by chance, woken, she would
have known the worst of the transgression by watching the way
his body was betraying him, by the way his body was betraying
her, she would’ve known she was being robbed by the way he was
lifting his body, the way his neck pulled tight and his face torsioned
into an erotic grimace straining to meet me with every contraction,
every pull, and every bend of my sex. She would have known that
night that I possessed him in a far deeper way than she had ever
conceived of desiring.

In real time, in the past, she lay on the floor next to us, victimized,
dead to passion, dead to our world. That last night I took her
husband and baptized him when he came between my legs. Our
lovemaking that night was an event that shaped many others, an
historical act of fucking, and I could feel this. I could feel the power
of the temporal, the celestial, the demonic culminating inside the
mysterious wet flesh of my body. I could feel his cock leaving
definite impressions on the softer part of my internal flesh, and
I knew that my sex, my hands, and my lips were marking his
body, his life. There are infinitesimal tattoos on the inside of my
cunt from him.

When I think of him I often think of tattoos, a criminal’s mark,
a street stigmatic’s sign that he is other. When we fucked that last
night, we left little red A’s all over each other’s bodies, red A's
that never come off, never really wash away. Certainly, he has
faded in my mind. She has nearly disappeared and I may not
even recognize her. Her face, her personality was never important
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to me. But though the red A’s have faded, they exist, just as the
three of us continue to exist.

“Nobody is going to die from this,” I told him, when the guilt
started to panic him.

There are times now that I find her trying to infiltrate my
dreams, as if she has tried to make me feel shame or regret
when I am vulnerable, sleeping. Of course, I only took pleasure in
remembering the guiltless grace of my transgressions, the perfection
of fucking her husband. I refuse any offer of redemption, any false
promises of salvation if I admit an even more false sense of guilt.
When I wake after these dreams, I think mostly of the electricity
that ignited my body when I was taking him. I was so powerful,
so omnipotent that I let him believe that it was he who was taking
me. It was never that way.

The dreams and memories are never sentimental, but they lack
the beauty of the actual event. There was a purity to our crime.
There was a clarity that infidelity sometimes affords liars. We were
liars, and, being supplicant to all the lies we were constructing, we
became intoxicated with the complexity, drunk with the shame and
fun of being bad.

When we were making love, there was a bald, rude nakedness
that only fed our need to consume the moment, a raw excess of light,
a heat, a sun emanating from the reflection of sweat on our arms, on
our foreheads. As our breasts were bruising the soft surface, sparks
of glaring diamondic light rained down on us.

One night soon after he had tasted me, after he had poured his
diabolic, toxic truths into my mouth, into my ears, into my sex,
one night after I had held his head between my legs, making him
drink more than he should have, he was drunk from my juice.

“You’re crazy drunk from the juice in my pussy,” I said
to him.

He was drunk with criminal passions, intoxicated with cham-
pagne. He was absolutely smashed with the idea of leaving a life he
hated, a life that oppressed him. He was drunk with the possibility
of freeing himself, as if the key were located somewhere inside my
body. His hands pried into me, searching for an escape, but my
body did not relent.

“I don’t have the key,” I said, “but you can look.”

Desperately he looked into my organs. He peered into my eyes,
my breasts, looking for a way out.
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“Show me where you live. Show me your wife. I want to see this
horrible life you are so ready to destroy. Show me the whole fucking
picture.” I thought he would deny me the pleasure, but he thought
it was a swell idea. My body pulsed with excited meanness. We were
going to invade his sanctum, his home, his wife. This, I suppose I
was thinking at the time, would validate all our sweating, all our
grunting, all our criminally great fucking.

“You’re in me deeper than I thought. You’ve fallen ali the way
inside,” I said, raising my eyebrows.

Early on in our game, his wife had tried, in a rare display of
strength, to frighten me away. Sadly, the weapons she used had no
effect on me. I didn’t give a fuck about compassion, or morality, or
what she called “the sanctity of marriage.”

“There’s no going back now,” I said without any expression
on my face, while I stroked his hair. I was holding his head on
my breast.

“He’s my husband!” she screamed at me over the phone one
night. I could tell she thought her words were going to change
the fact that he was putting his cock deeper and deeper into my
life every day.

With every push, the mutability of her world was more remote.
She didn’t realize that we could hardly hear her voice over the rain
of sweat pelting the sheets of my bed, couldn’t hear her over the
orgasms that were washing the wooden floor of my house.

His body was like morphine, and he had become this particular
addict’s attraction. The way we came together, the way that gravity
hurled our bodies at one another, seemed predetermined.

Without hesitation, I took what I wanted.

Her attempt to wrest his attention, to turn his gaze away from
the maze of my flesh was weak-hearted, while the purposefulness,
the single-minded focus with which I straddled and attacked his
body with the lips of my mouth, the teeth of my sex, the way I
held his shoulders between my fingertips, the way I wanted him
had a honed quality to it. I felt expert when I was fucking him, I
knew the pleasure of a murderer’s discipline when we made love.
And some portion of my psyche knew that the existence of his
wife allowed for the intensity of our pleasure. He denied this. He
wanted to attach the desire, the dizzying draw of one another’s
body, to love.
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“Don’t be silly, darling. You don’t love me. You’re just going
through a mid-life crisis,” I said to him.

He protested louder. He protested too much.

But I knew that the orgasms, the wild flowering orgasms that
shattered windows and tore holes in the walls, in my lungs, in my
heart, were hinged on his wife’s existence.

His wife flinched and backed pathetically away like a wounded
animal, trying to hide her face from the bestial truth of his desire
for me, his unnatural attraction to my pussy. When she recognized
the lunacy of his desire, she threw herself upon him, begging him
in clumsy girlish pleas to stay. He instinctively moved toward me
when she showed her weakness, as though the power of my sex
could shield and preserve the perfection of our affair from the
disease of their mutual weakness.

Our transcendent moment was reached when anything was
possible, when finally any false morality had dissolved, when
reason and compassion and pity were nothing more than weak
excuses to keep him from my bed.

One night we agreed to go see her to declare our victory. He
really believed our passion was going to conquer the banality of
his middle-class life. He was electric with the knowledge of our
fucking and how it had sealed his fate. He was ready.

“I’m ready,” he announced.

“You’re drunk,” I replied.

He had the look of a polite man, a little sorry as he declared he
was ready to commit metaphorical suicide. We went there to gloat,
to glow all over her loss. To punish her, for she had committed the
sin of banality.

When we walked into his house, I shuddered at the sharp edges
of his reality. There were so many little objects around the house,
millions of papers, books, flowers, photos, millions of little anchors
and weights. There was plenty in the rooms of this house to keep
him from jumping off. I thought perhaps the terrible weight of
a lifetime of knic-nacks would keep him from any really great
passion. His world, his home, was so material it was a glaring
opposite to our world: a bed, flesh, fingernails, and hair. Our
reality was housed in the juices our bodies provided. My pussy
was home to him now.
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“You really don’t need much more,” I assured him.

When we walked through the front door, I realized he was
not strong enough to crawl out from underneath all this earthy,
comfortable excess. No matter how warm and inviting my sex
was. His existence was informed by the furniture, the paintings
on the wall. I was offering him only my body, my breath. For the
time being.

I felt the walls move in close around me. I felt the oppression
of all his nice things, the tyranny of objects. The life in this
house smelled like slow death. A life without tangible passion.
I couid see his weakness in every beautiful object that decorated
his home. It was as though the more frantic his attempt to regain
some sense of being, the more things he collected, and the more
he vanished. Until he found me. My legs were open, my mouth
dirty, my hunger for wrong so great that I simply wanted to eat
up his life and spit it out.

“A prelude to much greater wrongs,” I said, seducing him.

“She knows we’re coming. I warned her. I told her.”

“Bastard,” I said, and squeezed his hand, encouragingly.

He whispered as we moved slowly through the treacherous
labyrinth, as though, if he raised his voice, he would wake the
objects in this house. At last we found his wife, lying on the kitchen
floor, wearing what appeared to be a wedding dress.

I put my hand to my mouth when I started to laugh. This tableau,
it seemed, was his wife’s last little burst of energy in this hysteric
drama. Her desperation had a kind of suburban sentimentality to
it that I could appreciate. I kept laughing even as I felt a rare desire
bloom, unusual in its strength and form. It grew up from the bottom
of my abdomen and motivated my body to act. I desired him more
greatly than before. It was a feeling of such great ambition that my
laughter grew more full bodied and loud. I wanted to wake up all the
lovely objects in his house. Especially his wife. Then my laughter
became explosive, because, for a perfect and prolonged moment, I
thought she was dead.

He turned to meet the sound that came out of me, and on his
face was a horrified, maybe even a disgusted, expression I had
never seen before. But I didn’t stop laughing.

“We killed her,” he whispered in shock.

“Don’t be so hopeful, she’s not dead. She’s drunk.” I gestured
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to the wine bottles on the floor next to her body. ‘“But what about
that dress?” I started to laugh again.

I was wiping my eyes. I felt nothing more than a need, a hunger
to satisfy my desire in his house.

When I reached toward him, he flinched. His gesture was
microscopic, but it was visible.

He moved away from me. He went to her and knelt next to her as
she lay there, her mouth open, the dated wedding dress wrinkling
up around her waist.

I could see that he was humiliated by the sordid B-movie quality
his passionless life had taken, and I was glad he was ashamed since
I knew now that he was never going to leave her, or this house, or
-all the things in it. He looked at me quizzically, almost accusingly,
as though he were still wishing that all the answers in the world, all
the meaning of the universe lay somewhere deep within my pussy.
I could tell by the expression on his face that he was crushed that I
was not going to be his kinky Pandora, the one who would unlock
his oppressed body.

He sat bent over her, unmoving, and I watched his power wane.
Every moment in this house, his heart was shrinking back to its
normal middle size, a heart that had grown huge with the lust of
a criminal act.

“You only pity her,” I said, accusing him. I lit a cigarette. 1
could tell that he wanted to tell me not to smoke in the house,
but of course he didn’t humiliate himself further.

As I studied him bent over his silly, suburban Ophelia, I realized
that my hunger for him would last only as long as this great, absurd
moment. Breathing in the importance of my disappointment, the
greatness of my aching, I took this last moment. I seized it. I
wished then that the brilliance of our lovemaking could have
extended beyond my mattress. I was vaguely insulted. I was
relieved and I was angry. I wanted to see to it that the memory
of our lovemaking would outlast any true recollection of the body.
I wanted to make certain that this night would become a seething,
palpable memory throughout his life. I wanted him to always be
uncertain that he did the right thing by staying with his wife.
Even though I knew that he did precisely what he was meant
to do. The certainty of this knowledge urged me forward in this
drama.

“Fuck me,” I said, walking toward him.
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“What?” he said, shocked, not moving from his wife’s side. She
was as drunk as a bum on the Bowery.

“Fuck me right now. In front of her. Fuck me,” I whispered,
smiling a little, feeling the potency of our tragedy. I didn’t want
him to see it in my face, so I unbuttoned the front of my shirt.

I was looking at her wedding dress bunched up around her waist.
I focused on a little wine stain that marred the bodice.

Suddenly I felt the kind of control one knows only in rare
moments, usually moments of deathly terror or rage. My fingers
were moving with a poetic precision, pulling my clothes away from
my body. He turned to face me and, in doing so, his own weakness.
The accusation was in my body, in my hand reaching to pull his
clothes away from his body. My offer of taking him, my promise
of fucking him back to life was unbearable, his inability to accept
the invitation an admittance of defeat. He had lost his faith.

The strength of his face was fading quickly, the edges of his
character falling away. 1 reached out and put the palms of my
hands on his chin, wanting to hold him together, feeling that he
might literally fall apart, or perhaps that I might tear him apart.
His personality, like hers, was becoming small, a boat on the ocean,
expertly swallowed by the sharp edge of the horizon.

His wife’s inert body on the kitchen floor was fast becoming the
apogee of my attention, the stained and wrinkled dress the clichéd
symbol of our wrong. He desperately tried to move me away from
her, to lead me out of the kitchen.

“No. I want to have it here. Now.” I suppose the sound of my
voice told him that being near her body was exciting me.

I was standing closer to him now, naked as he was kneeling
nearer to her.

“I feel like I should genuflect,” he gasped, looking wildly into
my nudity.

“Yes. You really should,” I said, pulling his head toward
my pussy.

He put his tongue inside me, and with growing force let his
body involve itself once again in our crime. While he kissed me,
I wrapped his hair around the tips of my fingers, watching his wife
lying there near us. I was ready to come almost instantly, so pulled
away from him, teasing him with the warm sex smell emanating
from my hair, the odor of promise coming from between my
legs. There was a force issuing from every orifice of my body,
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a destructive, erotic force coming out of my hands and eyes. My
nudity shamed him because it was fearless, even though it was clear
that this fuck was the big crash and burn.

“Shame on you,” I said quietly. It was the only rebuke I could
conceive of for his inability to take what life offered.

A few seconds passed. I wondered if he were considering the
price of his infidelity, tallying the months, the years of penance
he was going to have to pay his wife for exposing the ugly truth
that their marriage was a bore and a failure. She would say he was
a liar, but his crime was not a lie. His transgression was the truth.
He had acted on real impulses and, like every good puritan, he
knew he would have to pay. As I stood there, he knelt in front of
me, his face resting on my belly, and I imagined that he was trying
to count the purgatorial nights he would have to sleep beside her.
I was hoping with a vengeance that he would come to understand
the tangible pangs of regret.

Suddenly it was as though a physical roar emitted from his hands,
from his eyes, from the entire expanse of his skin and he yanked
my body to him hard. He pulled me apart and down on him. In a
fleeting moment of courage, he relented to my minor perversity.
We fell to the floor, next to his wife, and, as our bodies clashed and
sparked, we rolled and tumbled against her inert body. The backs
of my thighs brushed her arms, and I could feel the slick, cool satin
of her white dress on the warm flesh of my ass. I pushed my body
against her dead dress. I was in union with both of them now.

For a last time, his body was an accomplice to my body.

I wanted to fall on her, smell her hair. I wanted to moan and cry
into her skin, leaving the sound of my pleasure on her forever.

I bit him on the neck. I held him still with my teeth as I sucked
the bite hard, forcing him to focus on the pain of his actions. I had
never known such power between my legs, made stranger because
I knew it was not an organic lust that has time to grow and flower.
It would certainly destruct at the moment following climax, and I
felt driven to that finality. Before I abandoned him, I was going to
capture his orgasm and keep it in my mouth forever.

I tore at his body, pulled him into me. His wife still lay motion-
less, her dress rustling with the breath tearing from my lips. As our
bodies fused, our encounter seemed more and more anonymous,
as though our terrestrial bodies were vanishing, erased with every
caress, the flesh pared away, at each inhalation a soldering cell
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shaved away, making the reality of the other impossible and we were
nothing more than genital and breath. I watched to see where we
met. With almost clinical detachment I saw his cock disappear into
the invisible folds of of my body. I watched his personality, his fear,
his life, disappear into the folds of my own life. I was swallowing
his history for a moment so he could enjoy me once more.

He opened his eyes and looked at me very hard, fucking me
slowly but more forcefully with every thrust. He was digging into
me as though seeking reassurance that with every graceful push of
his hips, with every perfected contraction of his ass, of the arch
and bend of his lovely belly, that he was pleasantly careening,
falling recklessly toward momentary nothingness. Every time his
body demanded that mine meet his, I complied and mirrored the
demand. We were accomplices. I felt every indelible mark my
mouth, my teeth, my vagina made on his body. I was fascinated
with the translucent, vulnerable flesh of our genitals, the clear white
of our pelvises, the delicate skin like two razors coming together.
Our bodies were slicing. He was making a deep, close-eyed call into
my neck, a sound far beyond the capacity of his temporal body,
leaving rosy echoes on my skin.

I was coaxing him, holding him together with my thighs. I could
feel my body filling more and more with him, with Lis smell, his
sounds, his sex. I continued to watch his wife, stiill unconscious.
In a sudden impulse, I reached over and touched her.

This was a new sensation of transgression. I touched her skin, her
cheek. I put my hand in her hair. He opened his eyes and saw that
I was touching her, tracing her lips with the tip of my finger.

“Don’t do that . . .,” he said helplessly, knowing that I would
do what I pleased, to him and his wife tonight.

I dragged my finger down her chin and over the soft, sexy grotto
of her neck. She didn’t respond at all. I was excited, filled with
limitless possibilities.

I was still holding him inside me, feeling the pulse of him drive
toward a conclusion. I rolled over so that he could take me from
behind, so that I could concentrate on both husband and wife. He
was mortified as I let my breasts touch her dress, covering the stain
on her bodice. "

“Fuck me. He’s fucking me,” I whispered into to his wife’s
face.

I was close enough to smell her boozy breath. Her face was quite
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pretty. He pulled at me, trying to draw my body away from hers.
I don’t know whom he was trying to protect at that moment, but
I don’t imagine it was me. I fell forward and put my lips over her
mouth. I kissed her slowly, letting my tongue sip her lips, feeling
the creases of her soft, dead mouth, feeling the impressions of her
husband’s cock. He was gasping, but I could hardly hear it, my
head muffled and drowning in her hair. I couldn’t take my mouth
from hers, so great was the pleasure. The sensuality of her warm,
unresponsive tongue was radical in sensation and sensibility. He
was holding my flesh hard, reaching for my breasts, and I could
feel his warm breath in my hair. I took her hand and brought it
to my nipple, a grotesque elocution of desire. I imagined she was
dead. The more fiercely he fucked me, the more he pushed the air
out of my lips and into hers. He was fucking me into his wife. He
had one hand on my clit, my clit that had turned into a big, red
ruby between his fingers. His other hand had secreted itself under
the white lace of her dress. He pushed away the fabric and took
her nipple between his fingers, caressing it, mirroring the way he
was touching me. I was swelling with a great scream.

By equal increments we moved closer and closer to finishing the
deal. I tore my mouth from hers before I was going to come, not
wanting to give her that. I pulled his hand from her breast and
guided it to my hips. In one last effort, he pulled me into him, and
I pushed against her breasts, using her, bracing myself against her
for our orgasm.

I took him, I sucked him through her mouth, and when I ate
his breath it was regenerated back out of my mouth in a terrible
victorious yell. It was a scream that should have awakened her, but
it didn’t.

I remember that her dress smelled like mothballs.



FADE TO BLACK

lan Breakwell

June 3

ON THE WALL opposite the bed was a full length mirror framed
with gilt. He lay between her legs, licking her. She trembled. He
swivelled and plunged his face between her thighs, gripping her
buttocks with his hands. Her tongue flicked round his groin as she
strained to reach his prick. Her little finger worked its way inside
him. He swung round, lifted up her legs and slid his prick into her.
She gasped. He groaned. Her hands clutched his shoulderblades.
His tongue was in her ear. She came. He pulled out. She turned
over on to her hands and knees. He slid into her again. He licked
the fingers of her right hand so that she could rub herself at the
same time. She pushed her face into the pillow. He gripped her
hips. The bed creaked. The quilt had fallen on to the floor. In
the mirror he could see her buttocks pressed against him. She
came again. He withdrew and she rolled over. She sucked his
prick, holding his balls in her hand. She moved to the edge of
the bed, her feet on the floor. He stood between her legs. She
lifted her feet until her knees were against her chest. He covered
his prick with Vaseline and pushed it up her arse. Her mouth
opened wide, then she pulled him down towards her. Her hand
went down to her crotch. She said: “Oh, I’'m coming again.” He
said: “Go on then.” They came together, jerking like marionettes.
Hard core of despair fending off the last goodbyes. She said: “We
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could never just be friends. You know if you walk through that
door it’s the last time you’ll ever see me.”

June 9

He cooked a meal. They had steak, potatoes, salad and a bottle
of wine. He washed the pots and she poured the coffee. After the
coffee they stood in the middle of the room clutching each other.
He unbuttoned her blouse. She unzipped his trousers. He put his
hand up her skirt and pulled her tights down below her buttocks,
then slipped his hand inside her pants. She knelt on the carpet and
sucked him. His fingernails scraped her scalp. He took the coffee
cups off the dinner table. She removed the cruet while holding his
prick with her other hand. He helped her up on to the table. She
lay on her back with her buttocks on the edge, her skirt above her
waist. He pulled off her shoes, tights and pants. Her legs were bent
upwards, suspended in mid-air. He stood with his trousers round
his ankles, spread her legs and pushed it in. They both breathed
“Aaah” at the same time. On the wooden shelf behind her was a
jar of Hortex Pickled Onions, a bottle of Lea & Perrins Worcester
Sauce, a jar of Gales Pure Country Honey, three tins of Heinz Oven
Baked Beans, and a jar of Nescafé Blend 37 Freeze Dried Instant
Coffee. He slid in and out of her as she gripped the edge of the table
with her hands. On the second shelf was a jar of Crosse & Blackwell
Branston Pickle, a packet of Lyons Orange Label Tea, two tins of
Heinz Tomato Soup and a box of Weetabix Whole Wheat Cereal
Standard Size. Outside the window, beyond the black silhouettes
of the plane trees, the lights shone brightly in the house opposite.
“They can see us,” she said: “I don’t care,” he said. And a tin
of Napoli Peeled Plum Tomatoes, a jar of Colmans Mustard, a
packet of Batchelors Dried Peas. Her face turned red, her eyes
closed. He rested, still inside her, then withdrew and rubbed the
tip of his prick backwards and forwards against her clitoris, then
pushed hard into her. She lifted her buttocks to meet him. On the
third shelf was a packet of Sainsburys Bread Sauce Mix, a bottle of
Sarsons Malt Vinegar, a jar of Frank Coopers Mint Sauce, a tin
of Lyons Original Blend Pure Ground Coffee, a packet of Bisto
Gravy Mix and a bottle of H.P. Sauce. His eyes scanned the
ingredients on the sauce bottle label: vinegar, tomatoes, dates,
molasses, sugar, salt, rye, flour, edible starch, onions, tamarinds,
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spices, soy sauce, caramel, garlic, mustard, flavouring. Serve with
hot meats, especially sausages, bacon, hamburgers, chops and cold
meats. Delicious with cheese, fried eggs, fish and chips. Adds
flavour to stews and casseroles. He thrust in and out of her
faster now. He leaned forward as she clenched her teeth. Next
to her left ear on the table top was a smear of mustard. They
came together, gasping and shuddering. He pulled out, walked to
the sink and brought back a paper tissue roll. She sat on the edge
of the table and wiped herself. He said: “Would you like another
cup of coffee?” She said: “Yes, please.” He put the coffee back
on the stove. They sat at opposite ends of the table, drank their
coffee and smoked cigarettes. When they had stubbed out their
cigarettes she said: “It’s as if it never happened.” He said: “Let’s
go out for a drink.”

Fune 14

She lay back on the bed, naked except for the broad belt with
the silver clasp around her waist. He scooped moisturizing cream
out of the jar. He lifted her left foot, holding the heel in the
palm of his hand. He rubbed the cream into the instep, sole and
ankle, and in between each toe. Then the other foot. Then both
feet together until they were oily and smooth, sliding backwards
and forwards in his hands as little worms of cream squeezed out
between his fingers. “Nice?” he said. “Mmmm.” Her eyes closed
and she smiled. His thumb was deep inside her cunt. His little
finger, greased with cream, was up her arse. His left hand still
massaged her right foot. Her right hand reached out towards his
mouth. He licked her fingertips. She rubbed her clitoris as his
tongue flicked between her circling fingers. His hands stretched
up to her breasts, pinching the erect nipples. She held him by the
hair and gripped his head with her thighs. He held her down as
she shuddered.

Fune 29

This time last year: we walked along the coastal path and stood
hip to hip on the cliff top above the sea. Cormorants skimmed
over the waves. A seal was rolling among the rocks below. The
sun shone down from a blue sky. We hugged each other,
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laughing, our noses in each other’s hair, then lay down naked
in the warm grass.

Today: he knocked three times. She opened the door with a
wry smile, holding a Siamese kitten in her left hand. After tea and
cigarettes they stood in front of the mirror. He lifted her skirt. She
unbuttoned his flies and pulled out his prick, then leaned forward
and sucked him, his fingers still inside her. She squatted by the
mirror and put her diaphragm in. The kitten stood unsteadily on
the carpet, gazing up at them and mewing. He stood on the other
side of the mirror, his prick sticking out of his pin-stripe suit. She
pulled his trousers down. He sat on the chair and she straddled
him, her arms round his neck as she eased down on to his prick.
He grasped her buttocks. She worked up and down and side to
side. He pulled her sweater up above her breasts and sucked her
nipples. She said: “I’'m going to come, I’m going to come.” He
said: “Go on, go on.” Her fingers dug into his back. She was
shouting. Then she stopped and said: I thought you were going
to come with me? Why didn’t you?” He said: “I don’t know, I
thought I would but I didn’t.” She said: “I see.” Her face set.
Her lips pressed tightly together and she turned to one side. He
said: “Shall we carry on?” She said: “If you like.”

July 1

This time last year: in the evening sunshine we sat drinking gin
and tonics on the terrace of the cottage surrounded by hedges of
wild fuchsia. On the side of the hill the black mare and its foal
walked slowly across the field. Rooks circled over the trees on
the brow of the hill. In the bay far below the waves rolled silently
in to the deserted beach. We kissed again and again. With our
arms round each other we went inside and up the stairs, still
kissing, then lay on the bed and rubbed oil all over each other’s
suntanned bodies, then made love, and at the end we shouted so
loud together that we burst out laughing afterwards, and she said:
“They must have heard us in the village.” Then we fell asleep in
each other’s arms.

Today: they went to her flat and ate a meal. Silence settled on
them like a blanket. Three hours later he said: “I think I’ll go.”
He put on his jacket and walked down the corridor to the door.
She ran out of the room and swung him round by the shoulder.
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She punched him in the mouth, on the nose, the side of the head
and in the eyes. She kicked him in the groin, calling him a swine,
a bastard, an unfeeling rat. The Kkitten cowered behind a chair,
its ears flat against its head. He recovered his composure. They
went out to the pub and drank against the clock, then walked
back to the flat. They took off their clothes, she lay back on the
bed and opened her legs. He knelt between her thighs and licked
her, pressing his left hand on her pubic bone, two fingers pushed
deep in her cunt, his thumb pressed against her arse. She came,
writhing on the bed, her flesh moving in ripples up her stomach
as the spasms shook her. He lay flat on his back with her reversed
above him. Her breasts were squashed against his stomach. She
held his balls and sucked him frantically. He thrust his tongue
between the pink lips as she ground her cunt against his face.
She swallowed and sat up, sperm running down from the corner
of her mouth. They stared at each other blankly. She put the light
out and they lay back to back. It was a night of fitful sleep. In the
morning there was nothing to say. She made coffee and went off
to work. He lay in bed staring at the wall. The kitten settled on
his head, purring loudly.

July 3

It was a hot and airless night. She lay naked on her stomach on
the bed. He sat astride her, his balls pressing against the cleft
between her buttocks, his prick sticking out in front of him. With
the fingernails of both hands he scratched her shoulder-blades, the
back of her ribcage and up and down her spine from the nape
of her neck to the small of her back. He moved down the bed
and knelt astride her legs, lightly scratching her buttocks and
the backs of her thighs and calves. Taking hold of her ankles he
parted her legs. He leaned forward and pressed his lips between
her buttocks, pushing the tip of his tongue into her arsehole
which at first constricted and then opened as she raised herself
with her elbows. She rolled over and lifted her knees. He licked
her, two fingers of his right hand deep inside her, the base of
his hand pressed hard against the ridge between her cunt and
arse. His left hand was cupped underneath her, and she lifted
her buttocks to meet his movements as he moved his tongue
around her clitoris, then licked and fingered her very fast until
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she came with convulsive heaves, pressing her pubic bone hard
against his upper lip. He licked her slowly for a time as she lazily
rubbed herself, then she moved down the bed, impaled him on
her little finger and began to suck him. He locked his legs around
her neck and they rolled from side to side with his prick in her
mouth to the root. The clock on the bedside table said 1.10 a.m.
His concentration drifted. He remembered this time last summer
when they wandered together through the lanes leading down to
the sea and she pointed out to him all the different wild flowers
which filled the hedgerows and the fields, naming each in turn as
he listened enraptured: Pennywort, Dropwort, Vetch, Scabious,
Fuchsia, Honey-suckle, Ragwort, Bedstraw, Groundsel, Spear
Thistle, Sheeps Bit, Cowslip, Bellflowers, Speedwell, Angelica,
Hedge Parsley, Sea Holly, Yellow Loosestrife, Summer Gorse,
Fringed Rock Cress, Sea Milkwort, Musk Mallow, Scarlet Pim-
pernel, Evening Primrose and Forget Me Nots. His prick went
limp in her mouth. She took it out, frowned at him and said:
“What’s the matter?” “Nothing,” he said. She sighed and lay
down with her back to him. He pulled the bedclothes over them
and switched off the light. Numb despair froze him rigid. Sleep
would not come. Every time he closed his eyes he saw a smooth
grey rectangle, its surface covered with a dull sheen.' A hundred
times he closed his eyes and a hundred times the dreadful grey
form reappeared. No monsters. No demons. No stuff that dreams
are made of. Just the lifeless monochrome of the nightmare.

In the morning it felt as if there was an iron band around
his neck. Teeth clamped tight. Hands clenched into fists. Every
muscle in his body ached. As if he had been beaten with telephone
directories. Veins injected with plastic wood. He lay like a fish on
a slab. She stood at the foot of the bed, tapped him on the ankle
and said: “I have to leave in half an hour, you must get up.” He
turned his head. An inch away were the eyes of the cat. The cat
looked into his dead-fish eyes and backed away, jumped off the
bed and slunk out of the room.

July 29

He embraced her. She embraced him. He held her tight. She
turned her head to one side, flicked her gas lighter and lit a
cigarette. His arms fell to his sides. She leaned over the table and
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inspected the dried-up flowers of the plant on the window-ledge.
She touched each of the dead blooms in turn with her fingertips,
leaning further forward with her pelvis pressed against the edge of
the table. Standing behind her he lifted her skirt and pulled down
her pants. He knelt on the linoleum and kissed her buttocks as she
pruned the plant with a pair of scissors. She said: “Shall we go to
the pub?” He said: “Sure.”

In the bar they sat at the corner table underneath the clock. An
hour passed in silence. They responded politely when someone sat
down nearby, borrowed a match, hung their coats on the hook
behind them, or the barmaid changed the ashtray. After an hour
it was closing time. She pulled on her jacket, glanced towards
him and said brightly: “O.K?” He gathered up his cigareites
and matches and said decisively: “Q.K.” They walked back to
the car three feet apart. He stared ahead through the windscreen
and said: “Maybe we need to get away. A holiday. Back to where
we’ve been happy.”

August 8

On the bedside table is a vase containing a bouquet of honeysuckle,
fuchsia and summer gorse. The rain beats down on the skylight
above the bed on which he is lying naked on his back. His arms
are stretched out on either side, his wrists tied tightly with two
nylon stockings to the iron bedposts at the top of the bed. His
legs are open, stretched out, each ankle tied to the bedposts at
the bottom of the bed. He is gagged by means of a piece of cloth
with several turns between the teeth. She is standing on the far
side of the bedroom, smiling. She stubs out her cigarette in the
ashtray on the bedside table, removes her shoes, stockings and
pants, and climbs on to the bed. She kneels astride, facing him.
She unfastens her belt and unbuttons her dress down the side,
then slowly pulls it over her head. She unhooks her bra and
drops it on to the floor beside the bed. She unbraids her long
hair and trails it across his body and face. Then, starting at his
toes, she licks him with slow tongue strokes, over his insteps,
ankles and calves, up his thighs, across his belly and chest, along
each arm, into each palm, around his neck, beneath his chin and
round each eye. Next, holding him by his hair, she rubs his face
against her armpits and breasts. Then she locks her legs round
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his neck, presses her crotch against his face, and parting the
labia with her fingers she pushes against his nose and upper
lip. She places one hand over his eyes and with the other she
traces a path with her fingernails down his chest and belly and
around his groin, then lightly strokes his prick with her thumb
and forefinger. Then she sits on his chest, her buttocks against
his chin, and holding the base of his prick with her left hand
she masturbates him with her right, alternating a slow, languid
rhythm with quick, nervous strokes. Now she turns and kneels
between his thighs. As she holds his balls with her right hand
she licks him along the length of his prick from the base to
the tip, then takes him into her mouth and begins to suck, at
first slowly, then faster and faster, her nipples brushing against
the hairs on the insides of his thighs. Sweat breaks out on his
forehead as he writhes helplessly. His eyes shut tight. His teeth
bite into the gag. His fingernails dig into his palms. Spasms run
through him from head to toe. He thrashes from side to side, then
slowly subsides. She straightens up and wipes her mouth with the
back of her hand. She smiles. His breathing returns to normal.
His eyes begin to close.

When he awoke she was no longer in the room. The rain had
stopped. A breeze stirred the closed curtains. The sun shone
brightly through the skylight on to his face.

The sweat had dried on his body. He shivered.

His movements had tightened the knots in the stockings which
secured his hands and feet. He flexed his fingers and toes and
shifted position as best he could, to try to ease the numbness
in his limbs. He listened carefully. There was no sound from
downstairs.

A seagull circled high above the skylight, drifting in the
windcurrents.

The sky was blue and there were no clouds during the after-
noon.

The sun began to set. The sky through the skylight was
red.

By dusk the wind had dropped. He could hear the sound of the
waves breaking against the foot of the cliffs below the cottage,
and the raucous calls of the rooks coming home to roost in the

woods on the hillside. In the distance the cries of the curlews in
the estuary.
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The light began to fade. A moth fluttered against the skylight
then settled on his face.

A spider spun a web between the bedpost and the wall.

It became dark.
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. . . [the uncanny as it is depicted in literature] is a much
more fertile province than the uncanny in real life, for it
contains the whole of the latter and something more besides,
something that cannot be found in real life.

—~Freud

ON THE EL from the airport, they sat next to each other in a molded
plastic seat designed to boundary two strangers via a slightly raised
bump that travelled down the middle. Which they could feel as
they sat very close to each other, bodies pressed left to right, leaning
slightly against each other’s side. He reached up and across her
chest, grazing the front of her leather jacket with a prickly wool
sleeve to grasp the raw silk scarf that lay around her neck. He slowly
pulled on it until her face was very close to his, never breaking the
gaze. She inadvertently fanned her fingers out to touch the side of
his body as he pulled her toward him, feeling his chest through
layers of wool and cotton as they sat on the rattling train, thighs
warm and pressed against each other. They could only get together
every other week, living as they did in different cities during the
school term. But they were relatively mobile and able to arrange
four- and five-day weekends.

They walked together, hip to hip, through the courtyard right
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up to the stairway of his building, where they separated to walk up
the two squeaky flights to his apartment. She watched him walk
ahead of her. In the apartment, she dropped her brown suede
backpack into a Breuer chair by the door. They watched each
other unzip and take off their jackets, flinging them onto the
backs of chairs. Holding the gaze. Unwavering control. Unsure
about what they were doing. In part. Playing with tropes. Mutual
recognition. He lifted her bag from the floor to place it on a chair,
saying, “You travel light. It’s good.” Then he walked away into
the kitchen to pour them each an ice-cold seltzer. Coming back
with two glasses, he handed one to her and then raised his giass in
a gesture of acknowledgement. Which she responded to by leaning
toward him, kissing his neck with a sweep of tongue and lips cooled
by the liquid.

He walked slowly toward her. His hand reached over to her
shoulder, gently pulling her body into contact with his. Her arms
met his, embracing him back, pulling him toward her, feeling him
along the length of their bodies. Noting her soft breasts against his
hard chest, pubic bone to hardening cock, the firmness of their
touching thighs. They began to kiss, slowly and gently at first.
With a sweep of his tongue, he took her entire mouth in his,
then resting his tongue at the entrance of her open mouth, poised,
moving it only when he felt her tongue envelop his. Then, opening
his mouth to contain hers, he sucked her in and released her, over
and over, resting his lips against hers, for a moment resisting her
tongue meeting his, then pushing against her with closed lips, now
seeking out and trying to suck her tongue into his mouth.

They loved to kiss, she thought, running her tongue along his
cheek all the way down to his chin. She licked the tiny ridge under
his lower lip, feeling the pull of the rough texture of his nascent
beard offer resistance. If she stayed more than a moment kissing
or licking a cheek, or lip, or eyelid, he couldn’t bear it. His tongue
would then seek out her mouth, moving over her lips from side to
side, savoring their moist pliancy. Their tongues darted around
each other, slowing down and speeding up, drawing back, then
hurrying on for more. He would moan and move to nibble her ear,
to take the bird from her earlobe with his lips. In the same way he
would kiss and lick her belly down to the top of her underpants,
sometimes grasping the elastic band in his mouth and pulling them
off with his mouth.
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Their bodies pressed into one another, seeking out the radiant
center of their genitals. They move against each other. She cannot
stop herself from moaning slightly. Suddenly he grasped her, hands
squeezing her shoulders, and pushed her away. “Not so fast,” he
says, reaching for her scarf. Which he placed over her eyes, winding
it around her head and tying a knot with an emphatic tug “Now,
you will feel it more,” he said, sucking and biting her lips before
opening his mouth to kiss her deep and long and hard.

Then he stopped. Grasping her hand firmly by the wrist, he
pulled her to walk with him, and led her around the apartment
until she could feel her legs touch the side of the bed. He pushed
her slightly so that she sat down, one hand caressing a breast with
increasing firmness as he leaned into her until they were lying along
side of, then under, and on top of each other for long intervals. Until
one of them would indicate a desire to vary position. Slipping his
hand underneath her blouse, he brushed her erect nipple with the
side of his hand, running his fingers around the aureole. Then he
pulled her shirt over her head, and nuzzled his head between her
breasts, pillowing into her with a sweep of his head, then rising to
take as much of a breast into his mouth as he could. He nibbled and
sucked her breasts until she moaned, feeling some direct connection
to her clitoris that pulsed in rhythm to the firm pressure of his
tongue.

When he stopped, she would seek his mouth strongly, falling into
him and opening herself to his eager lips. Their bodies pressed up
hard against each other, moving their hips in sync with each other.
She sighed to feel his hard cock through their clothes, delighted
but almost alarmed by its hardness, her wetness, the power of their
desire for each other. “Enough of this,” she said suddenly, pulling
the scarf-blindfold off her head and holding it as she looked at
him, reaching over to stroke the outline of his erect cock through
his jeans.

“Now, I will tie you up,” she said to his moan, pushing against
her hand. “Stand up,” she said, grasping his belt and pulling him
toward her. “Take your clothes off,” she said, rubbing him through
the thick jeans material. As he pulled off a cotton sweater and
unbuttoned a flannel shirt, she unbuckled his belt and unzipped his
fly. Then his hand met hers, cupping it and pressing it against him
through his clothes for a moment before finally shedding his jeans.
She sat down on the bed, savoring the sight of his body, naked now
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except for his shorts. She looked at his erection, tight up against the
white cotton material, seeing a few drops of preejaculate, a circle of
wet against the shorts. Lifting them over his cock in order te pull
them off, she smiled, noticing a drop quivering on its glistening tip.
Following her gaze, he smiled and said, “I’m very wet.” Touching
him lightly and smiling broadly, she said, “So I see.” He moved
closer to her, bringing his head close to hers. “Kiss me,” he said,
before wrapping her mouth in his.

Tying two long silk scarves together, she wrapped one scarf
around his right wrist, running it like a chain under the mattress
until it met his other wrist from the opposite side. Next, she
attended to his legs, knotting old silk ties together to secure
his feet. She made one loop gently but firmly around an ankle,
proceeding under the mattress to the other. This way each wrist
and ankle were held as widely spread as seemed comfortable. She
looked at his legs spread far apart but held tightly in position,
centering his outstretched body on his pelvis. She had tied him
spreadeagle to the bed. She wanted to see him struggle, beg her
to release him, entreat her to fuck him, to never let him loose.

He had watched her as she tied him up, a slight sweat bathing his
forehead. “Kiss me,” he said, “please.” She watched him thrust his
pelvis up as much as the bonds limiting his motion allowed, craning
his neck up towards her. Coming over to the bed, she lay down next
to him and began to kiss him, caressing his cock with her hand, as
she rubbed herself against his leg, feeling her slippery wetness as
she slid her hardening clitoris back and forth against the bone of
his knee, noting that he moved slightly to meet her motion. “You’re
very hard,” he said, with a deep sigh, head thrown back, as she
moved to kiss him deeply in reply.

“What would you like to do?” she paused to ask, raising an
eyebrow as she looked at him. She inclined her body towards his
from her position stretched out next to him, resting her head on
her hand, supported by an elbow. She had one leg slung over the
“X” his body made on the middle of the double bed. Her knee
slowly rubbed his penis lightly back and forth. With her free hand,
she grazed his chest, stroking and pinching a nipple until it grew
hard, bending over him to tongue it and suck it until he groaned.
“So, are you going to tell me what you want to do?” she asked,
moving her knee away from his hard penis and resting it on a
thigh. “Well . . .” he said, casting a glance over his immobilized



PURE PORN 25

torso, the erection quivering slightly, delight and embarrassment
mixing in his look.

She began to kiss him again, taking his lower lip between hers
and sucking hard on it, then running her tongue over it from side
to side, moving to his upper lip until his tongue came to meet
hers. She opened her mouth to take him inside her, gulping him
down with tiny sucking motions, their tongues finding each other
and twisting around and around until one of them would alter the
motion.

She moved over to lie on top of him, holding herself up with
her arms so that their bodies were touching only at the groin. He
thrust his hips up, pushing his cock hard up against her belly, and
she leaned into him, savoring his hardness. “Fuck me,” he said,
“please. I can’t stand it any more.” ‘“We’ll see what you can stand,”
she said, moving herself over him so that his penis slid effortlessly
against her totally slippery wet vulva, rippling against her hard clit
with each stroke. “Oh. Fuck me,” he moaned, straining to push his
cock against her as far as his bonds would allow. “Take me inside
you,” he said, looking hard at her. “Stop torturing me.”

“Not so fast,” she said, as she rolled off of him and lay next to
him. She reached for the seltzer bottle on the night table and filled
her glass again, greedily sipping it because she was parched. “Do
you want some,” she offered. He nodded, so she refilled a glass
and held it to his lips until he had drunk his fill. Then she slowly
began to kiss his face, making her way down from his lips to his
ears, then biting and sucking his neck until she rested at a nipple.
“Oh, I love it when you do that,” he said of her hardening a nipple
with her tongue. She loved the absurdity of mouths on breasts.

Moving herself slowly over him, she changed directions on the
bed to suck his toes, tickle and rub his feet, making her way to the
center of his body, to nibble the inside of his thighs, alternately
licking, sucking, kissing, and biting him there with her mouth while
her hand kneaded and softly caressed his other thigh and leg.

Taking his balls into her mouth made her dizzy with his smell,
anchored by their rougher texture. He moaned continuously now,
moving his hips and straining against the scarves that spread him
open, setting a rhythm to her sucking and biting, which had not yet
reached his penis. “Oh, God. Suck me. I can’t stand it. Not another
minute.” She nipped at the many tiny folds of skin around its base,
then licked him from base to tip, first hard, then softly, alternating
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the top and then the underside of her tongue, back and forth. He
lifted his pelvis to meet her mouth, emitting cries and tossing his
head from side to side. His body shuddered in waves of desire.

She ran her tongue around and around the top of his penis, taking
his head between her lips and making shallow thrusting motions
with her mouth and tongue. With one hand, she grasped his penis,
encircling it and taking special care to press hard against the ridged
area just below its lip that connected the sides. She sucked him,
especially forcefully down the backside of its shaft, which he had
told her was particularly sensitive. With each thrust she would rest
her half-closed mouth firmly around the lip of its head and pressing
her lips against him for intervals that she varied, until his groans
urged her on. “Oh, more. More, more,” he said. Then she swept
her tongue around the head of his penis, sucking him deeply into
her mouth and moving her tongue over its length, while her hand
ringed him at the same time, attentive to his most sensitive spot.

Sliding her hands under his ass on one of his lifting motions,
she grasped his cheeks, rubbing and working them along with
the motion of her mouth on his cock. “Put your fingers inside
me,” he moaned, “fuck me.” In answer, she moved her fingers
back and forth along the crack of his ass until she felt the tiny
wrinkled opening, warm and moist, throb against her gently
circling finger. Pausing to lubricate her fingers thoroughly with
the bottle of almond massage oil they kept on the night table, her
hand followed the line from the base of his balis right up to the
crack of his ass.

He opened to meet her like a flower, and she eased her middle
finger into him, hearing him cry out in pleasure, feeling his
sphincter tighten around her finger, release, then tighten again.
She worked it to his rhythms, never going further until invited,
but stopping only when her finger could easily enter him no further.
She moved her finger inside him, slowly back and forth, pressing up
against the front of his rectum, allowing his thrusting to work her
hand, setting the pace. “Now try two fingers,” he said in between
gasps. All the while her mouth and other hand never left his cock,
moving over him, in rhythm to her fingers fucking him easily as
he pressed his ass against her fingers with each inward motion,
allowing her more deeply inside him.

They fucked each other like this for a long delicious while. She
had no idea. Her awareness contracted almost completely to the
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sensate liquid cosmos of her mouth and fingers and the sounds
of their pleasure. Her world the feel and heat of him between her
lips, reaching deep into her throat, the rhythm of his cock back and
forth at the same time her fingers slid deeply in and out of his ass,
feeling his thrusts meet her fingers. Then, his cock reached all the
way down into the curve of her throat at the same time his ass took
her fingers all the way in. His body pushed against her hard, stilling
into a strong thrusted orgasm that she felt go on for what seemed to
be minutes. Her mouth registered the spurts of semen, warm and
briny like seawater, flowing into her mouth in several short spasms
at the same time she felt his anus contract in little pulses of ringing
afterpleasure. After a moment, she swallowed the ejaculate, and
slowly leaned over him to kiss him. “Taste,” she said.

“Oh, God. Oh, God,” he spat out, rolling his head from side to
side, still breathing in gasps, “it’s too much.” “Untie me, so I can
torture you.” She kissed him on the lips. “Twist my arm,” she
said, fiddling with the silk knots around his wrist.

They took a break to pee, wash a little, and refill seltzers. “We
forgot to smoke,” he said, returning to the bedroom with a joint and
an ashtray. “And here’s an extra bathrobe in case you get chilled,”
he said, draping a terry robe over her shoulders, and pausing to kiss
her neck. “It’s a smooth strong green,” he said, sitting down next
to her and lighting the joint, taking a long, slow puff. He held it
out to her. “Hmm,” she said, reaching for the joint, “smells great.”
“What shall we do now?” he said, looking playfully at her. “That
depends on what you want to know,” she said, as she coughed,
laughing and exhaling a mouthful of smoke. Leaning back into
a cluster of pillows, she passed the joint back to him. “I can’t
smoke too much. I want to do some work later,” she said. “Good,
I have tons to do myself. You can have the computer if you want. I
have stuff to read.” “Great. And let’s get some takeout, then we’ll
work.” “Thai, all right?” “Fine.” He put the joint out, moved the
ashtray, and began to kiss her until they were rolling around again
on the bed. It was so easy when they weren’t cripples or psychos,
she thought, her arms around him, tongues intertwined, completely
happy being with him.

Never predictable, he chose to replicate for her the spreadeagle
position from which he had recently been released. “It had a lot
going for it,” he thought, as he looked at her body extended in a
classic “X”. He loved the way she looked tied up — helpless and
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completely open to him, her hipbones prominent and breasts flatter
and rounder because of her raised and out-stretched arms, her pubic
hair wet with surplus secretions. Maybe they liked the trust and the
hypothetical risk. Though they had each never felt safer.

After he had tied her up in the same spreadeagle position, he
sat up next to her, leaning down to kiss her, tonguing her deeply.
Pulling away slightly, he bent over her and kissed her belly,
continuing down to her pubic triangle. Moving his hand over
her body to cup her vulva, he rocked her with his hand. “Let’s
see how turned on you are,” he said, feeling her wetness even on
the longer pubic hair that he grasped and pulled at, twirling a small
clump around his fingers, absorbing its wetness.

Then he skilfully parted her inner lips with two fingers, sliding
his middle finger far inside her, feeling her wetness and the
ever-changing texture of her vagina. “Oh,” he said, “very nice,”
working a second finger into her and moving in and out with harder
and faster thrusts untii she moaned and strained against the scarves,
meeting his hand. Suddenly, he took his fingers out of her and
began to work the area just a tiny bit above her clitoris with gentle
firm rhythmic caresses that made her scream in pleasure. Moving
down to cover its length and circle the small knob of hard flesh,
he moved his middle finger higher up to grasp its hood. Then he
opened her inner lips with a separating sweep of his second and
fourth fingers, holding them apart as he siid his middle finger firmly
over her clit, a gesture he knew she loved because she would always
moan more. He worked his middle finger rhythmically back and
forth over her clit, rubbing it ever so slightly harder in time to her
increasing pelvic movement against his hand. With his other hand,
he thrust two, then three, fingers all the way up inside her, faster
and faster until her body tensed into immobility, lifting her into a
high-pitched moan of an orgasm that rippled through her, rising
and falling for a long time.

He immediately arranged himself on top of her in order to
enter her while her orgasm went on in wave after wave, which
his fucking now skimmed and rode, taking his cues from her
thrusting. After slowing to meet her subsiding motion, instead
of stopping altogether, he slowly began to increase the rhythm
knowing that she could often be brought back into another pitch of
pleasure following immediately upon a first. She opened further to
this quick thrust fucking, raising her hips to meet his cock, burning
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with such exquisite feeling she felt almost faint. “Oh, God. Oh,
God,” she moaned, “it’s so good.”

He leaned over her, kissing and biting her breasts, sucking hard
on one and then another as he thrust high into her, or licking her
neck as he withdrew to the entrance of her vagina, then plunging
all the way into her until she screamed with pleasure, rocking
with him, tightening her vaginal muscles to grip him when he
was deepest inside her, making him gasp, squeeze his eyes shut,
and whisper, “Oh, God. It’s so good.”

He stopped for a moment to bend over and untie her legs so she
would move more. They both reached for pillows to slide under
her hips, and she lifted her legs high, wrapping them tightly around
his neck, and guiding him back into her. Each thrust pleasured her
differently. After a while, she lost the ability to know which one
of them initiated a stroke or set of strokes. She couldn’t feel their
borders. Who was who. What was what. Sometimes it felt as if they
moved in and out of each other fast, fast, fast, with strokes that
were close together. Other times their fucking was long and slow,
it reaching so deeply into her that she would cry out. Sometimes
there was anger in the force of their fucking, and they fucked as
much from need as from desire, hate as much as love. She never
knew in advance of their bodies joining who or what would move
the other or how. Loving invention.

They fucked for a long time until he pulled out of her in order
to move to her mouth. “I love being inside all of you,” he said as
he straddled her, bringing his cock very near her mouth. Opening
to him with a sucking kiss, she could taste the mixture of their
secretions, licking and moving her mouth over him, taking him
all the way into her, then pulling back on him. Just as she was
falling into a smooth rhythm of taking him in and wrapping her-
mouth around him as he rocked back on each thrust, he pulled out
of her mouth, saying, “It’s getting very sensitive.”

He began to kiss her mouth, running his hands over her entire
body, pausing to slide his fingers over her vulva, again seeking
her inner labia and finally, as she moaned more and more, her
clitoris. He opened her slowly, separating the inner lips carefully
with his fingers, and pulling the hood firmly back until her clit
lay completely exposed to his tongue. He knelt over her, his erect
cock resting against her belly, and began to lick her there with wide
gulps, wrapping his mouth around her. Her entire body shuddered
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with pleasure. Then he held her lips apart with the fingers of one
hand as he slowly worked the tip of his tongue back and forth
over the length of her clit, returning to the spot just above its
most sensitive area for a more intense tonguing.

With each motion, she moved to meet his tongue and lips,
breathing herself into his mouth, and pushing her pelvis against
him when she wanted him to suck her harder and stronger, and
moving ever so slightly up or down in the bed to guide his tongue.
His other hand reached into her, thrusting hard and slipping partly
out of her, then thrusting into her again with gathering force while
his tongue worked her clit steadily. He sensed her lifting herself up
to him and pressed his tongue harder onto her, moving back and
forth faster until her moaning looped itself into an orgasmic cry
that seemed to go on for minutes. Her arms strained hard against
the scarves that held her taut, his tongue blanketing her vulva hard
and safe, and his fingers pressing up hard against her as far into
her as he could go, evoking strong sensation inside her as well.

Again, he entered her, though this time their pleasure was even
more strong, pushing himself all the way into her, thrusting up,
over and over, coming partly out only to come hard back into her,
sighing and moaning more with each motion. She could feel his
sweat mix with hers as he nuzzled his face against her neck. They
smelled of sex. Yum. When he finally came, crying out, she felt,
not orgasm, but a series of tiny but pleasurable ripples in her vagina
reverberating from the cessation of motion, that she could intensify
by contracting her muscles against his ejaculating penis.

Their weekend continued much in the same vein, their being
talking sex, pace Foucault.



TWO AT ONCE
Robert Silverberg

“YOou NEVER HAVE?” Louise asked. “Not ever?”

This was in the glorious seventies, when everyone was doing
everything to everyone, in every imaginable combination. I was
young, healthy, prosperous and single. And we were in Los
Angeles, city of year-round summer and infinite possibility.

“Not even once,” I said. “Things just haven’t clicked the right
way, | guess.”

“Well,” Louise said, “let me think about this.”

What we were discussing — over Belgian waffles and mimosas at a
favorite breakfast place of mine on the Sunset Strip - was my primo
fantasy, the one sexual act — well, not the only one, but the only one
that really interested me — that I had never managed to experience:
making love to two women at the same time. Fucking one, amiably
caressing the other, then switching, then maybe resting for a little
while and watching as they amused each other, and then starting
the whole cycle again, Ms. A. followed by Ms. B — the good old
sandwich game, me as the filling, double your pleasure, double
your fun.

Louise sipped her mimosa and thought about it. Her brow
furrowed; her wheels were turning.

“Janet?” she said. “No. No, that won’t work. Martine? Probably
not. Kate?” She shook her head. Then: “Dana, maybe?”

It was maddening. Delicious possibilities flickered one by one
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in her eyes, rose briefly to the level of a bright gleam, and died
away with a shake of her head just as each of the giris she named
started to assume a thrilling reality in my mind. I had no more idea
who Janet was, or Kate or Martine, than you do. They were only
names to me; but for the single dazzling instant that they dangled
in the air between us as potential members of our trio they were
glorious names already turning into delectable flesh, and in the
hyperactive arena of my imagination I could see myself rolling
around in bed with lovely Louise and lissome Janet (blonde,
leggy, slim-hipped) or luscious Louise and languid Martine (dark
ringlets, heavy swaying breasts) or lascivious Louise and lubricious
Kate (bright sparkling eyes, tiny tattoo on left buttock). But as fast
as the tantalizing visions arose, Louise dismissed them. Janet had
moved to San Francisco, she remembered now; Martine was in a
relationship; Kate’s motorcycle had gone into a ditch in Topanga
Canyon the week before. Bim, bam, boom: all three vanished from
my life just like that and I had never even known them.

“Dana, though,” she said. Louise’s eyes brightened again and
this time they stayed that way. “Yes. Yes. Very probably a yes.
Let me see what I can do about Dana, ail right?”

“Dana’s a female?” I asked uneasily.

Louise giggled. “For Christ’s sake, Charlie, what do you think?”

“I knew a Dana in college once. A man.”

“You said two women, didn’t you? Come on, then.” She tossed
me a mischievous look. “Unless it’s the other kind of threesome
you were thinking of.”

“Not exactly, Louise.”

“I wouldn’t mind that, you know.”

“I bet you wouldn’t. But I would.”

“Well, then. All right.” She winked. “I’ll see what I can
manage.”

A hot little quiver of anticipation ran through me. Louise
would manage something: I was sure of it. This was the giddy
seventies, after all, when the whole planet was in heat. We were
in Los Angeles, global capital of carefree copulation. And Louise,
slim, agile, raven-haired, uninhibited Louise, was very resourceful
indeed. She made her living setting up window displays for the
innumerable little women’s clothing boutiques that had sprouted
up all over Venice and Santa Monica and West Hollywood, and
she knew hundreds of women models, fitters, designers and
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boutique owners, nearly all of whom were young, attractive
and single.

“Finish your mimosa,” Louise said. “Let’s go to the beach.”

Louise did her window work between three in the afternoon and
half past eight at night. Plenty of time for play, before or after.

“Isn’t it too cool today?” I asked.

“The radio says it’ll be seventy-five degrees by ten o’clock.”

January 13th. Seventy-five degrees. I love L.A. in the winter.
We went to the beach: the old nude beach at Topanga, the one
they closed down around 1980 when the people in the expensive
beach houses began to get tired of the show. The water was a little
chilly, so all we did was run ankle-deep into the surf and quickly
out again, but the beach itself was fine. We basked and chatted
and built a sand castle ~ more of a bungalow, really — and around
noon we got dressed and drove down to Louise’s place in Venice
to shower away the sand. Of course we took the shower together
and one thing led to another, and between that and lunch Louise
was a little late getting to work. Nobody would mind.

We were such good friends, Louise and I. We had known each
other for three years and at least once a week, usually on a Tuesday
or Wednesday morning, we had breakfast together and went to the
beach. Then we went to her place and balled. We liked each other’s
company. Neither of us expected anything more than that from the
other: company. She was twenty-eight; I was a couple of years older.
Good friends, yes. I had met her at a bookshop on Melrose and we
had liked each other right away and there we were. We didn’t give a
thought about getting married, either to each other or anyone else.
What a nice decade that was! The stock market went to hell, the
government was a mess, inflation was fifteen per cent, sometimes
you had to wait on line for an hour and a half to buy gas. But for
Louise and me and a lot of others like us it was the time of our lives.
Yes. The time of our lives. Everybody young, everybody single,
and we were going to stay that way forever.

Two days later she called me and asked, “Are you free Saturday
night?”

“I could be.” We rarely saw each other on weekends. “Why?”

“I talked to Dana.”

“Oh,” I said. “Well, then!”

“Will you spring for dinner for three at Le Provence?”

“I could do that, yes.” Le Provence was a small and very
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authentic French restaurant in Westwood that we liked. Dinner
for three would run me close to forty bucks in the quaint money
of the era, a nice bottle of wine included. But I could afford it. I
was writing continuity for Saturday morning TV then - Captain
Goofus and His Space Brigade. Don’t laugh. Captain Goofus kept
me solvent for four seasons and some residuals, and I miss him
very much. “Tell me about Dana,” I said.

“New York girl. Been here about a year. Medium tall, brown
hair, glasses, nice figure, very bright. Smokes. You mind that?”

“I can survive. Stacked?”

“Not especially. But she’s built okay.”

“How do you know her?”

“She’s a customer at Pleasure Dome on Santa Monica. Came
into the store one night in November while I was setting up the
Christmas window. We’ve had lunch a few times.”

“You sure she’ll go for this, Louise?”

“Le Provence, Saturday night, half past seven, okay?”

My first blind date in years. Well, all right. Louise vouched for
her. The two of them were already there, sitting at a table in the
back, when I showed up at the restaurant. In half a minute I knew
that things were going to work out. Dana was around twenty-five,
slender, pleasant-looking if unspectacular, with big horn-rimmed
glasses and quick, penetrating eyes. Her whole vibe was New York:
alert, intelligent, fearless. Ready to throw herself joyously into our
brave new California world of healthy, anything-goes erotic fun. I
didn’t sense any tremendous pheromonal output coming from her
that related specifically to me, no instantaneous blast of lust, just a
generalized willingness to go along with the project. But that was
okay. We had only just met, after all. Expecting a woman to fall
down instantly at my feet foaming with desire has never been any
prerequisite of mine: simple willingness is quite sufficient for me.

My ever-active mind began to spin with fantasies. I saw myself
sprawled out on the big water bed with Louise to my left and Dana
to my right, all of us naked, both of them pressing close against
me, squirming and wriggling. I imagined the sleek texture along
the inside of Dana’s thighs and the feel of her cool firm breasts
against my hands while the rest of mé was busy with Louise. And
then slipping free of Louise and turning to Dana, gliding into her
up to the hilt while Louise hovered above us both, grazing my back
with the tips of her breasts —
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Back in the real world Dana and I started to make polite first-date
chitchat, with Louise sitting there beaming like a matchmaker
whose clients are going in the right direction.

“So, Louise tells me you write for television?”

“Saturday morning cartoons. Captain Goofus and His Space
Brigade.”

“Far out! You must make a mint.”

“Half a mint, actually. It’s not bad. And you?”

“A word processor,” she said.

“A what?”

“Typist, sort of. Except I use a kind of computer, you know?
In a law office in Beverly Hills?”

I didn’t know. Computers were something very new then.

“Must be movie lawyers,” I said. “They’re the only ones who
can afford a gadget like that.”

She named the firm. Entertainment law, all right. But actually
Dana wanted to write screenplays; the word-processing thing was
just a way station en route to success. I smiled. This city has always
been full of ambitious would-be screenwriters, two-thirds of them
from New York. I expected her to pull a script out of her purse any
minute. But Dana wasn’t that tacky. The conversation bubbled on,
and somewhere along the way we ordered, and I felt so up about the
whole thing that I selected a nine-dollar bottle of Bordeaux. Nine
dollars was a lot for a bottle of wine in those days.

We’d be done with dinner by nine, I figured, and it was a
five-minute drive over to my apartment on Barrington just above
Wilshire, and figure half an hour for some drinks, brandy or sherry
or whatever, and a little music and soft lights and a couple of joints
— this was the seventies, remember — and the clothes would begin
to come off, and then the migration to the water bed.

Two women at once, at last! My dream fulfilled!

But then a waitress we hadn’t noticed up till then brought the
wine to the table and things started to go strange.

She was standing next to me, going through her elaborate
bottle-opening rigmarole, cutting the red seal and inserting the
corkscrew and all, paying all the attention to me because obvi-
ously I was the one who would be picking up the bill, when
suddenly she happened to glance toward Dana and I heard
her gasp.

“Oh, my God! Dana! What are you doing in LA?”
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Dana hadn’t looked at the waitress at all. But now she did and
I saw a flush of amazement come over her face.

“Judy?”

They were both babbling at once. Imagine! Coincidence! Terrific
to see you again! Old friends from New York days, I gathered.
(High-school chums? Pals in Greenwich Village?) Lost touch,
hadn’t seen each other in years. Judy, an aspiring actress, just
passing time as a waitress. Sure. Been here five years; still hoping.
Must get together some time. Maybe tonight after work? Apartment
on Ohio between Westwood and Federal, practically around the
corner from here. Listen, see you in a little while — can’t stay and
gab. Is the wine okay, sir? Glad to hear it. My God, Dana Greene,
imagine that!

Judy poured us our wine and moved along.

Dana couldn’t get over it. Imagine — Judy Glass, waiting tables
right in the restaurant where we were eating!

My guess was right on both counts: they had gone to high school
together in the Bronx, hung out together in the Village afterward.
Really close friends: wonderful to rediscover her. Three sips of
wine and Dana jumped up and went across the room to talk to
her newfound old pal some more. I didn’t like that: diversion
of interest. Broke the rhythm of mutual seduction. Little did 1
know. I saw them giggling and whispering and nodding. About
what? I would have been amazed. You too. The chitchat went on
and on. Old Pierre, the boss, scowled: get on with your work,
Mademoiselle. Judy went in back. Dana returned to the table. Said
something to Louise that I couldn’t hear. Louise grinned. The two
of them got up, excused themselves, went toward the bathroom
together. Judy was still back there somewhere too. What the hell
was brewing? Gone a long time. Louise returned; Dana didn’t. I
gave her a quizzical look.

Louise said, looking mischievous, “How would you feel if Judy
comes home with us tonight, Charlie?”

That startled me. “Instead of Dana?”

“Also.”

“Three women?” I was utterly floored. “Jesus Christ.”

“Think you can handle it?”

“I could try,” I said, still stunned. “God Almighty! Three!”

“Dana thought it might be fun. A really Los Angeles thing to
do. She can be very impulsive that way.”



TWO AT ONCE 37

It took a couple more bathroom conferences for them to work
everything out. Somehow they thought it was crass to discuss
the logistics in front of me. But finally it was all set up. The
restaurant would close around eleven; it would take a little time
for the employees to cash out, but Judy could be at my place by
half past. A late evening, but worth it, all things considered.

The rest of dinner was an anticlimax. We talked about the
weather, the food, the wine, Dana’s screenwriting ambitions. But
we all had our minds on what was coming up later. Now and then
Judy, busy at other tables, shot a glance at me. Second thoughts?
I wondered. Or just sizing me up? I shot a few glances at her. I
felt dizzy, dazzled, astounded. Would I be equal to the task? A
foursome instead of a threesome? A one-man orgy? Sure. God help
me, I had to be equal to it. Or else.

We dragged the meal out till half past nine. I drove to my place,
Dana and Louise following in Louise’s car. Upstairs. Soft music,
low lights. Drinks. Kept clothes on while waiting for Judy. Not
polite to jump the first two ladies before number three shows up.

Long wait. Eleven-thirty. Quarter to. Judy getting cold feet?

Midnight. Doorbell.

Judy. “I thought we’d never finish up tonight! Hey, what a cool
place you have, Charlie!” :

“Would you like a drink? A joint?”

“Sure. Sure.”

We were all a little nervous. The big moment approaching and
nobody quite certain how to start it off.

Things simply started themselves off: a sudden exchange of
glances, grins, nods, and into the bedroom we went and the
clothes dropped away. And then we were one naked heap on top
of the water bed.

So it began, this extraordinary event. The wildest fantasy you
could imagine? Sure. But I'm here to tell you that it’s possible to
get too much of a good thing. Go ahead, laugh.

They certainly were gorgeous. Louise trim and athletic and
darkly tanned, Dana pale beneath her clothing and breastier
than she seemed when dressed, Judy plump-rumped, red-haired,
freckled down to her belly. We were all pretty stoned and piled on
each other like demented teenagers. I got my right hand onto one
of Judy’s soft, jiggling breasts and my left onto one of Dana’s firmer
ones and put my tongue into Louise’s mouth, and somebody’s hand
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passed between my thighs, and I brought my knee up between
somebody else’s thighs so she could rub back and forth on it, and
then abruptly I was fucking Louise — start with the familiar one,
work into it slowly — while trying to find Dana and Judy with
my fingers or toes or anything else I didn’t happen to be using
on Louise.

The perfect deal, you say? Well, maybe. But also a little confusing
and distracting. There were all sorts of things to think about. For
example I didn’t want to get so carried away with Louise that I'd
have nothing left for the other two. Luckily Louise always came
easily and quickly, so I was able to bring her to her pleasure without
expending a lot of my own energy, and I turned to find one of
the others.

But they were busy with each other. Licking and grappling,
slurping away merrily. I realized now that they had been better
chums back in the old New York days than they had mentioned.
It was a turn-on to watch them, sure, but finally I had to slide
myself between them to remind them I was here. I peeled them
apart and Dana came into my arms and I went into Dana. She was
heated up and ready, wild, even, and as her hips began a frantic
triple-time pumping I had to catch her and slow her down or she
would finish me off in six seconds flat. A little humiliating, really,
having to ease her back like that. But for me the first come is always
by far the best, and I didn’t want this once-in-a-lifetime event to be
over so fast. So that was something else distracting to think about.
I clung to Dana for as much of the ride as I could take, but finally
I had to pull out and finish her by hand, while sliding over into
Judy. Louise was moving around in the background somewhere.
She was one more thing to worry about, really, because I didn’t
want to ignore anyone even for a minute, and there wasn’t enough
of me to go around. I shouldn’t have worried all that much. Louise
could take care of herself, I knew, and would, and did. But I am
a conscientious sort of guy in these matters.

I know, I make it sound like it was a lot of work, and
there you are sitting there telling me that you’d have been
happy to have taken my place if I found it all that much of
a bother. Well, let me tell you, I know there are a lot worse
things to complain about than finding yourself in bed with too
many women at once. But it was a lot of work. Really. A
stunt like that has problems as well as rewards. Sull and all,
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I have to admit it wasn’t such a terrible ordeal. Just a little
complicated.

I was in the rhythm of it now — you know how it is, when you
get past that first fear of coming too soon, and feel like an iron
man who can go on forever? — and I swung around from Judy
to Louise again, and back to Dana, and on to Judy. While I was
with Louise, Dana and Judy seemed very capable of keeping each
other occupied. While I was with either of the other two, Louise
improvised with one or another or all three of us at once. It went
on and on. I was swimming in a sea of pussy. Wherever I moved
there was a breast in my hand and one in my mouth and somebody’s
thighs wrapped around my middle. Our bodies were shiny with
sweat; we were laughing, gasping, dizzy with the craziness of it.

Then I knew I would drop dead if it went on one more minute,
and I reached for Louise and entered her and began to move in the
special rhythm that brings on my orgasm. She knew at once what I
was doing: she slipped into a reciprocating rhythm and whispered
little encouraging things into my ear and I cut loose with the most
gigantic come I am ever going to have.

And rolled off the bed, chuckling to myself, and lay on the floor
in a stupor for I don’t know how long while sounds of ecstasy came
from the bed above me. Somewhere in the night I found enough
strength to get back into the fray for another round or two. But
by three in the morning we had all had enough, and then some. I
opened the bedroom windows to let the place air out, and one by
one we showered and the girls dressed, and we went into the living
room, weary and dazed and a little sheepish, all of us stunned by
everything that had passed between us this weird night. Dana and
Judy left first. Louise lingered for one last joint.

“Well?” she said. “Satisfied now?”

“Am I ever,” I said.

What I didn’t tell her then, but will confess to ycu now, is
that I wasn’t. Not really. Three at once is a remarkable thing.
Extraordinary. Unbelievable, almost. But not really satisfying, in
terms of my original fantasy. It was too hectic, too mechanical, more
work than play. Or so it seems to me, looking back on it now.

Is that hard to believe? Maybe I’m being too picky, I guess. Some
guys are never satisfied with anything.

But really: all I wanted was two. Not three. Just two. Fucking
one, caressing another — switching — switching back — calmly,
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attentively, sharing my bed with two lovely women, concentrating
on them both, fully, without any extraneous distractions. Not an
endurance contest or a circus event but a divine adventure in
sensuality.

Well, it was never to be, for me. We set it up and then by
accident a third woman got involved and I could never set it up
again the right way. Louise met a real-estate tycoon a few weeks
later and moved to Phoenix. I phoned Dana but she told me she
was going back to New York. Le Provence closed and I don’t know
where Judy went. And the seventies ended and life got a lot more
sedate for most of us, especially where stuff like threesomes were
concerned. So I still haven’t ever been to bed with two women at
once, though I once did it with three. Ironic, I guess.

Two at once - I still fantasize about it.

I guess it’s not ever going to come to pass. But I live in hope.



A LONG LETTER FROM F.

Leonard Cohen

MY DEAR FRIEND,

Five years with the length of five years. I do not know exactly
where this letter finds you. I suppose you have thought often of
me. You were always my favorite male orphan. Oh, much more
than that, much more, but I do not choose, for this last writzen
communication, to expend myself in easy affection.

If my lawyers have performed according to my instructions, you
are now in possession of my worldly estate, my soap collection,
my factory, my Masonic aprons, my treehouse. I imagine you have
already appropriated my style. I wonder where my style has led
you. As I stand on this last springy diving board I wonder where
my style has led me.

I am writing this last letter in the Occupational Therapy Room.
I have let women lead me anywhere, and I am not sorry. Convents,
kitchens, perfumed telephone booths, poetry courses — I followed
women anywhere. I followed women into Parliament because I
know how they love power. I followed women into the beds of men
so that I could learn what they found there. The air is streaked with
the smoke of their perfume. The world is clawed with their amorous
laughter. I followed women into the world, because I loved the
world. Breasts, buttocks, everywhere I followed the soft balloons.
When women hissed at me from brothel windows, when they
softly hissed at me over the shoulders of their dancing husbands,
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I followed them and I sank down with them, and sometimes when
I listened to their hissing I knew it was nothing but the sound of
the withering and collapse of their soft balloons.

This is the sound, this hissing, which hovers over every woman.
There is one exception. I knew one woman who surrounded herself
with a very different noise, maybe it was music, maybe it was
silence. I am speaking, of course, about our Edith. It is five years
now that I have been buried. Surely you know by now that Edith
could not belong to you alone.

I followed the young nurses to Occupational Therapy. They have
covered the soft balloons with starched linen, a pleasant tantalizing
cover which my old lust breaks as easily as an eggshell. I have
followed their dusty white legs. '

Men also give off a sound. Do you know what our sound is, dear
frayed friend? It is the sound you hear in male sea shells. Guess
what it is. I will give you three guesses. You must fill in the lines.
The nurses like to see me use my ruler.

l—

2.—

3.—

The nurses like to lean over my shoulder and watch me use my
red plastic ruler. They hiss through my hair and their hisses have
the aroma of alcohol and sandalwood, and their starched clothes
crackle like the white tissue paper and artificial straw which creamy
chocolate Easter eggs come in.

Oh, I am happy today. I know that these pages will be filled
with happiness. Surely you did not think that I would leave you
with a melancholy gift.

Well, what are your answers? Isn’t it remarkable that I have
extended your training over this wide gulf?

It is the very opposite of a hiss, the sound men make. It is Shhh,
the sound made around the index finger raised to the lips. Shhh,
and the roofs are raised against the storm. Shhh, the forests are
cleared so the wind will not rattle the trees. Shhh, the hydrogen
rockets go off to silence, dissent and variety. It is not an unpleasant
noise. It is indeed a perky tune, like the bubbles above a clam.
Shhh, will everybody listen, please. Will the animals stop howling,
please. Will the belly stop rumbling, please. Will Time call off its
ultrasonic dogs, please.

It is the sound my ball pen makes on the hospital paper as I
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run it down the edge of the red ruler. Shhh, it says to the billion
unlines of whiteness. Shhh, it whispers to the white chaos, lie down
in dormitory rows. Shhh, it implores the dancing molecules, I love
dances but I do not love foreign dances, I love dances that have
rules, my rules.

Did you fill in the lines, old friend? Are you sitting in a restaurant
or a monastery as I lie underground? Did you fill in the lines? You
didn’t have to, you know. Did I trick you again?

Now what about this silence we are so desperate to clear in the
wilderness? Have we labored, plowed, muzzled, fenced so that
we might hear a Voice? Fat chance. The Voice comes out of the
whirlwind, and long ago we hushed the whirlwind. I wish that you
would remember that the Voice comes out of the whirlwind. Some
men, some of the time, have remembered. Was I one?

I will tell you why we nailed up the cork. I am a born teacher and
it is not my nature to keep things to myself. Surely five years have
tortured and tickled you into that understanding. I always intended
to tell you everything, the complete gift. How is your constipation,
darling?

I imagine they are about twenty-four years old, these soft balloons
that are floating beside me this very second, these Easter candies
swaddled in official laundry. Twenty-four years of journey, almost
a quarter of a century, but still youth for breasts. They have come
a long way to graze shyly at my shoulder as I gaily wield my ruler
to serve someone’s definition of sanity. They are still young, they
are barely young, but they hiss fiercely, and they dispense a heady
perfume of alcohol and sandalwood. Her face gives nothing away,
it is a scrubbed nurse’s face, family lines mercifully washed away, a
face prepared 1o be a screen for our blue home movies as we sink in
disease. A compassionate sphinx’s face to drip our riddles on, and,
like paws buried in the sand, her round breasts claw and scratch
against the uniform. Familiar? Yes, it is a face such as Edith often
wore, our perfect nurse.

—~Those are very nice lines you’ve drawn.

—-I’m quite fond of them.

Hiss, hiss, run for your lives, the bombs are dying.

~Would you like some colored pencils?

—As long as they don’t marry our erasers.

‘Wit, invention, shhh, shhh, now do you see why we’ve sound-
proofed the forest, carved benches round the wild arena? To hear
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the hissing, to hear wrinkles squeezing out the bounce, to attend
the death of our worlds. Memorize this and forget it. It deserves
a circuit, but a very tiny circuit, in the brain. I might as well tell
you that I exempt myself, as of now, from all these categories.

Play with me, old friend.

Take my spirit hand. You have been dipped in the air of our
planet, you have been baptized with fire, shit, history, love, and
loss. Memorize this. It explains the Golden Rule.

See me at this moment of my curious little history, nurse leaning
over my work, my prick rotten and black, you saw my worldly prick
decayed, but now see my visionary prick, cover your head and see
my visionary prick which I do not own and never owned, which
owned me, which was me, which bore me as a broom bears a witch,
bore me from world to world, from sky to sky. Forget this.

Like many teachers, a lot of the stuff I gave away was simply
a burden I couldn’t carry any longer. I feel my store of garbage
giving out. Soon I’ll have nothing left to leave around but stories.
Maybe I’ll attain the plane of spreading gossip, and thus finish my
prayers to the world.

Edith was a promoter of sex orgies and a purveyor of narcotics.
Once she had lice. Twice she had crabs. I’ve written crabs very
small because there is a time and a place for everything, and a young
nurse is standing close behind me wondering whether she is being
drawn by my power or her charity. I appear to be engrossed in my
therapeutic exercises, she in the duties of supervision, but shhh,
hiss, the noise of steam spreads through O.T., it mixes with the
sunlight, it bestows a rainbow halo on each bowed head of sufferer,
doctor, nurse, volunteer. You ought to look up this nurse sometime.
She will be twenty-nine when my lawyers locate you and complete
my material bequest.

Down some green corridor, in a large closet among pails,
squeegees, antiseptic mops, Mary Voolnd from Nova Scotia will
peel down her dusty white stockings and present an old man with
the freedom of her knees, and we will leave nothing behind us but
our false ears with which to pick up the steps of the approaching
orderly.

Steam coming off the planet, clouds of fleecy steam as boy and
girl populations clash in religious riots, hot and whistling like a
graveyard sodomist our little planet embraces its fragile yo-yo
destiny, tuned in the secular mind like a dying engine. But
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some do not hear it this way, some flying successful moon-shot
eyes do not see it this way. They do not hear the individual
noises shhh, hiss, they hear the sound of the sounds together,
they behold the interstices flashing up and down the cone of the
flowering whirlwind.

Do I listen to the Rolling Stones? Ceaselessly.

Am [ hurt enough?

The old hat evades me. I don’t know if I can wait. The river that
I’ll walk beside — I seem to miss it by a coin toss every year. Did
I have to buy that factory? Was I obliged to run for Parliament?
Was Edith such a good lay? My café table, my small room, my
drugged true friends from whom I don’t expect too much - I seem to
abandon them almost by mistake, for promises, phone calls casually
made. The old hat, the rosy ugly old face that won’t waste time in
mirrors, the uncombed face that will laugh amazed at the manifold
traffic. Where is my old hat? I tell myself I can wait. I argue that my
path was correct. Is it only the argument that is incorrect? Is it Pride
that tempts me with intimations of a new style? Is it Cowardice that
keeps me from an old ordeal? I tell myself: wait. I listen to the rain,
to the scientific noises of the hospital. I get happy because of many
small things. I go to sleep with the earplug of the transistor stuck
in. Even my Parliamentary disgrace begins to evade me. My name
appears more and more frequently among the nationalist heroes.
Even my hospitalization has been described as an English trick to
muzzle me. I fear I will lead a government yet, rotten prick and
all. I lead men too easily: my fatal facility.

My dear friend, go beyond my style.

Something in your eyes, old lover, described me as the man I
wanted to be. Only you and Edith extended that generosity to
me, perhaps only you. Your baffled cries as I tormented you,
you were the good animal I wanted to be, or failing that, the
good animal I wanted to exist. It was I who feared the rational
mind, therefore I tried to make you a little mad. I was desperate to
learn from your bewilderment. You were the wall which I, batlike,
bounced my screams off of, so I might have direction in this long
nocturnal flight.

I cannot stop teaching. Have I taught you anything?

I must smell better with this confession, because Mary Voolnd
has just awarded me a distinct signal of cooperation.

-Would you like to touch my cunt with one of your old hands?
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~Which hand are you thinking of?

~Would you like to depress a nipple with a forefinger and make
it disappear?

—And make it reappear too?

~If it reappears I will hate you forever. I will inscribe you in the
Book of Fumblers.

—~That’s better.

-I’m dripping.

Do you see how I cannot stop teaching? All my arabesques are
for publication. Can you imagine how I envied you, whose suffering
was so traditional?

From time to time, I will confess, I hated you. The teacher of
composition is not always gratified to listen to the Valedictorian
Address delivered in his own style, especially if he has never
been Valedictorian himself. Times I felt depleted: you with ail
that torment, me with nothing but a System.

When I worked among the Jews (you own the factory), regularly
I saw a curious expression of pain cross the boss’s Levantine face.
This I observed as he ushered out a filthy coreligionist, bearded,
shifty, and smelling of low Romanian cuisine, who visited the
factory every second month begging on behalf of an obscure Yiddish
physical-therapy university. OQur boss always gave the creature a few
groschen and hurried him through the shipping exit with awkward
haste, as if his presence there might start something far worse than
a strike. I was always kinder to the boss on those days, for he was
strangely vulnerable and comfortless. We walked slowly between
the great rolls of cashmere and Harris tweed and I let him have his
way with me. (He, for one, did not resent my new muscles, achieved
through Dynamic Tension. Why did you drive me away?)

~What is my factory today? A pile of rags and labels, a
distraction, an insult to my spirit.

—~A tomb of your ambition, sir?

~That’s right, boy.

~Dust in the mouth, cinders in the eye, sir?

-I don’t want that bum in here again, do you hear me? One of
these days they’re going to walk out of here with him. And I’ll be
at the head of the line. That poor wretch is happier than the whole
caboodle.
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But, of course, he never turned the loathsome beggar away,
and suffered for it, regular as menstruation pain, which is how the
female regrets life beyond the pale of lunar jurisdiction.

You plagued me like the moon. I knew you were bound by old
laws of suffering and obscurity. I am fearful of the cripple’s wisdom.
A pair of crutches, a grotesque limp can ruin a stroll which I begin
in a new suit, clean-shaven, whistling. I envied you the certainty
that you would amount to nothing. I coveted the magic of torn
clothes. I was jealous of the terrors I constructed for you but
could not tremble before myself. I was never drunk enough, never
poor enough, never rich enough. All this hurts, perhaps it hurts
enough. It makes me want to cry out for comfort. It makes me
stretch my hands out horizontally. Yes, I long to be President of
the new Republic. I love to hear the armed teen-agers chant my
name outside the hospital gates. Long live the Revolution! Let me
be President for my last thirty days.

Where are you walking tonight, dear friend? Did you give up
meat? Are you disarmed and empty, an instrument of Grace? Can
you stop talking? Has loneliness led you into ecstasy?

There was a deep charity in your suck. I hated it, I abused it.
But I dare to hope that you embody the best of my longings. [
dare to hope that you will produce the pearl and justify these poor
secreted irritations.

This letter is written in the old language, and it has caused me no
little discomfort to recall the obsolete usages. I've had to stretch my
mind back into areas bordered with barbed wire, from which I spent
a life-time removing myself. However, I do not regret the effort.

Our love will never die, that I can promise you, I, who launch
this letter like a kite among the winds of your desire. We were born
together, and in our kisses we confessed our longing to be born
again. We lay in each other’s arms, each of us the other’s teacher.
We sought the peculiar tone of each peculiar night. We tried to
clear away the static, suffering under the hint that the static was
part of the tone. I was your adventure and you were my adventure.
I was your journey and you were my journey, and Edith was our
holy star. This letter rises out of our love like the sparks between
dueling swords, like the shower of needles from flapping cymbals,
like the bright seeds of sweat sliding through the center of our tight
embrace, like the white feathers hung in the air by razored bushido
cocks, like the shriek between two approaching puddles of mercury,
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like the atmosphere of secrets which twin children exude. I was your
mystery and you were my mystery, and we rejoiced to learn that
mystery was our home. Our love cannot die. Qut of history I come
to tell you this. Like two mammoths, tusk-locked in earnest sport
at the edge of the advancing age of ice, we preserve each other. Cur
queer love keeps the lines of our manhood hard and clean, so that
we bring nobody but our own self to our separate marriage beds,
and our women finally know us.

Mary Voolnd has finally admitted my left hand into the creases
of her uniform. She watched me compose the above paragraph, so
I let it run on rather extravagantly. Women love excess in a man
because it separates him from his fellows and makes him lonely.
All that women know of the male world has been revealed to them
by lonely, excessive refugees from it. Raging fairies they cannot
resist because of their highly specialized intelligence.

—Keep writing, she hisses.

Mary has turned her back to me. The balloons are shrieking like
whistles signaling the end of every labor. Mary pretends to inspect
a large rug some patient wove, thus shielding our precious play.
Slow as a snail I push my hand, palm down, up the tight rough
stocking on the back of her thigh. The linen of her skirt is crisp and
cool against my knuckles and nails, the stockinged thigh is warm,
curved, a little damp like a loaf of fresh white bread.

—Higher, she hisses.

I am in no hurry. Old friend, I am in no hurry. I feel I shall be
doing this throughout eternity. Her buttocks contract impatiently,
like two boxing gloves touching before the match. My hand pauses
to ride the quiver on the thigh.

—~Hurry, she hisses.

Yes, I can tell by the tension in the stocking that I am approaching
the peninsula which is hitched to the garter device. I will travel the
whole peninsula, hot skin on either side, then I will leap off the
nipple-shaped garter device. The threads of the stocking tighten.
I bunch my fingers together so as not to make premature contact.
Mary is jiggling, endangering the journey. My forefinger scouts
out the garter device. It is warm. The little metal loop, the rubber
button — warm right through.

—Please, please, she hisses.

Like angels on the head of a pin, my fingers dance on the
rubber button. Which way shall I leap? Toward the outside
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thigh, hard, warm as the shell of a beached tropical turtle? Or
toward the swampy mess in the middle? Or fasten like a bat
on the huge soft over-hanging boulder of her right buttock? It
is very humid up her white starched skirt. It is like one of
those airplane hangars wherein clouds form and it actually rains
indoors. Mary is bouncing her bum like a piggy bank which is
withholding a gold coin. The inundations are about to begin. I
choose the middle.

—Yesssss.

Delicious soup stews my hand. Viscous geysers shower my wrist.
Magnetic rain tests my Bulova. She jiggles for position, then drops
over my fist like a gorilla net. I had been snaking through her wet
hair, compressing it between my fingers like cotton candy. Now
I am surrounded by artesian exuberance, nipply frills, numberless
bulby brains, pumping constellations of mucous hearts. Moist
Morse messages move up my arm, master my intellectual head,
more, more, message dormant portions of dark brain, elect happy
new kings for the exhausted pretenders of the mind. I am a seal
inventing undulations in a vast electric aquacade, I am wires of
tungsten burning in the seas of bulb, I am creature of Mary cave,
I am froth of Mary wave, bums of nurse Mary applaud greedily
as she maneuvers to plow her asshole on the edge of my arm
bone, rose of rectum sliding up and down like the dream of
banister fiend.

—Slish slosh slish slosh.

Are we not happy? Loud as we are, no one hears us, but this is
a tiny miracle in the midst of all this bounty, so are the rainbow
crowns hovering over every skull but tiny miracles. Mary looks at
me over her shoulder, greeting me with rolled-up eyes white as
eggshells, and an open goldfish mouth amazed smile. In the gold
sunshine of OT everyone believes he is a stinking genius, offering
baskets, ceramic ashtrays, thong-sewn wallets on the radiant altars
of their perfect health.

Old friend, you may kneel as you read this, for now I come to the
sweet burden of my argument. I did not know what I had to tell
you, but now I know. I did not know what I wanted to proclaim,
but now I am sure. All my speeches were preface to this, all my
exercises but a clearing of my throat. I confess I tortured you but
only to draw your attention to this. I confess I betrayed you but
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only to tap your shoulder. In our kisses and sucks, this, ancient
darling, I meant to whisper.

God is alive. Magic is afoot. God is alive. Magic is afoot. God is
afoot. Magic is alive. Alive is afoot. Magic never died. God never
sickened. Many poor men lied. Many sick men lied. Magic never
weakened. Magic never hid. Magic always ruled. God is afoot. God
never died. God was ruler though his funeral lengthened. Though
his mourners thickened Magic never fled. Though his shrouds were
hoisted the naked God did live. Though his words were twisted
the naked Magic thrived. Though his death was published round
and round the world the heart did not believe. Many hurt men
wondered. Many struck men bled. Magic never faltered. Magic
always led. Many stones were rolled but God would not lie down.
Many wild men lied. Many fat men listened. Though they offered
stones Magic still was fed. Though they locked their coffers God
was always served. Magic is afoot. God rules. Alive is afoot. Alive
is in command. Many weak men hungered. Many strong men
thrived. Though they boasted solitude God was at their side. Nor
the dreamer in his cell, nor the captain on the hill. Magic is alive.
Though his death was pardoned round and round the world the
heart would not believe. Though laws were carved in marble they
could not shelter men. Though altars built in parliaments they could
not order men. Police arrested Magic and Magic went with them for
Magic loves the hungry. But Magic would not tarry. It moves from
arm to arm. It would not stay with them. Magic is afoot. It cannot
come to harm. It rests in an empty palm. It spawns in an empty
mind. But Magic is no instrument. Magic is the end. Many men
drove Magic but Magic stayed behind. Many strong men lied. They
only passed through Magic and out the other side. Many weak men
lied. They came to God in secret and though they left him nourished
they would not tell who healed. Though mountains danced before
them they said that God was dead. Though his shrouds were hoisted
the naked God did live. This I mean to whisper to my mind. This I
mean to laugh with in my mind. This I mean my mind to serve till
service is but Magic moving through the world, and mind itself is
Magic coursing through the flesh, and flesh itself is Magic dancing
on a clock, and time itself the Magic Length of God.

Old friend, aren’t you happy? You and Edith alone know how
long I’ve waited for this instruction.

—~Damn you, Mary Voolnd spits at me.
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—What?

—Your hand’s gone limp. Grab!

How many times must I be slain, old friend? I do not understand
the mystery, after all. I am an old man with one hand on a letter
and one hand up a juicy cunt, and I understand nothing. If my
instruction were gospel, would it wither up my hand? Certainly
not. It doesn’t figure. I'm picking lies out of the air. They’re
aiming lies at me. The truth should make me strong. I pray
you, dear friend, interpret me, go beyond me. I know now
that I am a hopeless case. Go forth, teach the world what I
meant to be.

—Grab.

Mary wiggles and the hand comes to life, like those ancestral sea
ferns which turned animal. Now the soft elbows of her cunt are
nudging me somewhere. Now her asshole is rubbing the ridge of
my arm, not like rosy banister reverie as before, but like an eraser
removing dream evidence, and now, alas, the secular message
appears.

—Grab, please, please. They’ll start to notice at any second.

That is true. The air in O.T. is restless, no longer golden
sunshine, merely sunny and warm. Yes, I've let the magic die.
The doctors remember that they are at work and refuse to yawn.
A fat little lady issues a duchess command, poor thing. A teen-ager
weeps because he has wet himself again. A former school principal
farts hysterically, threatening us all with no gym. Lord of Life, is
my pain sufficient?

—Hurry.

Mary bears down. My fingers brush something. It is not part of
Mary. It is foreign matter.

—Grab it. Pull it out. It’s from our friends.

—-Soon.

Dear Friend,

It comes back to me.

I sent you the wrong box of fireworks. I did not include the
Pimple Cure in my famous soap and cosmetic collection. I cured
Edith’s acne with it, you know. But of course you do not know,
because you have no reason to believe that Edith’s complexion
was ever anything but lovable to kiss and touch. When I found
her her complexion was not lovable to kiss and touch, nor even
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to look at. She was in an ugly mess. In another part of this long
letter I will tell you how we, Edith and I, constructed the lovely
wife whom you discovered performing extraordinary manicures
in the barber shop of the Mount Royal Hotel. Begin to prepare
yourself.

The soap collection, though it includes transparent bars, ghosts
of pine, lemon and sandalwood, Willy jelly, is useless without the
Pimple Cure. All you will achieve is scrubbed, fragrant pimples.
Perhaps that is enough for you — a demoralizing speculation.

You always resisted me. I had a body waiting for you, but
you turned it down. I had a vision of you with 19-inch arms,
but you walked away. I saw you with massive lower pecs and
horseshoe triceps, with bulk and definition simultaneously. In
certain intimate embraces I saw exactly how low your buttocks
should descend. In no case, when you were squatting in front
of me, should your buttocks have been lowered so far down that
they sat on your heels, for once this occurs the thigh muscles are
no longer engaged but the buttocks muscles are, ergo your rocky
cheeks, a very selfish development that gave me no happiness and
1s a factor in your bowel predicament. I saw you oiled and shining, a
classic midsection of washboard abdominals fluted with razor-edged
obliques and serratus. I had a way to cut up the serratus. I had
access to a Professional Greek Chair. I had the straps and stirrups
to blitz your knob into a veritable sledgehammer, mouthful for a
pelican. I had a Sphincter Kit that worked off the tap like washing
machines and bosom aggrandizers. Had you a notion of my Yoga?
Call it ruin, or call it creation, have you a notion of my work on
Edith? Are you aware of the Ganges you insulted with a million
mean portages?

Perhaps it is my own fault. I withheld certain vital items, an
apparatus here, a fact there — but only because (yes, this is closer
to truth) I dreamed you would be greater than me. I saw a king
without dominion. I saw a gun bleeding. I saw the prince of Paradise
Forgotten. I saw a pimpled movie star. I saw a racing hearse. I saw
the New Jew. I saw popular lame storm troopers. I wanted you
to bring pain to heaven. I saw fire curing headaches. I saw the
triumph of election over discipline. I wanted your confusion to
be a butterfly net for magic. I saw ecstasy without fun and vice
versa. [ saw all things change their nature by mere intensification
of their properties. I wanted to discredit training for the sake of
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purer prayer. I held things back from you because I wished you
greater than my Systems conceived. I saw wounds pulling oars
without becoming muscles.

Who is the New Jew?

The New Jew loses his mind gracefully. He applies finance
to abstraction resulting in successful messianic politics, colorful
showers of meteorites and other symbolic weather. He has induced
amnesia by a repetitious study of history, his very forgetfulness
caressed by facts which he accepts with visible enthusiasm. He
changes for a thousand years the value of stigma, causing men
of all nations to pursue it as superior sexual talisman. The New
Jew is the founder of Magic Canada, Magic French Québec, and
Magic America. He demonstrates that yearning brings surprises.
He uses regret as a bulwark of originality. He confuses nostalgic
theories of Negro supremacy which were tending to the mono-
lithic. He confirms tradition through amnesia, tempting the whole
world with rebirth. He dissolves history and ritual by accepting
unconditionally the complete heritage. He travels without passport
because powers consider him harmless. His penetration into jails
enforces his supranationality, and flatters his legalistic disposition.
Sometimes he is Jewish but always he is American, and now and
then, Québecois.

These were my dreams for you and me, vieux copain — New
Jews, the two of us, queer, militant, invisible, part of a possible
new tribe bound by gossip and rumors of divine evidence.

I sent you the wrong box of fireworks, and this was not entirely
by mistake. You got the Rich Brothers’ All-American Assortment,
which claims to be the largest selection offered at the price, over
550 pieces. Let us be charitable and say that I didn’t know
exactly how long the ordeal should last. I could have sent you
the Famous Banner Fireworks Display, same price as the other,
with over a thousand pieces of noise and beauty. I denied you the
rocking Electric Cannon Salutes, the good old-fashioned Cherry
Bombs, the Silver Rain Torch, the 16-report Battle in Clouds,
the suicidal Jap Pop-Bottle Night Rockets. Let charity record
that I did this out of charity. The explosions might have drawn
malicious attention. But how can I justify withholding the Big
Colorful Family Lawn Display, a special package made up for
those tuned to a minimum of noise? Musical Vesuvius Flitter
Fountains I hid from you, Comet Star Shells, Flower Pots with
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Handles, Large Floral Shells, Triangle Spinning Wheels, Patriotic
Colored Fire Flag. Stretch your heart, darling. Let charity argue
that I spared you a domestic extravagance.

I am going to set you straight on everything: Edith, me, you,
Tekakwitha, the A s, the firecrackers.

I didn’t want you to burn yourself to suicide. On the other hand,
I didn’t want the exodus to be too easy. This last from professional
teacher’s pride, and also a subtle envy which I have previously
exposed.

What is more sinister is the possibility that I may have contrived
to immunize you against the ravages of ecstasy by regular inocu-
lations of homeopathic doses of it. A diet of paradox fattens the
ironist not the psalmist.

Perhaps I should have gone all the way and sent you the
sub-machine guns which the firecrackers concealed in my brilliant
smuggling operation. I suffer from the Virgo disease: nothing I
did was pure enough. I was never sure whether I wanted disciples
or partisans. I was never sure whether I wanted Parliament or a
hermitage.

I will confess that I never saw the Québec Revolution clearly,
even at the time of my parliamentary disgrace. I simply refused to
support the War, not because I was French, or a pacifist (which
of course I’m not), but because I was tired. I knew what they
were doing to the Gypsies, I had a whiff of Zyklon B, but I was
very, very tired. Do you remember the world at that time? A huge
jukebox played a sleepy tune. The tune was a couple of thousand
years old and we danced to it with our eyes closed. The tune was
called History and we loved it, Nazis, Jews, everybody. We loved
it because we made it up, because, like Thucydides, we knew that
whatever happened to us was the most important thing that ever
happened in the world. History made us feel good so we played
it over and over, deep into the night. We smiled as our uncles
went to bed, and we were glad to get rid of them, because they
didn’t know how to do the H. in spite of all their boasts and old
newspaper clippings. Good night, old frauds. Someone worked the
rheostat and we squeezed the body in our arms, we inhaled the
perfumed hair, we bumped into each other’s genitals. History was
our song, History chose us to make History. We gave ourselves to
1t, caressed by events.

In perfect drowsy battalions we moved through the moonlight.
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Its will be done. In perfect sleep we took the soap and waited for
the showers.

Never mind, never mind. I’ve gone too deep into the old
language. It may trap me there.

I was tired. I was sick of the inevitable. I tried to slip out
of History. Never mind, never mind. Just say I was tired. I
said no.

—Leave Parliament this instant!

—~Frogs!

—They can’t be trusted!

—Vote him dead!

I ran off with heavy heart. I loved the red chairs of Parliament. I
cherished the fucks under the monument. I had cream in National
Library. Too impure for empty future, I wept old jackpots.

Now my fat confession. I loved the magic of guns. I sneaked them
in under the skin of firecrackers. My old monkey made me do it. I
planted guns in Québec for I was hung between free and coward.
Guns suck magic. I buried guns for future History. If History rule
let me be Mr. History. The guns are green. The flowers poke. I let
History back because I was lonely. Do not follow. Go beyond my
style. I am nothing but a rotten hero.

Among the bars in my soap collection. Never mind.

Later.

Among the bars in my soap collection. I paid big cash for it.
Argentine vacation hotel week-end shack-up with Edith. Never
mind that. I paid equivalent U.S. $635. Waiter giving me the
eye for days. He not cute little recent immigrant. Former Lord
of few miserable European acres. Transaction beside swimming
pool. I wanted it. I wanted it. My lust for secular gray magic.
Human soap. A full bar, minus the wear of one bath in which I
plunged myself, for better or for worse.

Mary, Mary, where are you, my little Abishag?

My dear friend, take my spirit hand.

I am going to show you everything happening. That is as far as I
can take you. I cannot bring you into the middle of action. My hope
is that I have prepared you for this pilgrimage. I didn’t suspect the
pettiness of my dream. I believed that I had conceived the vastest
dream of my generation: I wanted to be a magician. That was my
idea of glory. Here is a plea based on my whole experience: do not
be a magician, be magic.
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That weekend when I arranged for you to work in the Archives,
Edith and I flew down to Argentine for a little sun and experiments.
Edith was having trouble with her body: it kept changing sizes, she
even feared that it might be dying.

We took a large air-conditioned room overlooking the sea,
double-locking the door as soon as the porter had left with his
hand full of tip.

Edith spread a large rubber sheet over the double bed, carefully
moving from corner to corner tc smooth it out. I loved to watch
her bend over. Her buttocks were my masterpiece. Call her nipples
an eccentric extravagance, but the bum was perfect. It’s true that
from year to year it required electronic massage and applications
of hormone mold, but the conception was perfect.

Edith took off her clothes and lay down on the rubber sheet. I
stood over her. Her eyes blazed.

—I hate you, F. I hate you for what you’ve done to me and my
husband. I was a fool to get mixed up with you. I wish he’d known
me before you.

—Hush, Edith. We don’t want to go over all that again. You
wanted to be beautiful.

-I can’t remember anything now. I’'m all confused. Perhaps I
was beautiful before.

—Perhaps, I echoed in a voice as sad as hers.

Edith shifted her brown hips to make herself comfortable, and a
shaft of sunlight infiltrated her pubic hair, giving it a rust-coloured
tint. Yes, that was beauty beyond my craft.

Sun on Her Cunt

Wispy Rusty Hair

Her Tunnels Sunk in Animal
Her Kneecaps Round and Bare

I knelt beside the bed and lay one of my thin ears on the little
sunlit orchard, listening to the tiny swamp machinery.

-You’ve meddled, F. You’ve gone against God.

—~Hush, my little chicken. There is some cruelty even I can-
not bear. »

—~You should have left me like you found me. I’'m no good to
anyone now.

~I could suck you forever, Edith.
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She made the shaved hairs on the back of my neck tingle with
the grazing of her lovely brown fingers.

—Sometimes I feel sorry for you, F. You might have been a
great man.

-Stop talking, I bubbled.

-Stand up, F. Get your mouth off me. I’'m pretending that you
are someone else.

-Who?

-The waiter.

—Which one? I demanded.

~With the mustache and the raincoat.

—I thought so, I thought so.

-You noticed him, too, didn’t you, F.?

-Yes.

I stood up too suddenly. Dizziness twirled my brain like a dial
and formerly happy chewed food in my stomach turned into vomit.
I hated my life, I hated my meddling, I hated my ambition. For a
second I wanted to be an ordinary bloke cloistered in a tropical
hotel room with an Indian orphan.

Take from me my Camera
Take from me my Glass
The Sun the Wet Forever
Let the Doctors Pass

-Don’t cry, F. You knew it had to happen. You wanted me
to go all the way. Now I’'m no good to anyone and I’ll try
anything.

I stumbled to the window but it was hermetically sealed. The
ocean was deep green. The beach was polka-dotted with beach
umbrellas. How I longed for my old teacher, Charles Axis. I
strained my eyes for an immaculate white bathing suit, unshadowed
by topography of genitalia.

-Oh, come here, F. I can’t stand watching a man vomit
and cry.

She cradled my head between her bare breasts, stuffing a nipple
into each ear.

—There now.

~Thankyou, thankyou, thankyou, thankyou.

-Listen, F. Listen the way you wanted us all to listen.
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-I’m listening, Edith.

Let me let me follow

Down the Sticky Caves
Where embryonic Cities
Form Scum upon the Waves

—~You're not listening, F.

-I’'m trying.

—I feel sorry for you, F.

—-Help me, Edith.

—~Then get back to work. That’s the only thing that can help
you. Try to finish the work you began on all of us.

She was right. 1 was the Moses of our little exodus. I would
never cross. My mountain might be very high but it rises from
the desert. Let it suffice me.

I recovered my professional attitude. Her lower perfume was
still in my nostrils but that was my business. I surveyed the nude
girl from my Pisgah. Her soft lips smiled.

—~That’s better, F. Your tongue was nice but you do better as
a doctor.

~All right, Edith. What seems to be the trouble now?

-I can’t make myself come any more.

—Of course you can’t. If we’re going to perfect the pan-orgasmic
body, extend the erogenous zone over the whole fleshy envelope,
popularize the Telephone Dance, then we’ve got to begin by dimin-
ishing the tyranny of the nipples, lips, clitoris, and asshole.

—You’re going against God, F. You say dirty words.

~I’ll take my chances.

—I feel so lost since I can’t make myself come any more. I’'m
not ready for the other stuff yet. It makes me too lonely. I feel
blurred. Sometimes I forget where my cunt is.

—You make me weary, Edith. To think I’ve pinned all my hopes
on you and your wretched husband.

—Give it back to me, F.

—All right, Edith. It’s a very simple matter. We do it with books.
[ thought this might happen, so I brought the appropriate ones
along. I also have in this trunk a number of artificial phalli (used
by women), Vaginal Vibrators, the Rin-No-Tam and Godemiche
or Dildo.
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-Now you’re talking.

—Just lie back and listen. Sink into the rubber sheet. Spread
your legs and let the air-conditioning do its filthy work.

-0.K., shoot.

I cleared my famous throat. I chose a swollen book, frankly
written, which describes various Auto-Erotic practices as indulged
in by humans and animals, flowers, children and adults, and
women of all ages and cultures. The areas covered included:
Why Wives Masturbate, What We Can Learn From the Anteater,
Unsatisfied Women, Abnormalities and Eroticism, Techniques
of Masturbation, Latitude of Females, Genital Shaving, Clitoral
Discovery, Club Masturbation, Female Metal, Nine Rubber,
Frame Caress, Urethral Masturbation, Individual Experiments,
Masturbation in and of Children, Thigh-Friction Technique,
Mammary Stimulation, Auto-Eroticism in Windows.

-Don’t stop, F. I feel it coming back.

Her lovely brown fingers inched down her silky rounded belly. I
continued reading in my slow, tantalizing, weather-reporting tones.
I read to my deep-breathing protégée of the unusual sex practices,
when Sex Becomes “Different”. An “Unusual” sex practice is
one where there is some greater pleasure than orgasm through
intercourse. Most of these bizarre practices involve a measure of
mutilation, shock, voyeurism, pain, or torture. The sex habits
of the average person are relatively free of such sadistic or
masochistic traits. NEVERTHELESS, the reader will be shocked
to see how abnormal are the tastes of the so-called normal person.
CASE HISTORIES and intensive field work. Filled with chapters
detailing ALL ASPECTS of the sex act. SAMPLE HEADINGS:
Rubbing, Seeing, Silk Rings, Satyriasis, Bestiality in Others. The
average reader will be surprised to learn how “Unusual” practices
are passed along by seemingly innocent, normal sex partners.

—It’s so good, F. It’s been so long.

Now it was late afternoon. The sky had darkened somewhat.
Edith was touching herself everywhere, smelling herself shame-
lessly. I could hardly keep still myself. The texts had got to
me. Goose pimples rose on her young form. I stared dumbly
at Original drawings: male and female organs, both external
and internal, drawings indicating correct and incorrect methods
of penetration. Wives will benefit from seeing how the penis is
received.
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—Please, F. Don’t leave me like this.

My throat was burning with the hunger of it. Love fondled.
Edith writhed under her squeezes. She flipped over on her
stomach, wielding her small beautiful fists in anal stimulation.
I threw myself into a Handbook of Semi-Impotence. There
were important pieces woven into the theme: how to enlarge
the erect penis, penis darkness, use of lubricants, satisfaction
during menstruation, abusing the menopause, a wife’s manual
assistance in overcoming semi-impotence.

—Don’t touch me, F. I'll die.

I blurted out a piece on Fellatio and Cunnilingus Between
Brother and Sister, and others. My hands were almost out of
control. I stumbled through a new concept for an exciting sex
life. I didn’t miss the section on longevity. Thrilling culminations
possible for all. Lesbians by the hundreds interviewed and bluntly
questioned. Some tortured for coy answers. Speak up, you cheap
dyke. An outstanding work showing the sex offender at work.
Chemicals to get hair off palms. Not models! Actual Photos of
Male and Female Sex Organs and Excrement. Explored Kissing.
The pages flew. Edith mumbling bad words through froth. Her
fingers were bright and glistening, her tongue bruised from the
taste of her waters. I spoke the books in everyday terms, the most
sensitivity, cause of erection, Husband-Above 1-17, Wife-Above
18-29, Seated 30-34, On-The-Side 35-38, Standing & Kneeling
Positions 39-53, Miscellaneous Squats 54-109, Coital Movement
In All Directions, both for Husband and Wife.

— Edith! I cried. Let me have Foreplay.

— Never.

I sped through a glossary of Sexual Terms. In 1852, Richard
Burton (d. aet. 69) submitted calmly to circumcision at the age
of 31. “Milkers.” Detailed Library of Consummated Incest. Ten
Steps on Miscegenation. Techniques of Notorious Photographers.
The Evidence of Extreme Acts. Sadism, Mutilation, Cannibalism,
Cannibalism of Oralists, How To Match Disproportionate Organs.
See the vivid birth of the new American woman. I shouted the
recorded facts. She will not be denied the pleasures of sex. CASE
HISTORIES show the changing trends. Filled with accounts of
college girls eager to be propositioned. Women no longer inhibited
by oral intimacy. Men masturbated to death. Cannibalism during
Foreplay. Skull Coition. Secrets of “Timing” the Climax. Foreskin,
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Pro, Con, and Indifferent. The Intimate Kiss. What are the ben-
efits of sexual experimentation? Own and other’s sexual make-up.
Sin has to be taught. Kissing Negroes on their Mouths. Thigh
Documents. Styles of Manual Pressure in Voluntary Indulgence.
Death Rides a Camel. I gave her everything. My voice cried
the Latex. I hid no laces, nor a pair of exciting open-front
pants, nor soft elasticized bra instead of sagging, heavy wide
bust, therefore youthful separation. O’er Edith’s separate nipples
I blabbed the full record, Santa Pants, Fire Alarm Snow, Glamor
Tip, plain wrapper Thick Bust Jelly, washable leather Kinsey Doll,
Smegma Discipline, the LITTLE SQUIRT ash-tray, “SEND ME
ANOTHER Rupture-Easer so I will have one to change off with.
It is enabling me to work top speed at my press machine 8 hrs a
day,” this I threw in for sadness, for melancholy soft flat groin
pad which might lurk in Edith’s memory swamp as soiled lever,
as stretched switch to bumpy apotheosis wet rocket come out of
the fine print slum where the only trumpet solo is grandfather’s
stringy cough and underwear money problems.

Edith was wiggling her saliva-covered kneecaps, bouncing on the
rivulets of lubrication. Her thighs were aglow with froth, and her
pale anus was excavated by cruel false fingernails. She screamed
for deliverance, the flight her imagination commanded denied by
a half-enlightened cunt.

— Do something, F. I beg you. But don’t touch me.

- Edith, darling! What have I done to you?

— Stand back, F!

— What can I do?

— Try.

— Torture story?

— Anything, F. Hurry.

— The Jews?

— No. Too foreign.

— 1649? Brébeuf and Lalemant?

— Anything.

So I began to recite my schoolboy lesson of how the Iroquois
killed the Jesuits Brébeuf and Lalemant, whose scorched and
mangled relics were discovered the morning of the twentieth by
a member of the Society and seven armed Frenchmen. “Ils y
trouuerent vn spectacle d’horreur. . . .”

On the afternoon of the sixteenth the Iroquois had bound
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Brébeuf to a stake. They commenced to scorch him from head
to foot.

— Everlasting flames for those who persecute the worshipers
of God, Brébeuf threatened them in the tone of a master.

As the priest spoke the Indians cut away his lower lip and
forced a red-hot iron down his throat. He made no sign or sound
of discomfort.

Then they led out Lalemant. Around his naked body they had
fastened strips of bark, smeared with pitch. When Lalemant saw
his Superior, the bleeding unnatural aperture exposing his teeth,
the handle of the heated implement still protruding from the seared
and ruined mouth, he cried out in the words of St. Paul:

— We are made a spectacle to the world, to angels, and
to men.

Lalemant flung himself at Brébeuf’s feet. The Iroquois took
him, bound him to a stake, and ignited the vegetation in which
he was trussed. He screamed for heaven’s help, but he was not
to die so quickly.

They brought a collar made of hatchets heated redhot and
conferred it on Brébeuf. He did not flinch.

An ex-convert, who had backslid, now shouldered forward and
demanded that hot water be poured on their heads, since the
missionaries had poured so much cold water on them. A kettle
was slung, water boiled, and then poured slowly on the heads of
the captive priests.

— We baptize you, they laughed, that you may be happy in
heaven. You told us that the more one suffers on earth, the happier
he is in heaven.

Brébeuf stood like a rock. After a number of revolting tortures
they scalped him. He was still alive when they laid open his breast.
A crowd came forward to drink the blood of so courageous an
enemy and to devour his heart. His death astonished his murderers.
His ordeal lasted four hours.

Lalemant, physically weak from childhood, was taken back to
the house. There he was tortured all night, until, sometime after
dawn, one Indian wearied of the extended entertainment and
administered a fatal blow with his hatchet. There was no part of
his body which was not burned, ‘“‘even to his eyes, in the sockets
of which these wretches had placed live coals.” His ordeal lasted
seventeen hours.
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- How do you feel, Edith?

There was no need for me to ask. My recttals had served only
to bring her closer to a summit she could not achieve. She moaned
in terrible hunger, her gooseflesh shining in supplication that she
might be freed from the unbearable coils of secular pleasure, and
soar into that blind realm, so like sleep, so like death, that journey
of pleasure beyond pleasure, where each man travels as an orphan
toward an atomic ancestry, more anonymous, more nourishing
than the arms of blood or foster family.

I knew she would never make it.

— F., get me out of this, she moaned pitifully.

I plugged in the Danish Vibrator. A degrading spectacle fol-
lowed. As soon as those delicious electric oscillations occupied
my hand like an army of trained seaweed, weaving, swathing,
caressing — I was reluctant to surrender the instrument to Edith.
Somehow, in the midst of her juicy ordeal, she noticed me trying
to slip the Perfected Suction Bracers down into the shadows of
my underwear.

She lifted herself out of her pools and lunged at me.

— Give me that. You rat!

Bearlike (some ancestral memory?) she swung at me. I had not
had the opportunity to fasten the Improved Wonder Straps, and
the Vibrator flew out of my embrace. Thus the bear, with a swipe
of his clawed paw, scoops the fish from the bosom of the stream.
Crablike, the D.V. scuttled across the polished floor, humming
like an overturned locomotive.

—You’re selfish, F., Edith snarled.

—~That’s the observation of a liar and an ingrate, I said as gently
as possible.

—Get out of my way.

-1 love you, I said as I inched my way toward the D.V. I
love you, Edith. My methods may have been wrong, but I never
stopped loving you. Was it selfish of me to try to end your pain,
yours and his (you, dear old comrade)? I saw pain everywhere.
I could not bear to look into your eyes, so maggoty were they
with pain and desire. I could not bear to kiss either of you, for
each of your embraces disclosed a hopeless, mordant plea. In your
laughter, though it were for money or for sunsets, I heard your
throats ripped with greed. In the midst of the high jump, I saw
the body wither. Between the spurts of come, you launched your
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tidings of regret. Thousands buiit, thousands lay squashed beneath
tubes of highway. You were not happy to brush your teeth. I gave
you breasts with nipples: could you nourish anyone? I gave you
prick with separate memory: could you train a race? I took you
to a complete movie of the Second World War: did you feel any
lighter when we walked out? No, you threw yourselves upon the
thorns of research. I sucked you, and you howled to dispense me
something more than poison. With every handshake you wept
for a lost garden. You found a cutting edge for every object. I
couldn’t stand the racket of your pain. You were smeared with
blood and tortured scabs. You needed bandages — there was no
time to boil the germs out of them — I grabbed what was at hand.
Caution was a luxury. There was no time for me to examine my
motives. Self-purification would have been an alibi. Beholding such
a spectacle of misery, I was free to try anything. I can’t answer for
my own erection.

I have no explanation for my own vile ambitions. Confronted
with your pus, I could not stop to examine my direction, whether or
not I was aimed at a star. As I limped down the street every window
broadcast a command: Change! Purify! Experiment! Cauterize!
Reverse! Burn! Preserve! Teach! Believe me, Edith, I had to act,
and act fast. That was my nature. Call me Dr Frankenstein with
a deadline. I seemed to wake up in the middle of a car accident,
limbs strewn everywhere, detached voices screaming for comfort,
severed fingers pointing homeward, all the debris withering like
sliced cheese out of Cellophane — and all I had in the wrecked
world was a needle and thread, so I got down on my knees, I
pulled pieces out of the mess and I started to stitch them together.
I had an idea of what a man should look like, but it kept changing.
I couldn’t devote a lifetime to discovering the ideal physique. All
I heard was pain, all I saw was mutilation. My needle going so
madly, sometimes I found I’d run the thread right through my
own flesh and I was joined to one of my own grotesque creations
- I’d rip us apart — and then I heard my own voice howling with
the others, and I knew that I was also truly part of the disaster.
But I also realized that I was not the only one on my knees sewing
frantically. There were others like me, making the same monstrous
mistakes, driven by the same impure urgency, stitching themselves
into the ruined heap, painfully extracting themselves —

-F., you’re weeping.
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—Forgive me.

—Stop blubbering. See, you’ve lost your hard-on.

-It’s all breaking down now. My discipline is collapsing. Have
you any idea how much discipline I had to use in training the two
of you?

We both leaped for the Vibrator at the same instant. Her fluids
made her slippery. For a second in our struggle I wished we were
making love, for all her nozzles were stiff and fragrant. I grabbed
her around the waist, before I knew it her bum popped out of iny
bear hug like a wet watermelon seed, her thighs went by like a
missed train, and there I was with empty lubricated arms, nose
squashed against the expensive mahogany floor.

OId friend, are you still with me? Do not despair. I promised
you that this would end in ecstasy. Yes, your wife was naked
during this story. Somewhere in the dark room, draped over
the back of a chair like a huge exhausted butterfly, her Gal
panties, stiffened by the slightest masonry of sweat, dreamed of
ragged fingernails, and I dreamed with them - large, fluttering,
descending dreams crisscrossed with vertical scratches. For me it
was the end of Action. I would keep on trying, but I knew I had
failed the both of you, and that both of you had failed me. I had
one trick left, but it was a dangerous one, and I'd never used it.
Events, as I will show, would force me into it, and it would end
with Edith’s suicide, my hospitalization, your cruel ordeal in the
trechouse. How many times did I warn you that you would be
whipped by loneliness?

So I lay there in Argentine. The Danish Vibrator hummed like
a whittler as it rose and fell over Edith’s young contours. It was
cold and black in the room. Occasionally one of her glistening
kneecaps would catch a glint of moonlight as she jerked her box
up and down in desperate supplication. She had stopped moaning;
I assumed she had approached the area of intense breathless silence
which the orgasm loves to flood with ventriloquist gasps and cosmic
puppet plots.

—~Thank God, she whispered at last.

-I’'m glad you could come, Edith. I'm very happy for you.

~Thank God it’s off me. I had to blow it. It made me do oral
intimacy.

-Wha -?

Before I could question her further it was upon my buttocks,
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its idiot hum revved up to a psychotic whine. The detachable
crotch piece inserted itself between my hairy thighs, ingeniously
providing soft support for my frightened testicles. I had heard
of these things happening before, and I knew it would leave me
bitter and full of self-loathing. Like a cyanide egg dropped into
the gas chamber the D.V. released a glob of Formula Cream at
the top of the muscular cleavage I had labored so hard to define.
As my body heat melted it to the trickle which would grease its
shameful entry, several comfortable Latex cups assumed exciting
holds here and there. The elastic Developer seemed to have a life
of its own, and the Fortune Straps spread everything apart, and I
felt the air-conditioning coolly evaporating sweat and cream from
tiny surfaces I hardly knew existed. 1 was ready to lie there for ten
days. I was not even surprised. I knew it would be insatiable but
I was ready to submit. I heard Edith faintly calling to me just as
the Foam Pad rose the full length. After that I heard nothing.
It was like 2 thousand Sex Philosophers working over me with
perfect cooperation. I may have screamed at the first thrust of the
White Club, but the Formula Cream kept coming, and I think a
cup was converted to handle excreta. It hummed in my ears like
alabaster lips.

I don’t know how long it swarmed among my private pieces.

Edith made it to a light switch. She couldn’t bear to look at
me.

—Are you happy, F.?

I did not answer.

—Should I do something, F.?

Perhaps the D.V. answered with a sated whir. It pulled in the
American Laces fast as an Italian eater, the suck went out of the
cups, my scrotum dropped unceremoniously, and the machine
slipped off my quivering body meat. I think I was happy. . . .

—Should I pull out the plug, F.?

~Do what you want, Edith. I'm washed up.

Edith yanked at the electric cord. The D.V. shuddered, fell
silent, and stopped. Edith sighed with relief, but too soon. The
D.V. began to produce a shattering sonic whistle.

—Does it have batteries?

—No, Edith. It doesn’t have batteries.

She covered her breasts with crossed arms.

-You mean -?
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—Yes. It’s learned to feed itself.

Edith backed into a corner as the Danish Vibrator advanced
toward her. She stooped queerly, as if she were trying to hide
her cunt behind her thighs. I could not stir from the puddle of
jelly in which I had been buggered by countless improvements.
It made its way across the hotel room in a leisurely fashion, straps
and cups flowing behind it, like a Hawaiian skirt made of grass
and brassieres.

It had learned to feed itself.

(O Father, Nameless and Free of Description, lead me from
the Desert of the Possible. Too long I have dealt with Events.
Too long I labored to become an Angel. I chased Miracles with a
bag of Power to salt their wild Tails. I tried to dominate Insanity
so I could steal its Information. I tried to program the Computers
with Insanity. I tried to create Grace to prove that Grace existed.
Do not punish Charles Axis. We could not see the Evidence so
we stretched our Memories. Dear Father, accept this confession:
we did not train ourselves to Receive because we believed there
wasn’t Anything to Receive and we could not endure with this
Belief.)

—Help, help me, F.

But I was fastened to the floor with a tingling nail, the head of
which was my anus.

It took its time getting to her. Edith, meanwhile, her back
squeezed into the right angle, had sunk to a defenseless sitting
position, her lovely legs spread apart. Numbed by horror and
the prospect of disgusting thrills, she was ready to submit. I
have stared at many orifices, but never have I seen one wear
such an expression. The soft hairs were thrown back from the
dripping lips like a Louis Quatorze sunburst. The layers of lip
spread and gathered like someone playing with a lens opening.
The Danish Vibrator mounted her slowly, and soon the child
(Edith was twenty) was doing things with her mouth and fingers
that no one, believe me, old friend, no one has ever done to you.
Perhaps this was what you wanted from her. But you did not
know how to encourage her, and this was not your fault. No one
could. That is why I tried to lead the fuck away from mutual
dialing.

The whole assault lasted maybe twenty-five minutes. Before the
tenth minute passed she was begging the thing to perform in her



68 LEONARD COHEN

armpits, specifying which nipple was hungriest, twisting her torso
to offer it hidden pink terrain — until the Danish Vibrator began
to command. Then Edith, quite happily, became nothing but a
buffet of juice, flesh, excrement, muscle to serve its appetite.

Of course, the implications of her pleasure are enormous.

The Danish Vibrator slipped off her face, uncovering a bruised
soft smile.

-Stay, she whispered.

It climbed onto the window sill, purring deeply, revved up to
a sharp moan, and launched itself through the glass, which broke
and fell over its exit like a fancy stage curtain.

—Make it stay.

-It’s gone.

We dragged our strange bodies to the window. The perfumed
sticky tropical night wafted into the room as we leaned out to
watch the Danish Vibrator move down the marble stories of the
hotel. When it reached the ground it crossed the parking lot and
soon achieved the beach.

—-Oh, God, F., it was beautiful. Feel this.

~I know, Edith. Feel this.

A curious drama began to unfold beneath us on the deserted
moonlit sand. As the D.V. made slowly toward the waves breaking
in dark flowers on the bright shore, a figure emerged from a grove
of ghostly palms. It was a man wearing an immaculate white
bathing suit. I do not know whether he was running to intercept
the Danish Vibrator with the intention of violently disabling it,
or merely wished to observe at closer range its curiously graceful
progress toward the Atlantic.

How soft the night seemed, like the last verse of a lullaby. With
one hand on his hip and the other scratching his head, the tiny
figure beneath us watched, as did we, the descent of the apparatus
into the huge rolling sea, which closed over its luminous cups like
the end of a civilization.

~Wi1ll it come back, F.? To us?

—It doesn’t matter. It’s in the world.

We stood close to each other in the window, two figures on a
rung of a high marble ladder built into the vast cloudless night,
leaning on nothing.

A small breeze detached a wisp of her hair and I felt its tiny
fall across my cheek.
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-I love you, Edith.

-I love you, F.

—And I love your husband.

-So do I.

—Nothing is as I planned it, but now I know what will
happen.

-Sodo I, F.

—Oh, Edith, something is beginning in my heart, a whisper of
rare love, but I will never be able to fulfil it. It is my prayer that
your husband will.

—He will, F.

—But he will do it alone. He can only do it alone.

—I know, she said. We must not be with him.

A great sadness overtook us as we looked out over the miles of
sea, an egoless sadness that we did not own or claim. Here and
there the restless water kept an image of the shattered moon. We
said good-by to you, old lover. We did not know when or how
the parting would be completed, but it began that moment.

There was a professional knock on the blond door.

—It must be him, I said.

—Should we put our clothes on?

—~Why bother.

We did not even have to open the door. The waiter had a passkey.
He was wearing the old raincoat and mustache, but underneath he
was perfectly nude. We turned toward him.

—Do you like Argentine? I asked for the sake of civil con-
versation.

—I miss the newsreels, he said.

—~And the parades? I offered.

—And the parades. But I can get everything else here. Ah!

He noticed our reddened organs and began to fondle them with
great interest.

—Wonderful! Wonderful! I see you have been well prepared.

What followed was old hat. I have no intention of adding to any
pain which might be remaindered to you, by a minute description
of the excesses we performed with him. Lest you should worry for
us, let me say that we had, indeed, been well prepared, and we
hardly cared to resist his sordid exciting commands, even when
he made us kiss the whip.

~I have a treat for you, he said at last.
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—He has a treat for us, Edith.

—-Shoot, she replied wearily.

From the pocket of his overcoat he withdrew a bar of soap.

—Three in a tub, he said merrily in his heavy accent.

So we splashed around with him. He lathered us from head to
foot, proclaiming all the while the special qualities of the soap,
which, as you must now understand, was derived from melted
human flesh.

That bar i1s now in your hands. We were baptized by it, your
wife and I. I wonder what you will do with it.

You see, I have shown you how it happens, from style to style,
from kiss to kiss.

There is more, there is the history of Catherine Tekakwitha ~
you shall have all of it.

Wearily we dried each other with the opulent towels of the
hotel. The waiter was very careful with our parts.

I had millions of these at my disposal, he said without a trace
of nostalgia.

He slipped into his raincoat and spent some time before the
full-length mirror playing with his mustache and slanting his hair
across his forehead in just the way he liked.

—And don’t forget to inform the Police Gazette. We’ll bargain
over the soap later.

~Wait!

As he opened the door to go, Edith threw her arms about his
neck, pulled him to the dry bed, and cradled his famous head
against her breasts.

~What did you do that for? I demanded of her after the waiter
had made his stiff exit, and nothing remained of him but the
vague stink of his sulphurous flatulence.

—For a second I thought he was an A -.

—-Oh, Edith!

I sank to my knees before your wife and I laid my mouth on
her toes. The room was a mess, the floor spotted with pools of
fluid and suds, but she rose from it all like a lovely statue with
epaulets and nipple tips of moonlight.

—Oh, Edith! It doesn’t matter what I’ve done to you, the tits, the
cunt, the hydraulic buttock failures, all my Pygmalion tampering,
it means nothing, I know now. Acne and all, you were out of my
reach, you were beyond my gadgetry. Who are you?
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-You’re not joking? Then I’'m only fit to suck your toes.
-Wiggle.



DEATH & SEDUCTION

Catherine Sellars

GABRIEL’S BODY CUTS through the heat curtain dividing street from
arcade. For a moment external and internal are indistinguishable,
until all the sounds and scents of the exterior are sucked back into
their rightful place.

The drone and chime of conversation and cutlery fill the dome
above her, recalling memories of tastes and sensations that become
more exquisite with each recollection. Gabriel’s eyes become
adjusted to the warm light and focus on the faces of shoppers,
rendered beautiful by the carefully created glow. They stroll in calm
contentment, with expression of reverence and awe, complimenting
and admiring, more like an audience at a great exhibition than
consumers in a mall.

Through the delicately wrought iron and engraved glass, Gabriel
spies her victim. She eyes her prey, wets her lips and crosses the
expanse of jewelled mosaic like a society courtesan making a path
through a crowded ballroom to her potential Prince.

The prey, a young man with a touch too much red in his cheeks
and his locks too brassy to be those of a classic beauty, is comely
enough nevertheless. Track-suited and chain-smoking, he slouches
against the wooden-fronted candle shop, a squat shape with a halo
of flickering flames. He has as little sense of style as he has of his
impending doormn.

Gabriel uses her clipboard like an antique fan. The delicate
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movements of a courtly ritual long dead tug unconsciously at the
cultural memory of the youth, for he smiles and bows his head on
cue, saying all the right things at all the right moments. Each flutter
and tilt of the clipboard beckon him closer to his destruction.

A little polite conversation gives way to a few simple questions
concerning his habits as a consumer. Gabriel once again employs her
clipboard as a fan, but this time in its more conventional fashion, for
she grows warm with anticipation of coming pleasure. The format
of the questionnaire you see, and her promises of a reward at its
completion are cunningly designed to appeal to all the vices in
man, playing on the human frailties of laziness, greed and lust
with expert skill, and coaxing white lies from his lips in defence
of his frail ego.

Flattered into a sense of stupid pride at his ability to recognize
brands of toothpaste by their logo, his good taste in cars and the
amount of alcohol-free lager he might consume in a month, the
young man’s defences begin to crumble. Vanity parades his vices
in an unwitting confession of guilt.

Then comes the invitation, and a promise that he might discover
something to his advantage or receive his reward should he follow
her. Greed and lust chain him to her, and Gabriel triumphantly
trots her mortal specimen out of the centre, through the crowds
of consumers and into the night.

The city’s floodlights glow into life at the perfect moment to
illuminate the lowering heavens and turn the sudden squall into
a crystal light show, immediately the dull pavement becomes a
dark mirror to the cityscape. At this impressive piece of celestial
stage management, Gabriel picks up the skirts of her coat, deeply
inhales the ozone-charged air and flies along the sparkling streets
homeward to the Merchant City, her captive in morbid pursuit.
The setting is ideal and the atmosphere inspiring, but totally lost
on the unsuspecting victim, whose whole being is now focused
on the body of his seducer. Nights like this give meaning to her
existence, for on a night like this her true genius can reveal itself
and her powers of creative destruction flourish.

Entering the hallway of her home, Gabriel sways free of her sable
coat. The shock of metal heels on marble is muffled by the shuffle
of his rubber-soled Reeboks as the sounds merge high up above the
picture rail. A long bronze lady on an onyx plinth obligingly raises
a globe of light to the crazed and ancient mirror, her back arched
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in an ecstasy of lunar worship. Gabriel’s sepia-toned reflection, a
Theda Bara in this amber glow, gazes out at the breathless youth
on the doormat. As the last sounds of their entrance die away,
the muted sounds of a tragic melody filter from the room ahead,
Gershwin or Porter, Puccini or Rachmaninov - an irresistible and
passionate keening.

Gabriel glides down the long corridor past fatal beauties with
sailors entwined in their hair and disarmed knights at their feet:
mermaids and sirens and belles dames sans merci. The wan faces of
their victims, tragic and lovely, gaze down from the captivity of
their picture frames at the unsuspecting youth. Blind with lust and
ignorant in his certainty, he takes no heed of their silent warning.
Water nymphs lure Hylas to his airless end, while Morgan le
Fay eternally bewitches, but they perform their terrible function
unrecognized. The young man does not even glance at them.

GABRIEL, COATLESS, is dressed to kill. Her body is a metronome
that swings hypnotically before him to the throb of the melancholy
music, accompanied by the murmur of velvet on silk as her skirts
sigh against her stockings. Gabriel leads the man along the endless
corridor of panels and paintings, exhaling myrrh and spices and
charging the air with rich scents and ozone. She leaves a trail of
musk that the man must follow. At last they reach the door at the
corridor’s ¢nd. Gabriel glides a hand over her waist and hips and
waves the prey into her room. She strolls in behind him, eager to
embark on her fatal labours.

The light in the room is cool silver and blue. The stormy night,
viewed in panorama through the room’s enormous windows, is huge
and indigo. Despite the casements flung wide, the air is heavy with
the scent of three great lilies.

Gabriel takes a liquor glass, silver vines entwining its stem, and
pours a slick of noxious liquid into it. It shines with emerald light.
The stupid youth takes the glass without a question, bewitched by
the ruby, amethyst and jet that are her lips, eyes and hair. As
he sips the poison and inhales its fumes, he does not notice its
bitter taste, for his senses are dazzled into dullness. Gabriel looks
on in satisfaction and drapes herself in ecstasy over the vast blue
velvet sofa.

The youth falls helpless into her arms and she absorbs all the life
from him, drinking in his strength and watching all that disgusted
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her seep slowly away. At last he is no longer an uncouth sinner. He
has become her object. An object with more potential than she ever
imagined on first setting eyes on his rough, unrefined form. He will
make a most beautiful corpse, and his death will be magnificent.

SHE CARRIES the senseless young man into a high-ceilinged bath-
room of dolphins and sea nymphs and, despite his weight, glides
effortlesly over the floor. She undresses him slowly and carefully,
and places his limp, damp clothes in the fire of the fire of the
polished copper boiler. They hiss disagreement before bursting
into flames. Gabriel then takes a gleaming silver blade from the
bathroom cabinet, a bottle of peroxide, some scissors, scented
oils, a razor, soap and a shaving brush, and lines them up on
the sheif beside the great cast-iron bath. While she runs the water
she cuts the young man’s hair into a tousled cap of curls. She then
undresses and steps into the steaming, scented water with her victim
in her arms.

Gabriel washes away all traces of his mortal life — the stale stench
of cheap deodorant and sweat, and the rancid smell of smoke in his
hair. Unable to move or speak, only the look of terror in the dying
man’s eyes show that he has any awareness of his situation. Gabriel
runs her hands over the hard muscle and taut sinews, stroking and
massaging his malleable form, then shaves his entire body. She
applies the peroxide to his brassy locks and, while she waits for
it to take effect, she glides the silver blade across each wrist and
lies back to watch her terrible bath turn red with the blood of her
victim. The life pours out of him and she captures a little of it in a
small glass vial. He labours to breathe his last, succumbing to the
poison and the loss of blood. Gabriel feels an involuntary spasm in
the walls of her stomach as he releases his final sigh. She rinses the
chemicals from his now silver hair, and after wrapping his body in
great warm towels she moisturizes the smooth, white skin.

Gabriel dresses the beautiful corpse in a pure silk shirt, voluptu-
ous in the generosity of its cut, and a pair of high-waisted trousers
of the finest fabric. She applies kohl to his lids, mascara to his
lashes and a wine-coloured stain to his lips. She carries her beautiful
work out of her room, along the endless corridor and out into the
city. In her pocket is the vial of blood and beneath her coat are
white narcissus and orchids. She passes unhindered through the
sleeping city and enters its cultivated parkland. The storm is over,
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the night is still, crisp and clear. A huge pewter moon illumines a
dark sapphire sky and lights the way to the final resting place.

GABRIEL LAYS HIM gently in the frozen fountain at the centre of
the botanical gardens. In a pose of carefully engineered disarray,
his head rests casually on one arm, the limbs draped over the
marble, everything arranged to the greatest aesthetic effect. Only
one task remains. She plunges the gorgeous blade into the heart
of the dead man, between the folds of his shirt. She arranges tie
narcissus and orchids about his body, placing one in his dangling
fingers and others around his shining hair and at his feet.

She drips a little of the contents of the vial around the bloodless
wound in his chest, perfectly choreographing the trickie of blood
so that it curves delicately over the line of his pectorals. She places
a single drop at the corner of his burgundy lips and delicately
strokes a wisp of platinum hair from his heavy blue lids. She
lingers a moment to gaze at her work, gleaming white against
the moonlight, the perfect man reclining on a crystal throne,
shimmering with purity, untainted by life, released from bestiality
for a brief moment, before the sun rises, melts the fountain and
sets the machinery of decay into motion.

Gabriel records the scene in her memory and disappears back
into the city.



ORACLE OF THE
THOUSAND HANDS

Barry Malzberg

D’ARCY’S GENITALIA: They were of unusual size; even in a
state of purest flaccidity they measured several centimeters in the
usual three directions. Under engorgement, the subject himself as
well as several partners measured them as well over a foot in length.
It is further attested that the unusual “slickness” and “warmth”
of the organ made penetration unusually easy, even with “slightly
built” companions.

D’ARCY’S SEXUAL PREDILECTIONS: They were, as we
all know, completely heterosexual; any rumors to the contrary
have been created by jealous and envious homosexuals whom
D’Arcy again and again spurned to seek female companionship.
He preferred normal intercourse in the seventh and eighth positions
of Lilly, with certain pre-coital variations mostly involved with the
buttocks and thighs of partners. Breast (buccal) tendencies were
negligible, D’Arcy having been known to state often that he felt
himself too well-endowed for “‘that preliminary nonsense.”

D’ARCY’S SEXUAL PERFORMANCE: It was, as all sources
have testified, facile and almost incredibly accomplished, leading
partners again and again to the ‘“sublime” peak and letting them
down always at their own pace and without embarrassment. Ejacu-
lation was plentiful, fluid was copious, sufficient to “‘open-up”
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partners so inclined. Pre- and post-coital maneuvers were swift,
gracious and wholly respectful of companion and circumstances.
It can be said, then, that the subject’s sexual performance was
excellent.

D’ARCY’S SOCIAL IMPORTANCE AS SEEN IN HISTORI-
CAL PERSPECTIVE: It cannot be minimized. Dealing with the
“quintessence of heterosexuality” (his phrase) raised to the “nth
degree of pleasure” (words of Mademoiselle M, a lady of his
acquaintance), it came along just at the right time to reverse the
slow trend of the Age toward narcissism, masturbation and latent
homosexuality. D’Arcy’s contribution, infusing as it did, all of his
sexual “mainstream’ with “new blood,” was nothing less than the
reversal of history, the setting aright of the microcosm he knew.

WHY THIS STUDY IS WRITTEN: I must admit that there
are some questions about that to be squarely faced.

This study will deal with the “lover” D’Arcy from the inception
of that self-imposed role in December of 196— to its tragic — and
unpremeditated conclusion — in October of 196—. It will in no
fashion attempt definitive biography nor does it presume to be more
than a documentary of the public years of D’Arcy’s existence. The
early years, the growing years, the dwindling years, even the brief
but poignant dying day . . . little of this wili be touched upon within
the confines of these pages. The historian must delimit to better
define the quintessence of his insight. So few of our contemporary
“biographers” admit this simple fact. As we diffuse, so must we
move ever further from that basic kernel of insight which may, for
all we know, be the metaphor for the folly of life itself. Aha!

So delimited, this work will address itself to such primary
questions as these: did the subject feel love? Did D’Arcy, in the
last smoke and plumes of love’s consummation, know emotional
release beyond his gigantic physical bursts? Was he ever, during
the public years, frustrated in his pursuit of sexual conjoinment?
What did some of his partners think of him? What conclusions can
be drawn? Exactly what was the breadth and length of a typical
D’Arcy orgasm?

We will answer those questions all in due time. On hand
we have documents and testimonies of many of the subject’s
partners, none of them ever before revealed, confidentially given
to the one who transcribes this memoir. In tandem they will
piece together, we promise, into a shattering picture of our
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protagonist, revealing wonders and implications hitherto never
before revealed. .

THE QUESTION OF QUALIFICATION: It is always asked
of the historian: who are you? What, is your particular credential?
Why do you presume to give the sense of this material to a gullible
and easily misled audience? This is a painful century; the question
of credibility perhaps in nexus.

Let me state modestly, therefore, that I knew D’Arcy well; far
better than any other during the public years and during many of
those years I stood by his side. Friend, confidant, partner, assistant,
I lived in the closest conjoinment with the subject. The public prints
do not indicate this, of course.

The reason for that is that I always demanded anonymity. “Not
for me notoriety or exploitation, D’Arcy,” I said to my friend once
while we were drinking wine together during one of his periods of
“convalescence.” “I would be less a friend and more an agent of
the opposition were I to attempt to benefit in any way from the
fortunate fact of our interrelationship. I prize your friendship above
all others, I will not have myself known. But, in my quiet way, I
will stand by you always.”

And my dear, dear friend said to me, sipping his wine slowly,
stirring the sediment with his finger in the characteristic gesture,
“Truly, you are a friend. But I cannot ask this of you. If there
is profit to be made from our friendship without discredit or
interference to me, then take it, I say. Give an interview. Let your
face be known. Tell them what I say about women, when I am in a
kindly mood, of course. Advise them of my culinary idiosyncrasies.
This will keep my name as always before them and you will derive a
small income from your ramblings. I give you permission to do all
of this as long as you understand from whom the permission comes
and from what high motives; that is all I ask.” And lifted his glass
in the sun so that the purple glittered as stone, mixing toward the
purest refraction of his driven, absent face.

And once again I said, raising my own glass, my blunt features
dwindling to infinitesimal condition as the sun darted behind a
cloud, “Never, my friend; this will never be. As long as I have
health and strength to continue on our mutual travels I will never
lend you the betrayal of publicity.”

Even so, it is with a heavy heart that I begin this journal.
Well-qualified as I am, there are certainly others who would be
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equally so: having never, for instance, truly “known” the hot
embrace of D’Arcy in bed nor felt the pressure of his massive,
earnest thighs against mine, I am obviously less qualified than
many to talk of some of the more explicit aspects of D’Arcy’s
performance. But who else — I say again, who else? — could possibly
take up the wearisome pen, shuffle the papers and commence?

Most of those juxtaposed to D’Arcy in the way I mention can
neither read nor write, some cannot spell, the majority cannot per-
form the simplest mathematical examples. Too, a large percentage
of these people are missing, which is to say that they are beyond
the efforts of local authorities and institutions to find them.

It is peculiar but it is so: a high percentage of D’Arcy’s
companions are so far on the margin of our society as to be
beyond its devices. Nothing, an acquaintance of mine once said,
nothing s as unlocatable as a common tart; even in the bedroom it
is often impossible to find one. D’Arcy’s career, then, like a rocket
in full, booming flight, discharged a trail of gas and combustible
matter which negated it origins to the exact degree that the major
ascent opened up new territory. I have often found that this is a
general rule; being, of course, a strong adherent of the great man
theory of history.

Only I, then, an Ishmael of the post-coital ecstasy, remain to
tell the tale. My whereabouts fixed firmly by due process of law
and institutionalization, my literacy shaped by 18 years of tutors
smuggled from the public schools, my credentials beyond dispute,
my humility attested to by my years of close friendship with the
subject. I would not think that a further apologia is necessary.
Awash, then, in the sea of possibilities, tossed by the whale of
retrospection. I cling to the flotsam and jetsam of total recall,
trying to spare immersion to the thousands who wait cheerlessly
on the sands.

Of course, I remain attuned to the possibility that I may be pro-
hibited from the removal of these notes from my present confines.
There is a rich precedent for this: so many of my companions
and enemies within these gates are similarly “writers”; were all
the tracts, correspondence, romanticized history and pseudo-legal
writs composed daily in this place to be put in one stack, it would
probably reach to half the height of the senior attendant who
demands that all our written material be placed in his hands
for censorship and approval. Since this senior attendant, a bulky
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man with large ears, can neither read nor write, it is suspected by
many of my companions here that their writings are being instantly
tossed to perdition, most likely after “taps,” when scufflings and
rustlings and billowings in the hall might suggest the lively flush
of toilets sending handwriting on its way. Nevertheless, I discount
the possibility. The press visits me now and then and also some
acquaintances; surely I could place my jottings in their hands were
I to feel an imminence of capture. The important thing, as has been
truly said, is to do one’s work; a good conscience is its own best
reward.

THE CIRCUMSTANCES UNDER WHICH THE STUDY IS
BEING WRITTEN: Art and craft, being inextricably linked to
environment, it would be fair, perhaps, to describe what it’s like
here. It is not the most felicitous of ambiances.

For one thing it is wretchedly cold in these rooms and for another,
it is almost unspeakably foul much of the time. My collaborants in
this large institution are, to an incalculable extent, unbearably dull
— their efforts at the written word to the contrary — and entrapped
by their small, circular obsessions. They are incapable, in short,
of the mildest form of self-amusement, let alone the divertissement
of one as complex and sophisticated as I. (It might be said, then,
that I have taken to these notes out of boredom but this is not half
the fact of the case; the act of writing can be as offensive as that
of self-abuse and far less interesting.) The two young men, for
instance, who share these rooms with me, seem to have reached
an accord of many years’ standing — they preceded me here by a
long time — not to address one another unless under the governor of
extrinsic need, and then in some kind of bizarre code which appears
to be the least inventive amalgamation of French, English and the
arcane mumblings of the retarded. I find this a great burden upon
an active sensibility, but I am completely unable to alter this.

Not that I have not tried. There was a time when I hammered
upon the dense barrier of their sullen alliance repeatedly: did it
with small jokes, quips, reminiscences and even — for their sake —
the admission that I was a companion of D’Arcy’s throughout his
notable career. I had thought that this final revelation would, when
all else had failed, break us through to a small network of feeling or
(at least) remonstrance but, shockingly, neither of them had ever
heard of D’Arcy, much less possessing the slightest knowledge of
his travels. It was when they made offensive comments to me



82 BARRY MALZBERG

about this acquaintanceship and my dear friend himself that I
gave up on further attempts to establish a normal relationship in
these rooms.

I exemplify: the other evening I was on the way to the “dayroom”
here, prepared for yet another desultory game of chess with the
bearded fossil who sits silently in front of the board all day, so
immobile that it is necessary for his partners to contribute both
sets of moves and announce imminent captures, when the elder
of my roommates, a fierce man with wild eyes and blond hair so
sheer that it might have blazed, said to the other, Monsteur ici est
entrappe.

Non, non, chattered the other who was under the best of
circumstances, rather elfin, i/ est disappointe.

Entrappe and disappointe together. Un jolie homme despite tout,
however, est that non vraiment?

“Listen,” I said, “there’s no need to discuss a man to his face, it
isn’t polite and it shows a lack of intelligence in the bargain. I’ll be
wandering down the hall just a bit and you can say all you choose
but for the moment call it off, yes?”

Est uproarious, said the first, taking a comb from somewhere
around the perimeter of his waist and running it through his hair,
squeezing the dandruff pods as they sifted downward. This never
failed to excite the elf who stood, then, to the limit of his short
frame and, running his own hands through a rather ferocious beard,
gestured at me.

Felon, he said.

At that moment, my aged, bottled temper, stirred to the sedi-
ment, burbled forth. “Look, gentlemen,” I said, “I do not need
such talk from you. The same institutions which committed me
here have placed you as well and for a much longer period, I might
observe. I tell you frankly that unless this behavior stops, I will be
‘compelled to seek new quarters and whoever succeeds me will be far
less tolerant of your display of manners. Does that seem clear?”

They laughed at that.

“Now look,” I said, “if I must start at the beginning, I will. I
am a close friend, perhaps the closest, of the late, honored Justin
D’Arcy and in that regard - ”

I could not finish. I heard, interchangeably from them, an
explosion of guttural monosyllables which sounded vaguely like
curses. Ha, ha!, they added, ha, ha!
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“Ha yourself,” I said then, and for the first time told them my
secret. I had to, to quiet them.

They stopped laughing. The elf seized an ashtray instead and
made with it a complex, obscene gesture involving three parts of
his anatomy. The gyrations were quite intricate. Then he ceased
and both stared, apparently assessing my countermove.

“Makes no difference,” I said, grandly, and with enormous
dignity folding me like a shroud — that dignity I can conjure
up under almost any circumstances — I quit the room and their
presence.

THE PHILOSOPHICAL AND PSYCHOLOGICAL BIAS OF
THE STUDY: There is no point in concealing this final notation:
this study will be, inevitably, composed of a set of digressions from
D’Arcy and deal on the personal level. My condition, of course, is so
inseparable from his that our circumstances — until his unfortunate
disappearance, that is to say — conjoined completely; our obsessions
were so linked that it would be presumptuous to even assume that
I could part from him. No, I am no cool, detached biographer
although, to be sure, I am a faintly bewhiskered one. But D’Arcy’s
ficelle; 1 see that now, despite my own considerable, prolonged and
irreversible detumescence.

But by all means, let me proceed, wander into the sunset of
recollection, the old, hollow features tilted wistfully to the horizon,
the faithful old frame complying, possibly for the last time, to the
Master’s demands.

May I leap ahead rapidly in time, modestly discarding the exposi-
tory necessities, leaving the bridge-work to the biographer who,
if possessed of intelligence as you are not, would be able to work
out the transitions with a minimum of wordage and a maximum
of insight; the transitions being the most painful because least
necessary part of all biography. I am poised over the girl in the heat
and cove of my room under the doom of a November rainfall — the
girl is somewhat older than I am and tragically overdeveloped, her
large breasts, fascinating in armor, in a kind of flat, aimless repose
with clothing removed, stretched out aimless to her sides and under
her arms, the nipples almost invisible under the distension, to say
nothing of my clasping mouth. She is muttering faintly, probably
about the weather, while with a kind of desperation I try to find
her opening, at the same time making polite comments about the



84 BARRY MALZBERG

disorder of the room, my embarrassment of her seeing it in such
shambles, until finally with a moist clamor I feel myself sliding
into her, sliding into her, and her arms go reluctantly around me,
severing the connection of mouth and breast — which had never been
that interesting anyway; I had been doing it only out of a sense of
propriety — and with a series of horselike bucking movements not
to say whinnies, she begins to carry me, carry me over the sliding
eaves of her need.

I feel myself growing inside her and at the same time moving
aways; all this time birdsongs moving within my head, proud eagiets
struggling to churn away from the surfaces of the sea, and the rain
comes down unevenly, unevenly, so that I feel myself surrounded
by a kind of disorder on all levels as I lie submissive at last in her
embrace, feeling the slow steaming and then, as one particularly
violent heave of her round body sets my magazines on the shelf
above my bed to a kind of scuttling underneath their rubber band,
I feel myself turned to them, turned to that attunement, and in a
kind of explosion of feeling, all legs, all memory, I am devoured
into her and expire slowly, reaching at this time for her breasts to
support and inspect them. The feeling at the moment of orgasm
has been that of girl-as-giant-fist clasped around my genitalia but
underneath that has been something else; a profound undercurrent
of woe, perhaps, an unscholarly feeling of mystery destroying the
personality. When I came from without her limbs again with that
peculiar slurping which seems, I have since discovered, to be the
comma of intercourse, I lay atop her having no idea of what to say
until finally she dislodged me and sat up, her breasts assuming their
normal (or abnormal) proportions again, falling hugely to the area
of her navel where she inspected the nipples carefully, apparently
for lustre or change of color.

“You really bite, don’t you?” she says — all postcoital conversa-
tions have now, for me, assumed the aspect of the present tense; this
is one subgenre which, because of its hideous sameness, is always of
the moment. “You could have hurt them if they weren’t so tough.”

“Well, it was nice of you to come to the room,” I say, because
there is nothing else at the moment I can think of and at that
moment, the magazines which have been precarious enough, shift
on their perch and topple, in a slow, drooling wobble, one by one
to the bed, between us. I shrug and reach toward them, hopeful
that it will be seen as a kind of joke.
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“Are these those girl magazines?” she says, chewing on a
fingernail and reaching the free hand out to caress them. “Oh
yes, they are. That’s what I thought they were. You see them all
over. You keep them too?”

“Just for the articles.”

“Oh, a lot of the boys use them to jerk off. You’d be surprised
how many use them that way. The shy ones, mostly. Do you ever
use the magazines to jerk off in?”

“Not really,” I say, assembling them hurriedly and trying to get
them back on the shelf without exposing my genitalia which have
hardened in idiot need to the coincidence. “I don’t think of them
that way.”

“Oh that’s perfectly all right. There’s nothing shameful about
it. A lot of the fellows who can’t seem to get laid use them all the
time. Can you imagine anyone not getting laid around this place?”
She ventures a tentative laugh which becomes, eventually, a giggle.
“It’s possible, of course. You’re not very good, you know. You need
a lot of practice.”

“It’s not my fault. You rushed.”

“Who rushed who?” she says, inspecting the other breast
carefully, putting a finger in the nipple as if to test it for
responsiveness. “You asked me to come to your room and have
a talk and the next minute I have my clothes off. All of my clothes
off. Not that I mind, of course. What else is there to do when it
rains?”’

“Well,” I say, still in that slow stun which seems to be the
inevitable consequence of the aftersex and feeling now too that
familiar combination of dread and eagerness which means that the
real implications of an event may lie entirely before me, “I guess
you’d better get back upstairs.”

“What? They never check after seven o’clock anyway. I might
as well stay here all night.”

“But in the morning - ”

“Who’s going to look? It’s a progressive place. You’ve got to
work with it; why fight things?”’ ,

I take her clothes from under the bed where I have casually tossed
them with a social director’s ease; where, poised like an arrow, I had
hidden her garments in the same gracious gesture with which I had
bent my mouth to her breasts. “I want you to go, though. I want
to be alone now.”
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“Oh well,” she says, “that’s different. If you want to be alone,
I can’t stop you. Just don’t ask me back again.”

“Why not?” I say, finding my own clothing in the form of the
shapeless bathrobe in which I had greeted her and belting it snugiy.
“It isn’t anything personal.”

“You could have some conversation too. It isn’t all sex.”

“What isn’t?”

Somehow, I get through the moments between her nakedness
and her entrapment, somehow I guide her without lapse of courtesy
to the door, smooth over things, justify the equity of our act, our
relations, the role they occupy in some larger scheme. Somehow, I
enable her to pass through the door without disgrace, looking at her
large rump dwindle in the hall, her step, a series of diminutions. I
stand like a bird between heaven and hell; then opt for the latter
with a bound, turning the key in my privates like 2 deep wound,
moving out to cover all the inner and outer spaces. I seize the
magazines and spreading the largest and most culpable all over
the bed, I expose my organ from the (conveniently falling askew)
bathrobe and holding it with both hands in a frenzy of disgrace I
pull and pull until the last grey waters of consciousness have passed
from inside to the outside of me and then I fall into a collapsing
sleep, unstifled by groans, the magazines acting as a pillow for the
precious rectal cheeks.

The name of this girl has been Carole and Carole is only one of
the ten or so girls at this very progressive institution with whom
I have coupled; there were Vivian and Portia and a girl named
Helen with sloping, almost concave buttocks, and Marcia and
Grace and Carole herself who dwelt in a double room above me
and had found me interesting. The true tenor and possibilities of
this new residence had been unknown to me for the first several
days; when they became appallingly clear in the context of the
mixed-sexes dormitory and the caliber of most of the personnel, it
was still several weeks before I could act upon it. For me generation
had always been an unequivocal, inward act rather than the frantic
outpouring which seemed to be the raison d’étre (can you spell that
you idiot?) of this place, and when it did finally become clear that
there was but one justification, one underlay, it took my atrophied
skills a little longer to adjust. But now I was locked into the
scheme of things: by day abysmal “classes” instructed by confused
personnel, who seemed to be transfixed by latent possibilities which
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they could barely apprehend and of which they could never partake,
functioned as a suitable bridge to the afternoons and evenings, and
the evenings were full, rich, rooted in that casuality which is the
token aim of the most progressive of all education. While Carole
had been correct in saying that a surprising number of my colleagues
were probably masturbators, it was wrong to attribute this to sheer
lack; one of the prime benefits of this institution as it contributed
to my self-knowledge was to give me the apprehension that there
were many like me: those who preferred rather than submitted to
the sacred self-abuse as the rounding-out of the full man. No one of
us could have felt simple lack there; the male-female ratio had been
contrived by a demon in the administration office to function at a
constant one to one and as an occasional girl would leave the school
in a fit of depression, insanity or pregnancy; as an occasional male
would find this astonishing gratification of all forbidden fantasies
too much for his cautious consciousness to assemble; a member of
the same sex would be brought in, almost instantly, as replacement.
It appeared that the waiting list for this institution was incredibly
long; it numbered in the hundreds or, perhaps, the thousands, there
would have been no way of explaining how she had maneuvered
me in on something less than two months’ notice had I not found
out that one of the executive personnel had the same middle and
last names as those of the social director, which cleared up part of
the mystery. The girls were viable, cooperative, almost instantly
gratifying, so much so that it was hard to believe that they, like
me, were paying students; it was as if they had assumed a kind
of staff function. I found out a great deal about the intricacies of
female flesh during that splendid period; all the time holding my
rod firmly in the final embrace behind locked doors to bring to my
researches the final order of insight which could only be achieved
by reinforcement-through-masturbation. Now I can construct for
you a series of vignettes, picturizations, actually, which taken in
toto can approximate a picturization of that period although, alas,
it would be little more than a metaphor; insufficient data always
leading to this conclusion. The name of this school was Rock Point
and like the other resort it sat somewhere in desiccated heartland,
and the two peaks which gave it its sole appeal held it clumsily,
as two uneven palms might grasp a cup, as two frantic, grasping
hands might catch a breast and squeeze its length away. Rock Point
was privately supported by what was known mysteriously in the
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catalogue as “friends of the institution,” which endowment, added
to the handsome sums paid for tuition and other benefits, enabled
the school to have purchased the small cemetery lying directly on its
westward flank. It had commissioned this cemetery as a “historical
site,” so much of what occurred seems to have taken place within
its confines.

I am holding the girl named Vivian close, close in the small shel-
ter I have made of chest and huddled thighs and she is burrowing
beneath me eagerly, seeking my privates, her free hand caressing
me aimlessly in the area of the nape of the neck. We are clutched
to the right of a small gravestone, the northern drizzle coming down
slantwise and I feel the guilt once again surging within me that I had
not taken her to my room, and insisted that we get a “‘breath of out
doors” despite all signals to the contrary and had subjected her to
what can only be a complex humiliation, her body dampened by
the unrelieving blanket of rain which I can feel chill on my exposed,
upturned buttocks. But she does not seem to mind for all of that;
she is embarked on a complex, careless journey of her own, her
hands gripping and squeezing with amazed and growing discovery;
her mouth also enlarged and slippery under mine as her tongue
whickers inside. Wet, wet, she is murmuring, her upturned body
careless in the slick moisture and I am reaching as best as I can,
squeezing as best I can, while trying to make that difficult contact.
She is open before me, a furnace stoked by its own heat, unneeding
of operation and for an instant, trying to make the contact, I can
feel the foolishness; the sheer pointlessness of it all as I try to
burrow inside her; the position always striking me, somehow,
as irrelevant and pointless, the supple ease and graciousness of
the masturbatory turn having conditioned me. Her mouth presses
against mine, unyielding rubber and I reach forward with my loins
to find her slender frame: as I do so we slide, gracelessly into the
very stones of the grave site so that the crown of her head touches
and obscures some chiseled letters. “Oh, oh,” she mutters, “never
anything like this before,” and I feel her rising to greet me, her
slight, superfluous breasts trembling and puckering with the cold
impact of the stone and still fighting, still pillowing within her,
I reach a damp palm up to grasp the gravestone for support and
feel the hollows of the letters pressed against my hand; apparently
it 1s the word BELOVED although I cannot be sure. “Inside,
inside, you ass,” she is muttering to me — all of them curse at
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the moment of gathering, I have learned this; their revulsion at
the act being so deep that even the Magazines themselves could
hardly explain it, make it comprehensible — and as best as I can
I point myself within her, reaching the other hand also for the
gravestone because without that clinging support surely I will fall
from my kneecaps and strike myself a blow in a more vulnerable
spot from the stone. So as I move over her I am not touching her
but the polished slickness of an epitaph, eyeing her nipples with
rolling eyes, the eyes distended and flattened against the palm of
my skull by the enormous effort I am making; the seriousness of
the commitment. I feel absent flashes of fire, a rumbling below
and my glazed eyes, fastened upon the stone, close; now I see the
images of The Magazine itself and the images are less what is upon
the page, the familiar dismemberment and narrowed focus upon
breast, thigh, buttock, but rather upon the pages themselves, their
uneven glossiness, the slickness of their feel: the Words written
under the pictures that are themselves part of the picture and as
her nipples rise up toward me in a trembling of gratitude I bend
slightly, my eyelids still fluttering and put the last inches into her;
feeling then the steaming and rising, the entrapment itself and my
palms graze against the stone, entrap the stone, feeling the stone
itself and yet at that moment it is probably not the stone but the
very pages of the Magazine that I am feeling and so I come that way
in a small spot of gloom, a cove of misery too deep to be reached
let alone filtered by the bucking motions of thighs, the sound of
cries in the air around me, the rain sifting down. “Come on,” she
says, grabbing me when I have worked out the last agonized spurts,
“come on now and come you bastard,” and this works me through
the storms and stones of another orgasm, my palms falling from the
slippery surface of the epitaph and I crumble in her quite helpless,
quite drained while in an orgy of pragmatism she draws me over
her body to cover her completely while one semi-detached hand,
possessed of its own cleverness, begins to search for her pants.

I am in the cemetery again on a late-winter evening but far from
the gravesites this time with a huge-breasted, tiny-buttocked girl
named Jane who says that she has always wanted to do it open in
the cool air, tickled by trees. The tree we have found is a wispy
remnant of some crazed itinerant’s mission, its leaves rustling dimly
around us and somewhere in its very center protected against all
elements, we huddle, the two of us quite naked this time while the
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huge, glowing surfaces of her breast flop a merry drum against my
chest, my lips having found fuller purchase on her forehead where,
discovering a full head of skin, they suck and suck away. She is
not cursing to me but singing this time; singing one of the popular
tunes of the era in a voice which both missounds and subsumes its
banality; the song is all about love and Jove, heart and start and
her voice, an unpleasant contralto, lifts to the uneven pounding of
my thighs. I have caught her hole the first time out for once; the
practice of fucking outweighing its disadvantage in some cases, the
tiny hole possessing rewards which the more easily found (because
instantaneously adjustable) closed fist could never provide and as
best as I can, I am fucking away my private fuck on her, listening
at the same time to the toneless melody which, absurdly, shifts
now and then to a whistle, searching for her breasts with thumb
and closed forefinger, and what she is singing blends, finally, into
the better part which is what she is not seeing and so I come that
way, poised bird against her huntressy determination, flicking seeds
from my bill into her pouch and she clasps me in an orgy of gratitude
as my magazine-inspired sperm greets her ripening and eager Egg.
“Oh boy,” she says, “oh boy, oh boy, oh boy, you’re all heart;
that’s what you are; a jove of love.” My throat, crackling with
retrospection’s saliva, would tell her something, but I am obviously
speechless.

Surrounded by darkness above and below, I am suspended on
my bed, hands and knees to full flight, moving eagerly in the
ascension and reversal of love, locked into a cell of sensation so
private and interesting that I could as well be alone but underneath
me is the girl named Margaret, her body spread like drifting water,
porous on the surfaces of the bed and she is accommodating me;
accommodating me as best she can in her slippery hole, her hands
working idly on my chest. Margaret is one of the “less advantaged”
members of the student body; she supplements her scholarship and
meager allowance by doing “housekeeping” tasks in the dormitory,
and it is in such circumstances that I have come to greet her, her
mop, broom and housedress to the side of the bed, her industry
forgotten as we move in another, intricate kind of cleaning-gesture.
I have then, it seems, done it to the housekeeper here, as well as
everybody else, but the housekeeper is 17 years old and is mumbling
to me in a credulous voice: this is terrific, this is really terrific; I didn’t
know you guys had beds like this; you couldn’t imagine what we girls
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have to sleep tn; I could lie like this forever. And so she could, but
I am pursuing her with unprecedented industry, unprecedented
business, her breasts so superfluous in the welter of sensation I
have aroused through our joining that I am barely conscious of
their presence or appearance. This is really the lap of luxury she
advised me as her thighs thrust in conformation.

Above me, the cheerful, rattling thump! bump! of my magazines
in their locked pouch indicates perilous movement on the shelf,
the possibility of collision, disaster, falling action at any time and
the knowledge that these magazines could truly fall, right into the
cup of my exposed buttocks, bringing a kind of triumphant finale
to my researches, fills me with ever-quickening excitement; I can
imagine how they would feel clouting me slowly like a large covey
of emergent insects and the explanations I would have to give — ok
the explanations! — all of this sending me even further and deeper
into necessity’s groin and her arms gather listlessly to drag me in.
I have to finish off the other rooms soon, she reminds me behind
her closed eyes, otherwise I’ll lose my stipend, and I moan to her in
a burst of cooperation and feel myself open and open above her, a
reciprocal opening below; breezes seem to drift over my buttocks
and I get it inside her to its fullest length, feeling her fingers
scrapple on my shoulders and the tube of her gathers around me
all ferocity, all obligement and I finish then to a feeling of slow
scattering, thousands of sheets of paper drifting down around me;
fall upon her in the rigidity of the corpse itself imagining how it
would be indeed if all of this texture and stock, photography and
art would come down over the hushed and tenanted spaces of my
distantly bartered grave.

I am at a “drive-in” movie with tiny-buttocked Jane again; this
time she wants to do it in a new and novel way during which she
can examine celebrities and because of her help and attention I am
in poor position to protest. There is no way in which I can tell
her that the trunk of the rented car which we have jointly taken
(but which I must pay for and which Jane must drive) is jammed,
almost to the top, with magazines; a hasty room inspection during
the morning had determined that these would have to be out of
my premises before was conducted what was called there the
“mid-semester audit.” This procedure, nominally to determine
whether or not students were living up to the health habits and
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ways of the institution was actually, I long suspected, in search
of prophylactics or the remains of aborted fetuses but I judged it
unwise ~ oh, the cunning now that I had at last learned what they
really meant! — to have my magazines for discovery; masturbation
was the one excess which the school, even in its convocations,
would never imply. (We must learn to love one another, had been the
suggestion of the Headmaster during the mid-Christmas assembly,
even if some touching is required in the process; he had said nothing of
Loving Oneself.) So the magazines, carried from class to class in a
large imitation leather briefcase with a self-locking clasp, had been
unobtrusively tossed in the rented trunk during the conclusion of
the rental process; now as I jounced and bounced my lonely way
above Jane’s watchful breasts I hoped that somewhere in the rear
there was no suggestion of reciprocal, less joyous, bouncing of the
hidden and more important load. Before my stunned eyes had
drifted the slight convexity of the screen, huge images locked with
one another in two or three colors, suspended above us, and in
the soundiessness acting out scenes far more intricate and beautiful
than we could ever conceive, but now I had turned down upon
her again, making rough work of the entrance because it would be
quickest and the quicker fruition would lead to quicker retrievai
of the magazines, but she wanted it slow, begged to me in her
small popular-singer’s voice to extend it as far as possible, all the
time her eyes rolled to the screen where she absorbed the images
in a kind of placidity and contentment which I could only dimly
apprehend. Her mouth, working on some gum, chewed evenly,
her eyes calm and bright surveyed me with an owner’s pride as I
jabbed and jabbed at her slender receiving reed and then, hastening
over her, my eyelids clamped and fluttering against her breasts, I
must have had an accident; I must have jabbed something with
an elbow because the speakers suddenly flicked on, both of them
and the voices began to boom and shatter in the car, words of love
and rage tumbling over one another in unbearable volume and I
reached out my hand, trembling, to smash or reduce the sound
but found it stayed by two tentative fingers she had raised to stay
it. “No,” she murmured, “leave it on; it’s nice,” and I fought with
the cripple’s weakness to free myself of that clasp and shatter the
sound, but, confident of what her thighs had done to take my
strength, she merely held the pressure and said again, “It’s so
nice this way; what do you want to spoil all the fun for; it’s just
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like they’re right in the car or we’re up on the screen, isn’t that
more exciting?”’

And confined now by a small and terrible rage, a rage which
exerted a pressure which screamed only for Justice — whatever
that must be - I found the resolve she wanted, which was only the
resolve for perishment, for completion, for a connection so rapid
as to lead to an immediate withdrawal, which would be the end of
shame, but with her clever, fluttering box she held me off for a long
long time and so I was forced to listen to strings and horns, shrieks
and giggles, sobs and scenis obligatoria while my reluctant weapon
ground out its few spurts of enthusiasm and I came mumbling
against her, as contrite, humbled and profoundly embarrassed as
any character in the commedia she was witnessing. Throughout she
took me with a massive and almost sympathetic air of contrition, her
thighs grinding against my organ, her hole exerting the last inch of
pressure against myself and at the apocalyptic moment, as through
memory I raged and bucked thinking of those lovelies in the trunk,
her thumb rose to her mouth and she sucked it earnestly, her eyes
averted as I spent into her. Finally free, I was able to turn down
the sound, still clamped within her and as I did so she sighed and
looked at me as if for the first time, her fingers winding, winding
below to complete the circle of causation.

“It’s really a good movie,” she said, “you know that? There’s so
much sense to it, just good common sense. What did you do down
there? Did you finish? I wasn’t sure.”

“You weren’t sure?”

“Well, I wasn’t really concentrating on the movie and like that.
I mean, I hope you had a good time, I didn’t want to stop you or
anything like that. It’s just that I’'m not really in the mood.”

“I guess I finished,” I said. “Do you want me to go outside and
pick up anything? You want something to eat?”

“Well, that wouldn’t be a bad idea, I guess. I'd want some
hamburgers and drinks and so on. Maybe some candy. You sure
you won’t get lost outside and not be able to come back? I'd hate
to have to return this car alone; I'd owe the whole thing.”

“I think I can make it.”

“Make sure you remember what row we’re in and what number
car. That’s the best way of doing it.”

Still within her, I tried to withdraw. “Okay,” I said, “but I have
to get my pants on.” For a fine, slender moment of panic I thought
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that some of the horrid blue-covered texts in my parents’ dresser
which I had once read had intimated the truth after all; that I was
in the grip of glans penis captivus. The harder I tugged, the more
snugly the conjoinment seemed to fit. Finally, I lost my balance and
tumbled on top of her, her little jaws still earnestly compressing and
contracting the gum. “What’s wrong?”

“I can’t get out.”

“What do you mean, you can’t get out?”

“I mean, it seems stuck in there.” I guided her unwilling hand
down, let her fondle the dilemma. “You see what I mean?”

“Oh,” she said, “that’s just the thighs. Nothing to worry about
at all; I’ll just move my legs a little.” I felt her grunt underneath me,
her body heave. “Of course it’s difficult to move because you’re on
top of me.”

“Well, I can’t get off you, can I?”

“I know that. Gee, this is really kind of embarrassing.” Her
fingers pinched, brought a glimmer of pain. “Try it now.”

I tried, seemed to be on the verge of a small but boisterous
withdrawal, but felt the pressure even harder, somewhere near
the tip. “No, that won’t do it.”

“Jesus, I’m getting all out of position. I can hardly see the screen.
We’ll miss the whole movie and all.”

“I’ve still got to get out of there.”

“Couldn’t you just kind of lie around and nap for a little while,
until the picture’s over? Then we can both work. It isn’t anything
to worry about; this has happened to me before. I have a very small,
nervous thing.”

“But I thought you wanted me to go out for some food.”

“Well, yeah. Yeah, that’s right too. Okay, now. You know, once
a boy got caught inside for an hour. Boy was he mad! He didn’t
know what to say; we just had to wait until he got small enough
to get out. That wasn’t you, was it, who got stuck?”

“No, this is the first time it’s happened.”

“Oh. I guess I was thinking of someone else. All right try
it now.”

“I can’t. I can’t move.”

She giggled. “This could be very embarrassing. I told you,
you’ll cool off and get out if you’ll only relax. Why don’t you
put my breasts in your mouth and just relax on them? Boys seem
to like that.”
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“I want to get out,” I said and at that moment, the Singing
Strings, all 106 of them, apparently in some unprecedented cin-
ematic transition, broke out into an unmuted throb, a series of
pulses so sharp as to break the tenor equipment of the speaker
and fill the car with rattlings of sound.

“My God,” Jane said, “someone’s trying to come and see us. We
better really get out of here. Can you drive?”

“It’s just the speaker. Now let me do this.” I felt myself overcome
by rage, but as profound as that was, the pain was still there at the
rock-center of the scene, flooding into my organ, making it even
more turgid, things more rigid. I managed to get both hands in
position, squashing what little there was of her breasts with my
upper arms and seized what I could find of my organ, pulling and
pulling desperately. She gave a high wheeze, somewhere between
a shriek and a sigh and began to settle under me like a blanket.

“God that’s lovely,” she said, “I don’t know what you’re doing
there but it’s just lovely. More, more.”

“I’m trying to get out.”

“With the fingers, squeeze around that way. Oh, God, that’s
really terrific now. I can see the movie and everything. The speaker
is broken. The movie is good. You’ve got to squeeze more. Oh, I’'m
coming, I’'m coming. That’s it. That’s it. I’'m coming.”

And come she did in a series of thick waves and flashes of
thumping which somehow disgorged my prick at her moment
of climax and left it, sopping wetly, on the shiny cushions of the
rental car. The speaker clattered in the blackness and, rubbing my
fingers in her hole, I obliged her to an orgasm. She felt back, her
eyes gripped by the screen.

“That was good,” she said. “That was really terrific.”

Speechless, I used a shirttail to clean off the residue of my
orgasm, managed to adjust my garments without undue rolling,
poked an elbow against the window painfully and subsided in the
seat, watching several ballerinas on the screen attempt to persuade
a choreographer that they were usable. I was quite incapable of
thought.

“Well?” she said when the ballerinas had made their case and,
embracing one another, had vanished in favor of an operatic
singer who appeared to be having romantic difficulties with the
choreographer. “What about it?”

“What about what?’
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“Aren’t you going to go out and get us something to eat? You
said you would, you know. I’'m hungry. I fixed you and all, the
least you can do is bring some food back.”

I managed to get the door open and inspecting her for a
considerable time — she had heaved herself to a sitting position
and was working halfheartedly on her brassiere while searching
the dashboard for a fresh piece of gum — I got out into the dirt
of the enclosure itself, standing uneasily on the ragged ground,
trying to find my balance. Now, in the speakerless silence the
screen had assumed a kind of beauty, its figures in being devoid of
noise seemed to lack context as well. Moving in a sea as mysterious
and as possessed of its fulfilment as I had moved in my sea sleeps
many years ago. [ stumbled away from it, my back to the screen,
my eyes to the moon, feeling a special tendril of fiery knowledge
cross between my smuggled goods in the trunk and my exhausted
loins as I trudged to the food counter.

And, too, I am with Marcia the redundant in a classroom this time
in the pitch of a winter evening, the two of us huddled over the
desk, quite naked, her eyes roaming the ceiling while I inspect
her nipples with microscopic urgency and work on the alternating
surfaces of her stomach and thighs with a woe compounded out of
lust and fright. We have no business doing it in this building, but
she has assured me that faculty and staff themselves are aware of
the student need to disseminate knowledge in its oldest form in
the very seat of learning and that to copulate in the classrooms is,
in the last analysis, only to join in the hidden and therefore more
necessary, purposes of the institution itself. I am sliding, sliding,
all lost in the glistening wetness, my tool a tangle, my eyes bulging
and behind them I am playing the pictures and images while I work
at her with a fool’s persistence.

“Higher, higher,” she mutters and for a moment I think she
means a greater thrust and I attempt to spread her deeper and
deeper yet upon the desk but her frantic, tickling fingers below
tell me that there is something else she has in mind and I find
withdrawal forced, a sudden retraction, a sudden drawing. Pouring
sweat and mingled juices, my prick looks for a better home and she
guides me with her hands to the cleft between her breasts, centering
me with an indulgent palm while with the other she tugs at a breast
and then, the first hand freed, takes the other in her hand and forms
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for me a tight channel, a wedge almost, through which I guide the
small, desperate prow of my ship.

And it is as close, then, as close as I can ever come, before or
since, to the sensation of the magazines, for here it is all before me,
her breasts, held in that full, cupped aspect, almost dislodged from
her body, her face a disordered irrelevancy behind the spread of her
hair, and I feel myself reaching, reaching, grown to enormous size
and power within her and she reaches forward grateful lips to touch
me with teeth-and-tongue, adding a slow insistence to my rhythm.
I can see vaguely below her cupped and held breasts the shuddering
of her thighs and trembling of that nervous skin caught between
them but it means nothing to me; I am surrounded by breasts
and breasts, nestled in them, lost in them and as she increases
the tension on them to make a cylinder I feel myself lengthen
toward a final extension and come easily, gratefully, missing her
withdrawn face, my hands reaching to touch the side of her breasts
with appreciation while she mutters encouragement to me and I
leak out the last drops.

After a long time I fall away from her, my buttocks brushing
chalk, sliding to a stop on the wood and she looks up at me easily,
her eyes glistening with an emotion come close to tenderness. “Oh,
wasn’t that wonderful?”” she says. “When my breasts are held that
way, they look just like all the breasts in those magazines, don’t
they? Don’t they?” I tell her this is so and bury my apologetic
prick in her bush, waiting for the lights to come on, waiting for
the assailant to come.

Somewhere in the middle of that year — I am not sure when and
it hardly matters — I received a letter from Marie-Jean, the only
piece of extra-familial correspondence which came into my mailbox
that year:

“. .. I obtained your address from my father who with no
difficulty attained it from your mother. I guess you suppose
you’re lucky to be up there, ha, ha, but I wanted to write
you this letter to tell you that although you are gone you are
not forgotten, at least not by me although you would like to
think so. For what you did to me I can never forgive you
even though you can forgive yourself so easily for a thousand
things; I want you to know that Marie-Jean thinks of you all



98 BARRY MALZBERG

the time and that Marie-Jean will never relax for a moment
until she has paid you back in kind for what you did to her.
What form that payment will take and when it will happen
is none of your business; it could happen at any minute or
not for the next 100 years but it will happen and it wili serve
you right. Not only did you dishonor and shame me, you
dishonored and shamed my father by having your mother
take up his time only because then you could be safe in
taking me into the cornfields. My father is a fine man, an
innocent man, a widower who means everything to me but is
not a man who knows people of your type and your mother’s
and thus could not deal with you or protect himself but I can
protect him double and I will. No matter what happens to
us there will be a time of getting even. I do not want you
to answer this letter as if you do I will find it necessary for
me to tear itup . . .”

And yet another fulfilment: straight as an arrow, proud as a
blade, I am hunched on the main quadrangle of the “campus”
itself, giving it in this noon of the night to the proudest, most
preposterous of all the bitches I have met this year; a girl named
Elena with breasts which thrust up as squarely as they thrust out,
breasts whose resilience increases out of clothes, thighs whose slight
flabbiness only made more needful and urgent those muscular
exercises which comprised her special contribution to the craft of
copulation, her feet pointed at the moon at the same angle that my
buttocks were and there was, around us, no intimation of substance
or of presence, only the two of us in the spring night, the campus
hushed around us, all groans and quivers in the cathedral or the
cemetery. It was Elena’s special innovation to do it in the center
of this quadrangle itself at safe hours; expressing, as she said, her
feelings for the environment in the best way possible and she was
extremely difficult, not out of prudence, but by virtue of sheer
weight of numbers; there was always a waiting list of 30 or more
for Elena’s embrace and there was no way to hasten one’s progress
on that list because she was strictly fair about the process; so fair that
some escorts, having painfully waited out their ascension, wanted to
do it a second time but on another night and Elena felt that not to
give an option would be to render herself a bit of a slut. So it was a
question of patience, patience, but in the last analysis she was worth
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it; the most “‘special” of all the special people who inhabited the
campus, she conceded darkly that she had been there for five years
and had worked with difficulty to her position of queen ex-officio; a
position whose only benefit was that she was able, in essence, to talk
for the student body at the occasional faculty confrontations which
were part of the progressive spirit. I had waited and waited, working
out my time with the Janes and the Viviennes, waited for so long
that it seemed to me that Elena was a hoax and the waiting list was
a ploy, but one night she called me in my room to say that she was
finally able to take me up on dinner the following evening and now
at last I had her; I had the queen on her campus itself, and it was
almost worth it because she not only did not block out my fantasies
or twist her body unconsciously against them as some of the others
had but rather, with a tenderness and understanding I had thought
impossible in women, had seemingly understood almost from the
start what I wanted and had allowed me to stretch out not on top
but alongside her, a fist held in readiness, while she dwarfed my
organ in her bulky pouch and produced her breasts, one by one,
for me to nibble. I was as loose, swinging and free at ease as if I had
been doing it into a magazine; her body, a long, coiled tube, seemed
ready to spring to my convenience at any moment. So we sighed
and mumbled the night away, our limbs tumbled like glass on the
shores of that campus, her breasts bulging hugely and contentedly
against all my surfaces and until the sun came we lay there, every
confrontation a joy, every joy a refreshment and then, as the sun
began to moan darkly in the distance she came upon the oldest,
coldest and boldest variation of them all; what she did was to take
her breasts in either hand and pointing them toward me, she —



BEAUTY’S PUNISHMENT

Anne Rice

| The Auction in the Market-Place

THE CART HAD come to a stop, and Beauty could see through the
tangle of white arms and tousled hair the walls of the village below,
with the gates open and a motley crowd swelling out onto the green.

But slaves were being quickly unloaded from the cart, forced with
the smack of the belt to crowd together on the grass. And Beauty was
immediately separated from Tristan, who was pulled roughly away
from her for no apparent reason other than the whim of a guard.

The leather bits were being pulled out of the mouths of the
others. “Silence!” came the loud voice of the Commander. “There
is no speech for slaves in the village! Any who speak shall be gagged
again more cruelly than they have ever been before!”

He rode his horse round the little herd, driving it tightly together,
and gave the order that the slaves’ hands should be unbound and woe
to any slave who removed his or her hands from the back of the neck.

“The village has no need of your impudent voices!” he went on.
“You are beasts of burden now, whether that burden be labor or
pleasure! And you shall keep your hands to the back of your necks
or be yoked and driven before a plow through the fields!”

Beauty was trembling violently. She couldn’t see Tristan as she
was forced forward. All around her were long windblown tresses,
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bowed heads, and tears. It seemed the slaves cried more softly
without their gags, struggling to keep their lips closed, and the
voices of the guards were miserably sharp!

“Move! Head up straight!” came the gruff, impatient commands.
Beauty felt chills rising on her arms and legs at the sound of those
angry voices. Tristan was behind her somewhere, but if only he
would come close.

And why had they been put out here so far from the village?
And why was the cart being turned around?

Suddenly she knew. They were to be driven on foot, like a gaggle
of geese to market. And almost as quickly as the thought came to
her, the mounted guards swooped down on the little group and
started them forward with a rain of blows.

“This is too bitter,” Beauty thought. She was trembling as she
started to run, the smack of the paddle as always catching her when
she did not expect it and sending her flying forward over the soft,
newly turned earth of the road.

“At a trot, with heads up!” the guard shouted, “and knees up
as well!"” And Beauty saw the horses’ hooves pounding beside her,
just as she’d seen them before on the Bridle Path at the castle, and
felt the same wild trepidation as the paddle cracked her thighs and
even her calves. Her breasts ached as she ran, and a dull warm pain
coursed through her sore legs.

She couldn’t see the crowd clearly, but she knew they were there,
hundreds of villagers, perhaps even thousands, flooding out of the
gates to meet the slaves. “And we’re to be driven right through
them; it’s too awful,” she thought, and suddenly the resolves she
had made in the cart, to disobey, to rebel, left her. She was too
purely afraid. And she was running as fast as she could down the
road towards the village, the paddle finding her no matter how she
hurried, until she realized she had pressed through the first rank of
slaves and was now running with them, no one before her anymore
to shield her from the sight of the enormous crowd.

Banners flew from the battlements. Arms waved and cheers
rose as the slaves drew closer, and through the excitement there
came the sounds of derision, and Beauty’s heart thudded as she
tried not to see too clearly what lay ahead, though she could not
turn away.

“No protection, nowhere to hide,” she thought, “and where is
Tristan? Why can’t I fall back into the flock?”” But when she tried,
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the paddle smacked her soundly again, and the guard shouted to her
to go forward! And blows were rained on those around her, causing
the little red-haired Princess on her right to break into helpless
tears. “O, what’s to happen to us? Why did we disobey?!” the
little Princess wailed through her sobs, but the dark-haired Prince
on the other side of Beauty threw her a warning glance: “Quiet or
it will be worse!”

Beauty couldn’t help but think of her long march to the Prince’s
Kingdom, how he had led her through the villages where she had
been honored and admired as his chosen slave. Nothing like that
was happening now.

The crowd had broken loose and was spreading out on either side
of them as they neared the gates. Beauty could see the women in
their fancy white aprons and wooden shoes, and the men in their
rawhide boots and leather jerkins, robust faces everywhere alight
with obvious pleasure, which made Beauty gasp and drop her eyes
to the path before her.

They were passing through the gates. A trumpet was being
sounded. And hands reached out from everywhere to touch them,
pushing them, pulling at their hair. Beauty felt fingers brush
roughly across her face; her thighs were slapped. She let out a
desperate scream, struggling to escape the hands that shoved her
violently forward, while all around came the loud, deep, mocking
laughter, shouts and exclamations, random cries.

Tears were flowing down Beauty’s face and she hadn’t even
realized it. Her.breasts throbbed with the same violent pulse
she felt in her temples. Around her she saw the tall, narrow
half-timbered houses of the village opening broadly to surround
a huge marketplace. A high wooden platform with a gibbet upon
it loomed over all. And hundreds crowded the overhanging win-
dows and balconies, waving white handkerchiefs, cheering, while
countless others choked the narrow lanes that led into the square,
struggling to get close to the miserable slaves.

They were being forced into a pen behind the platform. Beauty
saw a flight of rickety wooden steps leading to the boards above
and a length of leather chain dangling above the distant gibbet.
A man stood to one side of the gibbet with arms folded, waiting,
while another sounded the trumpet again as the gates of the pen
were shut. The crowd surrounded them, and there was no more
than a thin strip of fencing to protect them. Hands reached for them
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again as they huddled together. Beauty’s buttocks were pinched,
her long hair lifted.

She struggled towards the center, desperately looking for Tristan.
She glimpsed him only for a moment as he was pulled roughly to
the bottom of the steps.

“No, I must be sold with him,” she thought and pushed violently
forward, but one of the guards shoved her back into the little cluster
while the crowd hooted and howled and laughed.

The red-haired Princess who had cried on the road was now
inconsolable, and Beauty pressed close to her, trying to comfort
her as much as to hide. The Princess had lovely high breasts with
very large pink nipples, and her red hair spilled down in rivulets
over her tear-stained face. The crowd was cheering and shouting
again now that the herald had finished. “Don’t be afraid,” Beauty
whispered. “Remember, it will be very much like the castle finally.
We will be punished, made to obey.”

“No, it won’t be!” the Princess whispered, trying not to move
her lips visibly as she spoke. “And I thought I was such a rebel.
I thought I was so stubborn.”

The trumpet gave a third full-throated blast, a high echoing
series of notes. And in the immediate silence that fell over the
marketplace, a voice rang out:

“The Spring Auction will now commence!”

A roar rose from all around them, a near-deafening chorus,
its loudness shocking Beauty so that she couldn’t feel herself
breathe. The sight of her own quivering breasts stunned her, °
and in one sweeping glance she saw hundreds of eyes passing
over her, examining her, measuring her naked endowments, a
hundred whispering lips and smiles.

Meantime the Princes were being tormented by the guards, their
cocks lightly whipped with the leather belts, hands plumping their
pendulous balls as they were made to “Come to attention!” and
punished with severe cracks of the paddle to the buttocks if they
did not. Tristan’s back was to Beauty. She could see the hard perfect
muscles of his legs and buttocks quivering as the guard teased him,
stroking him roughly between the legs. She was miserably sorry
now for their stolen lovemaking. If he could not come to attention,
she would be to blame.

But the booming voice had sounded again:

“All those of the village know the rules of the auction. These
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disobedient slaves offered by our gracious Majesty for hard labor
are to be sold to the highest bidder for the period of no less than
three months’ service as their new Lords and Masters shall see fit.
Mute menials these incorrigibles are to remain, and they are to be
brought to the Place of Public Punishment as often as their Masters
and Mistresses will allow, there to suffer for the amusement of the
crowd as much as for their own improvement.”

The guard had moved away from Tristan, giving him an
almost-playful blow with the paddle and smiling as he whispered
something in Tristan’s ear.

“You are solemnly charged to work these slaves,” the voice of the
herald on the platform continued, “to discipline them, to tolerate
no disobedience from them, and never an impudent word. And
any Master or Mistress might sell his slave within this village at
any time for any sum as he should choose.”

The red-haired Princess pressed her naked breasts against Beauty
and Beauty leaned forward to kiss her neck. Beauty felt the tight
wiry hair of the girl’s pubis against her leg, its moisture and its
heat. “Don’t cry,” she whispered.

“When we go back, I will be perfect, perfect!” the Princess
confided, and broke into fresh sobs again.

“But what made you disobey?” Beauty quickly whispered in
her ear.

“I don’t know,” the girl wailed, opening her blue eyes wide.
“I wanted to see what would happen!” and she started to cry
piteously again.

“Be it understood that each time you punish one of these
unworthy slaves,” the herald continued, “you do the bidding of
her Royal Majesty. It is with her hand that you strike the blow,
with her lips you scold. All slaves once a week are to be sent to the
central grooming hall. Slaves are to be properly fed. Slaves are to
be given time to sleep. Slaves should at all times exhibit evidence
of sound whipping. Insolence or rebellion should be thoroughly
put down.”

The trumpet blasted again. White handkerchiefs waved, and
all around hundreds.upon hundreds clapped their hands. The
red-haired Princess screamed as a young man, leaning over the fence
of the pen, caught her by the thigh and pulled her towards him.

The guard stopped him with a good-natured reprimand but not
before he had slipped his hand under the Princess’s wet sex.
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But Tristan was being driven up to the wooden platform. He
held his head high, hands clasped to the neck as before, his whole
attitude one of dignity despite the paddle soundly playing on his
narrow tight buttocks as he climbed the wooden steps.

For the first time Beauty saw beneath the high gibbet and its
dangling leather links a low round turntable onto which a tall gaunt
man in a bright jerkin of green velvet forced Tristan. He kicked
Tristan’s legs wide apart as if the Prince could not be addressed
even with the simplest command.

“He’s being handled like an animal,” Beauty thought, watch-
ing.

Standing back, the tall auctioneer worked the turntable with a
foot pedal so that Tristan was turned quickly round and round.

Beauty got no more than a glimpse of his scarlet face and golden
hair, blue eyes almost closed. Sweat gleamed on his hard chest
and belly, his cock enormous and thick as the guards had wanted
it, his legs trembling slightly with the strain of being so widely
spread apart.

Desire curled inside of Beauty, and even as she pitied him, she
felt her organs swelling and pulsing again, and at the same time
the terrible fear, “I can’t be made to stand up there alone before
everyone. I can’t be sold off like this! I can’t!”

But how many times at the castle had she said these words. A
loud burst of laughter from a nearby balcony caught her off-guard.
Everywhere there were loud conversations, arguments, as the
turntable went round again and then again, the blond curls
slipping off the nape of Tristan’s neck to make him appear the
more naked and vulnerable.

“Exceptionally strong Prince,” cried the auctioneer, his voice
even louder, deeper than that of the herald, cutting through the
roar of conversation, “long-limbed, yet sturdy of build. Fit for
household labor certainly, field labor most definitely, stable labor
without question.”

Beauty winced.

The auctioneer had in his hand a paddle of the long narrow
flexible leather kind that is more a stiff strap almost than a paddle,
and with this he slapped Tristan’s cock as Tristan faced the pen of
slaves again, announcing to one and all:

“Strong, attentive organ, capable of great service, great endur-
ance,” and volleys of laughter rose everywhere from the square.
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The auctioneer reached out and, taking Tristan by the hair, bent
him from the waist suddenly, giving the turntable another whirl
while Tristan remained bent over.

“Excellent buttocks,” came the deep booming voice, and then
the inevitable smacks of the paddle, leaving their red blotches on
Tristan’s skin. “Resilient, soft!” cried the auctioneer, prodding the
flesh with his fingers. Then his hand went to Tristan’s face, lifting
it, “and demure, quiet of temperament, eager to be obedient! And
well he should be!” Another crack of the paddle and laughter all
around.

“What is he thinking,” Beauty thought. “I can’t endure it!”

The auctioneer had caught Tristan by the head again, and Beauty
saw the man lifting a black leather phallus, which hung from the
beit of his green velvet jerkin by a chain. Before she even realized
what he meant to do, he had thrust the leather into Tristan’s
anus, bringing more cheers and screams from all quarters of the
marketplace, while Tristan bowed from the waist as before, his
face still.

“Need I say more?” cried the auctioneer, “or shall the bids
begin!”

At once they started, bids shouted from everywhere, each topped
as soon as it was heard, a woman on a nearby balcony - a
shopkeeper’s wife, surely, in her rich velvet bodice and white
linen blouse — rising to her feet to call her bid cver the heads of
the others.

“And they are all so very rich,” Beauty thought, “the weavers
and dyers and silversmiths for the Queen herself, and so any of
them has the money to buy us.” Even a crude-looking woman with
thick red hands and a soiled apron called out her bid from the door
of the butcher’s shop, but she was quickly out of the game.

The little turntable went round and round slowly, the auctioneer
finally coaxing the crowd as the bidding grew higher. With a slender
leather-covered rod that he drew from a scabbard like a sword, he
pushed the flesh of Tristan’s buttocks this way and that, stroking
at his anus, as Tristan stood quiet and humble, only the furious
blush of his face giving his misery away.

But a voice rose suddenly from far back in the square, topping
all the bids by a broad margin, and Beauty heard a murmur rush
through the crowd. She stood on tiptoe trying to see what was
happening. A man had stepped forward before the platform and,
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through the scaffolding beneath it, she could just see him. He was
a white-haired man, though he was not old enough for such white
hair, and it sat upon him with unusual loveliness framing a square
and rather pacific face.

“So the Queen’s Chronicler wants this sturdy young mount,”
cried the auctioneer. “Is there no one to outbid him? Do I hear
more for this gorgeous prince? Come on, surely . . .”

Another bid, but at once the Chronicler topped it, his voice so
soft it was a wonder Beauty heard, and this time his bid was so
high that clearly he meant to shut off all opposition.

“Sold,” the auctioneer cried out finally, “to Nicolas, the Queen’s
Chronicler and Chief Historian of the Queen’s village! For the grand
sum of twenty-five gold pieces.”

And as Beauty watched through her tears, Tristan was roughly
pulled from the platform, rushed down the stairs, and driven
towards the white-haired man who stood composed with his arms
folded, the dark gray of his exquisitely cut jerkin making him look
the Prince himself as he silently inspected his purchase. With a snap
of his fingers he ordered Tristan to precede him at a trot out of the
square.

The crowd opened reluctantly to let the Prince pass, pushing at
him and scolding him. But Beauty had only a glimpse of this before
she realized with a scream that she was herself being dragged out
of the gaggle of crying slaves towards the steps.

Il Beauty on the Block

“No, it can’t be happening!” she thought, and she felt her legs
give out from under her as the paddle smacked her. And the
tears blinded her as she was almost carried to the platform and
the turntable and set down. It did not matter that she had not
walked in obedience.

She was there! And before her the crowd stretched in all
directions, grinning faces and waving hands, short girls and boys
leaping up the better to see, and those on balconies rising to get a
more careful look.

Beauty felt she would collapse, yet she was standing, and when
the soft rawhide boot of the auctioneer kicked her legs apart,
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she struggled to keep her balance, her breasts shivering with her
muffled sobs.

“Lovely little Princess!” he was calling out, the turntable whirling
suddenly, so that she almost fell forward. She saw behind her
hundreds and hundreds crowded back to the viilage gates, more
balconies and windows, soldiers lounging along the battlements
above. “Hair like spun gold and ripe little breasts!”

The auctioneer’s arm wound round her, squeezing her bosom
hard, pinching her nipples. She let out a scream behind her closed
lips, yet felt the immediate surge between her legs. But if ke should
take her by the hair as he had done Tristan . . . ,

And even as she thought it, she felt herself forced to bow from
the waist in the same fashion, her breasts seeming to swell with
their own weight as they dangled beneath her. And the paddle
found her buttocks again, to the screaming delight of the crowd.
Claps, laughs, shouts, as the auctioneer lifted her face with the stiff
biack leather, though he kept her bent over, spinning the turntable
faster. “Lovely endowments, fit surely for the finest household,
who would waste this pretty morsel in the fields?”

“Sell her into the fields!” someone shouted. And there were
more cheers and laughter. And when the paddle smacked her
again, Beauty gave out a humiliating wail.

The auctioneer clamped his hand over her mouth and he forced
her up with her chin in the air, letting her go to stand with her
back arched. “I will collapse, I will faint,” Beauty thought, her
heart pounding in her breast, but she was standing there, enduring
it, even as she felt the sudden tickle of the leather-covered rod
between her pubic lips. “OC, not that, he cannot . . .”” she thought,
but already her wet sex was swelling, hungering for the rough
stroking of the rod. She squirmed away from it.

The crowd roared.

And she realized she was twisting her hips in horrid vulgar
fashion to escape the sharp prodding examination.

There was more clapping and shouting as the auctioneer forced
the rod deep into her hot wet pubis, calling out all the while,
“Dainty, elegant little girl, fit for the finest lady’s maid or
gentleman’s diversion!” Beauty knew her face was scarlet. Never
at the castle had she known such exposure. And as her legs gave
out from under her again, she felt the auctioneer’s sure hand lifting
her wrists above her head until she dangled above the platform, and
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the leather paddle slapped at her helpless calves and the soles of her
feet. Without meaning to, Beauty kicked helplessly. She lost all
control.

Screaming behind her clenched teeth, she struggled madly as she
hung in the man’s grip. A strange, desperate abandon came over
her as the paddle licked at her sex, slapping it and stroking it, and
the screams and roars deafened her. She did not know whether she
was longing for the torment or wildly trying to shut it out.

Her own frantic breaths and sobs filled her ears, and she knew
suddenly that she was giving the onlookers precisely the kind of
show they adored. They were getting much more from her than
they had from Tristan, and she did not know whether or not she
cared. Tristan was gone. She was forsaken.

The paddle punished her, stinging her and driving her hips out
in a wild arc, only to stroke her wet pubic hair again, inundating
her with waves of pleasure as well as pain.

In pure defiance, she swung her body with all her force, almost
pulling loose from the auctioneer, who gave a loud astonished laugh.
The crowd was shrieking as he sought to steady her, his tight fingers
biting into her wrists as he hoisted her higher, and out of the corner
of her eye Beauty saw two crudely dressed varlets rushing towards
the platform.

At once they bound her wrists to the leather chain that hung from
the gibbet above her head. Now she dangled free, the auctioneer’s
paddle turning her with his blows as she sobbed and tried to hide
her face in her upstretched arm.

“We haven’t all day to amuse ourselves with the little Princess,”
the auctioneer cried, though the crowd urged him on with shouts
of “Spank her,” “Punish her.”

“Calling for a firm hand and severe discipline for this lovely lady,
what am I bid?” He twisted Beauty, smacking the soles of her naked
feet with the paddle, pushing her head through her arms so that she
could not conceal her face.

“Lovely breasts, tender arms, delectable buttocks, and a sweet
little pleasure cleft fit for the gods!”

But the bids were already flying, topped so quickly he did not
have to repeat them, and through her swimming eyes Beauty
saw the hundreds of faces gazing up at her, the young men
crowded to the very edge of the platform, a pair of young women
whispering and pointing, and beyond an old woman leaning on
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a cane as she studied Beauty, raising a withered finger now to
offer a bid.

Again the sense of abandon came over her, the defiance, and
she kicked and wailed behind her closed lips, wondering that she
didn’t shout aloud. Was it more humiliating to admit that she could
speak? Would her face have been more scarlet had she been made
to demonstrate that she was a thinking, feeling creature, and not
some dumb slave?

Her sobs were her only answer to herself, her legs pulied wide
apart now as the bidding continued, the auctioneer spreading her
buttocks with the leather rod as he had done to Tristan, stroking
her anus so that she squealed and clenched her teeth, and twisted,
even trying to kick him if she could.

But he was now confirming the highest bid, and then another,
and trying to coax more out of the crowd until she heard him
announce in that same deep voice:

“Sold to the Innkeeper, Mistress Jennifer Lockley of the Sign
of the Lion, for the grand sum of twenty-seven pieces of gold, this
spirited and amusing little Princess, surely to be whipped for her
bread and butter as much as anything else!”

lll The Place of Public Punishment

THE SUNLIGHT was too bright for a moment. But Beauty was busy
folding her arms and marching, lifting her legs as high as she could,
and finally the square became visible as they entered it. She saw
its shifting crowds of idlers and gossips, several youths sitting on
the broad stone rim of the well, horses tethered at the gates of the
Inns, and then other naked slaves here and there, some on their
knees, some marching as she was.

The Captain turned her with another one of those large soft
spanks, squeezing her right buttock a little as he did it.

Half in a dream it seemed, Beauty found herself in a broad street,
full of shops much like the lane down which she had come, but this
street was crowded and everyone was busy, purchasing, bargaining,
arguing.

That terrible feeling of regularity came back to her, that all of
this had happened before, or at least that it was so familiar that it
might have. A naked slave on her hands and knees cleaning a shop
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window looked ordinary enough, and to see another with a basket
strapped to his back, marching as Beauty was being marched,
before a woman who drove him with a stick - yes, that too looked
regular. Even the slaves, bound naked on the walls, their legs apart,
their faces in half-sleep, seemed just the ordinary thing, and why
shouldn’t the young village men taunt them as they passed, slapping
an erect cock here, pinching a poor shy nether mouth there? Yes,
ordinary.

Even the awkward thrust of her breasts, her arms folded behind
her to force her breasts out, all of that seemed quite sensible and a
proper way to march, Beauty thought. And when she felt another
warm spank she marched more briskly and tried to lift her knees
more gracefully.

They were coming to the other end of the village now, the open
marketplace, and all around the empty auction platform she saw
hundreds milling. Delicious aromas rose from the little cookshops,
and she could even smell the wine that the young men bought by
the cup at the open stands, and she saw the fabrics blowing in long
streams from the fabric shop, and heaps of baskets and rope for
sale, and everywhere naked slaves at a thousand tasks.

In an alleyway, a slave on his knees swept vigorously with a
small broom. Two others on all fours bore baskets full of fruit
on their backs as they hurried at a fast trot through a doorway.
Against a wall, a slender Princess hung upside down, her pubic
hair gleaming in the sun, her face red and flushed with tears,
her feet neatly tethered to the wall above with wide tightly laced
anklets.

But they had come into another square opening off the first,
and this was a strange unpaved place where the earth was soft and
freshly turned as it had been on the Bridle Path at the castle. Beauty
had been allowed to stop, and the Captain stood beside her with his
thumbs hooked in his belt, watching everything.

Beauty saw another high turntable, like that at the auction,
and on it, a bound slave was being fiercely paddled by a man
who worked the turntable round and round with a pedal as
the auctioneer had done, whipping hard at the naked buttocks
each time it spun to the proper position. The poor victim was a
gorgeously muscled Prince, with his hands bound tight on his back
and his chin mounted up on a short rough column of wood so that
all could see his face as he was punished. “How can he keep his eyes
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open?” Beauty thought. “How can he bear to look at them?”” The
crowd around the platform squawked and screamed as stridently
as they had done at the earlier bidding.

And when the paddler raised his leather weapon now to signal the
punishment was at an end, the poor Prince, his body convuising, his
face twisted and wet, was pelted with soft bits of fruit and refuse.

Like the other square it had the atmosphere of a fair, with the
same cookshops and wine vendors. From high windows hundreds
watched, their arms folded on sills and balcony edges.

But the turntable paddling was not the only form of punishment.
A high wooden pole stood far to the right, with many long leather
ribbons streaming down from an iron ring at the top of it. At
the end of each black ribbon was a slave tethered by a leather
collar that forced the head high, and all marched slowly but with
prancing steps in a circle around the pole, to the constant blows
of four paddle-wielding attendants stationed at four points of the
circle like the four points of a compass. A round track was worn
in the dust from the naked feet. Some hands were bound behind
the back; others were clasped there freely.

A straggle of village men and women watched the circular march,
commenting here and there, and Beauty looked on in dazed silence
as one of the slaves, a young Princess with large floppy brown curls,
was untethered and given back to a waiting Master, who whipped
at the slave’s ankles with a straw broom as he drove her forward.

“There,” said the Captain, and Beauty marched obediently
beside him towards the high Maypole with its turning bands of
leather.

“Tether her,” he said tc the guard, who quickly pulled Beauty
over and buckled the leather collar around her neck so her chin
was forced up over the edge of it.

In a blur, Beauty saw the Captain watching. Two village women
were near him and talking to him, and she saw him say something
rather matter-of-factly.

The long band of leather running down from the top of the pole
was heavy and carried along in a circle on the iron ring by the
momentum of the others, and it almost pulled Beauty forward by
the collar. She marched a little faster so that it would not, but
it tugged her back, until she finally fell into the right step, and
felt the first loud spanking blow from one of the four guards who
rather casually waited to punish her. There were so many slaves
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trotting in the circle now that the guards were always swinging
their bright ovals of black leather, Beauty realized, though she was
blessed with a few slow seconds between blows, the dust and the
sunlight stinging her eyes as she watched the tousled hair of the
slave ahead of her.

“Public Punishment.” She remembered the words of the auction-
eer telling all Masters and Mistresses to prescribe it whenever they
felt it necessary. And she knew that the Captain would never think,
like her well-mannered, silver-tongued Masters and Mistresses at
the castle, to give her a reason for it. But what did it matter? That
he wanted her punished because he was bored or curious, that
was reason enough, and each time she made the full circle she
saw him clearly for a few moments, his arms at his sides, his legs
firmly apart, his green eyes fixed on her. What were all the reasons
but foolishness, she mused. And as she braced herself for another
smart blow - losing her footing and her grace for an instant in the
pewdery dust as the paddle swept her hips forward — she felt an
odd contentment, unlike anything she’d known at the castle.

There was no tension in her. The familiar ache in her vagina, the
lust for the Captain’s cock, the paddle’s crack, these things were
there as she marched, the leather collar bouncing cruelly against
her uplifted chin, the balls of her feet smacking the packed earth,
but still it was not that terrible quavering dread she had known
before.

But her reverie was broken by a loud cry from the crowd near her.
Over the heads of those who leered at her and the other marching
slaves, she saw that the poor punished Prince was being taken down
from the turntable where he had remained for so long an object of
public derision. And now another slave, a Princess with yellow hair
like her own, was forced into place, back arching down, buttocks
high, chin mounted.

Coming round the dusty little circle again, Beauty saw that the
Princess was squirming as her hands were tied behind her back,
and the chin rest was being cranked up by an iron bolt so that she
couldn’t turn her head. Her knees were bound to the turntable and
she kicked her feet furiously. The crowd was as thrilled as it had
been by Beauty’s display on the auction block. And it showed its
pleasure with much cheering.

But Beauty’s eye caught the Prince who had been taken down
and she saw him rushed to a nearby pillory. There were several
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pillories, in fact, in a row in their own little clearing. And there
the Prince was bent over from the waist, his legs as always kicked
apart, his face and hands clamped in place, the board coming down
with a loud splat to hold him looking forward and quite unable to
hide his face, or for that matter to do anything.

The crowd closed in around the helpless figure. As Beauty came
round again, groaning suddenly at an unusually hard crack of the
paddle, she saw the other slaves, Princesses all, pilloried in the
same way, tormented by the crowds, who felt of them, stroked
them, pinched them as they chose, though one villager was giving
one of the Princesses a drink of water.

The Princess had to lap it, of course, and Beauty saw the pink dart
of her tongue into the shallow cup, but still it seemed a mercy.

The Princess on the turntable meantime was kicking and bounc-
ing and giving the most marvelous show, her eyes shut, her mouth
a grimace, and the crowd was chanting the number of each blow
aloud in a rhythm that sounded oddly frightening.

But Beauty’s time of trial at the Maypole was coming to an end.
Very quickly and deftly, she was released from the collar and taken
panting from the circle. Her buttocks smarted and seemed to swell
as if waiting for the next spank, which never came. Her arms ached
as they lay doubled behind her back, but she stood waiting.

The Captain’s large hand turned her around and he seemed to
tower over her, gilded with sunlight, his hair sparkling around the
dark shadow of his face as he bent to kiss her. He cradled her
head in his hands and drew on her lips, opening them, stabbing
his tongue into her, and then letting her go.

Beauty sighed to feel his lips withdrawn, the kiss rooting deep
into her loins. Her nipples rubbed against the thick lacing on his
jerkin, and the cold buckle of his belt burned her. She saw his
dark face crease with a slow smile and his knee pressed against her
hurting sex, teasing its hunger. Her weakness seemed complete
suddenly and to have nothing to do with the tremors in her legs
or her exhaustion.

“March,” he said. And turning her around he sent her with a soft
squeeze of her sore buttock towards the far side of the square.

They drew near to the pilloried slaves, who writhed and twisted
under the taunts and slaps of the idle crowd milling about them.
And behind, Beauty saw closely for the first time a long row of
brilliantly colored tents set back beneath a line of trees, each tent
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with its canopied entrance open. A young man handsomely dressed
stood at each tent and though Beauty could glimpse nothing in the
shadowy interiors, she heard the voices of the men one by one
tempting the crowd:

“Beautiful Prince inside, Sir, only ten pence.” Or “Lovely little
Princess, Sir, your pleasure for fifteen pence.” And more invitations
like these. “Can’t afford your own slave; enjoy the best for only
ten pence.” “Pretty Prince needing punishment, Madam. Do the
Queen’s bidding for fifteen pence.” And Beauty realized that men
and women were going and coming from the tents, one by one,
and sometimes together.

“And so even the commonest of the villagers,” Beauty thought,
‘“‘can enjoy the same pleasure.” And ahead at the end of the row of
tents, she saw a whole gathering of dusty and naked slaves, their
heads down, their hands tethered to the tree branch above behind
a man who called out to one and all: ““Hire by the hour or the day
these lovelies for the lowliest service.” On a trestle table at his side
was an assortment of straps and paddles.

She marched on, absorbing these little spectacles almost as if the
sights and the sounds were stroking her, the Captain’s large firm
hand now and again punishing her softly.

When at last they reached the Inn, and Beauty stood in the little
bedchamber again, her legs wide, her hands behind her neck, she
thought drowsily, “You are my Lord and Master.”

It seemed in some other incarnation she had lived all her life in
the village, had served a soldier, and the mingling of noises coming
from the square outside was a comforting music.

She was the Captain’s slave, yes, utterly his, to run through the
public streets, to punish, to subjugate totally.

And when he tumbled her on the bed, spanked her breasts,
and took her hard again, she turned her head this way and that,
whispering, “Master, and then Master.”

Somewhere in the back of her mind she knew it was forbidden
to speak, but this seemed no more than a moan or a scream. Her
mouth was open and she was sobbing as she came, her arms rising
and encircling the Captain’s neck. His eyes flickered, then blazed
through the gloom. And there came his final thrusts, driving her
over the brink into delirium.

For a long time she lay still, her head cradled in the pillow. She
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felt the long leather ribbon of the Maypole prodding her to trot as
if she were still lost in the Place of Public Punishment.

It seemed her breasts would burst as they throbbed from the
recent slaps. But she realized the Captain had taken off all his
clothes and was slipping into the bed naked beside her.

His warm hand lay on her drenched sex, his fingers parting the
lips ever so gently. She drew close to his naked limbs, his powertul
arms and legs covered with soft curly golden down, his smooth clean
chest pressed against her arm and her hip. His roughly shaven chin
grazed her cheek. Then his lips kissed her.

She closed her eyes against the deepening afternoon light from
the little window. The dim noises of the village, thin voices from
the street, the dull bursts of laughter from the Inn below, all merged
into a low hum that lulled her. The light grew bright before it began
to fade. The little fire leapt on the hearth, and the Captain covered
Beauty with his limbs and breathed in deep sleep against her.

IV Soldiers’ Night at the Inn

FOR HOURS Beauty slept. And only vaguely was she aware of the
Captain jerking the bell rope. He was up and dressed without an
order to her. And when she fully opened her eyes, he stood over
her in the dim iight of a new hearth fire, his belt still unbuckled.
In one swift movement he slipped it from around his waist and
snapped it beside him. Beauty couldn’t read his face. It looked
hard and removed and yet there was a little smile on his lips, and
her loins immediately acknowledged him. She could feel a deep
stirring of passion inside, a soft discharge of fluids.

But before she could break through the languor, he had pulled
her up and deposited her on the floor on her hands and knees,
pressing her neck down and forcing her knees wide apart. Beauty’s
face flamed as the strap walloped her between the legs, stinging her
bulging pubis. Again came a hard slap to the lips, and Beauty kissed
the boards, wagging her buttocks up and down in submission. The
licking of the strap came again, but carefuliy, almost caressingly
punishing the protuberant lips, and Beauty, fresh tears spilling to
the floor, gave an open-mouthed gasp, lifting her hips higher and
higher.
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The Captain stepped forward, and with his large naked hand
covered Beauty’s sore bottom, rotating it slowly.

Beauty’s breath caught in her throat. She felt her hips lifted,
swung, pushed down, and a little throbbing noise came out of
her. She could still remember Prince Alexi at the castle telling her
he had been made to swing his hips in this ghastly, ignominious
fashion.

The Captain’s fingers pressed into Beauty’s flesh, squeezing her
buttocks together.

“Wag those hips!” came the low command. And the hand thrust
Beauty’s bottom up so high that her forehead was sealed to the
floor, her breasts pulsing against the boards, a throbbing groan
choked out of her.

Whatever she had thought and feared so long ago at the castle
didn’t matter now. She churned her bottom in the air. The hand
withdrew. The strap licked up at her sex, and in a violent orgy of
movement she wagged and wagged her buttocks as she had been
told to do.

Her body loosened, lengthened. If she had ever known any
other posture but this she couldn’t clearly remember it. “Lord
and Master” she sighed, and the strap smacked her little mound,
the leather scraping the clitoris as it thickened. Faster and faster
Beauty swung her bottom in the circle, and the harder the strap
licked her the more the juices in her surged, until she could not
hear the sound of the strap against the slick lips, her cries coming
from deep in her throat, almost unrecognizable to her.

At last the licking stopped. She saw the Captain’s shoes before
her and his hand pointing to a small-handled broom beside the
fireplace.

“After this day,” he said calmly, “I won’t tell you this room is
to be swept and scrubbed, the bed changed, the fire built up. You
will do it every morning when you rise. And you will do it now,
this evening, to learn how to do it. After that you’ll be scrubbed
in the Inn yard to properly serve the garrison.”

At once Beauty started to work, on her knees, with swift careful
movements. The Captain left the room, and within moments Prince
Roger appeared with the dustpan, scrub brush, and bucket.
He showed her how she must do these little tasks, how to
change the linen, build up the wood on the hearth, clear away
the ashes.
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And he did not seem surprised that Beauty only nodded and
didn’t speak to him. It didn’t occur to her to speak to him.

The Captain had said “every day.” So he meant to keep her! She
might be the property of the Sign of the Lion, but she had been
chosen by its chief lodger.

She could not do her tasks well enough. She smoothed the bed,
polished the table, careful to kneel at all times, and rise only when
she must.

And when the door opened again, and Mistress Lockley took
her by the hair and she felt the wooden paddle driving her down
the steps, she was softened and carried away by thoughts of the
Captain.

Within seconds, she’d been stood in the crude wooden hogshead
tub. Torches flickered at the Inn door and on the side of the
shed. Mistress Lockley scrubbed fast and roughly, flushing out
Beauty’s sore vagina with wine mixed in water. She creamed
Beauty’s buttocks.

Not a word was spoken as she bent Beauty this way and that,
forcing her legs into a squat, lathering her pubic hair, and roughly
drying her.

And all around Beauty saw other slaves being coarsely bathed,
and she heard the loud bantering voices of the crude woman in
the apron and two other strong-limbed village girls who went at
the task, now and then stopping to smack the buttocks of this
slave or that for no apparent reason. But ail Beauty could think of
was that she belonged to the Captain; she was to see the garrison.
Surely the Captain would be there. And the volleys of shouts and
laughter from the Inn tantalized her.

When Beauty was thoroughly dry, and her hair had been
brushed, Mistress Lockley put her foot on the edge of the
hogshead and threw Beauty over her knee and swatted at her
thighs hard with the wooden paddle several times, and then pushed
Beauty down on her hands and knees as Beauty gasped for breath
and sought to steady herself.

It was positively odd not to be spoken to, not even sharp
impatient commands. Beauty glanced up as Mistress Lockley came
around beside her, and for one instant she saw Mistress Lockley’s
cool smile, before the woman had the chance to remember herself.
Quite suddenly Beauty’s head was lifted gently by the full weight of
her long hair, and Mistress Lockley’s face was right above hers.
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“And you were going to be my little troublemaker. I was going
to cook your little buttocks so much longer than the rest for
breakfast.”

“Maybe you still should,” Beauty whispered without intention or
thought. “If that’s what you like for breakfast.” But she broke into
violent trembling as soon as she finished. O, what had she done!

Mistress Lockley’s face lit up with the most curious expression.
A half-repressed laugh escaped her lips. “I’ll see you in the morning,
my dear, with all the others. When the Captain’s gone, and the Inn’s
nice and quiet, and there’s no one here but the other slaves waiting
in line as well for their morning whipping. I’ll teach you to open
that mouth without permission.” But this was said with unusual
warmth, and the color was high in Mistress Lockley’s cheeks. She
was so very pretty. “Now trot,” she said softly.

The big room of the Inn was already packed with soldiers and
other drinking men.

A fire roared on the hearth, mutton turned on the spit. And
upright slaves, their heads bowed, scurried on tiptoe to pour wine
and ale into dozens of pewter flagons. Everywhere Beauty glanced
in the crowd of dark-clad drinkers with their heavy riding boots
and swords, she saw the flash of naked bottoms and gleaming pubic
hair as slaves set down plates of steaming food, bent over to wipe
up spills, crawled on hands and knees to mop up the floor, or
scampered to retrieve a coin playfully pitched into the sawdust.

From a dim corner came the thick, resonant strumming of a lute
and the beat of a tambourine and a horn playing a slow melody.
But riots of laughter drowned the sound. Broken fragments of a
chorus rose in a full burst only to die away. And from everywhere
came shouts for meat and drink and the call for more pretty slaves
to entertain the company.

Beauty didn’t know which way to look. Here a robust officer
of the guard in his vest of shining mail pulled a very pink
and pale-haired Princess off her feet and set her standing on
the table. With her hands behind her head she quickly danced
and hopped as she was told, her breasts bouncing, her face
flushed, her silvery blond hair flying in long perfect corkscrew
curls about her shoulders. Her eyes were bright with a mixture
of fear and obvious excitement. There another delicate-limbed
female slave was being thrown over a crude lap and spanked
as her frantic hands went to cover her face before they were
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pulled aside and playfully held out before her by an amused
onlooker.

Between the casks on the walls, more naked slaves stood, their
legs apart, their hips thrust out, waiting to be picked, it seemed.
And in a corner of the room, a beautiful Prince with full red curls to
the shoulders sat with legs apart on the lap of a hulking soldier, their
mouths locked in a kiss as the soldier stroked the Prince’s upright
organ. The red-haired Prince licked at the soldier’s coarsely shaven
black beard, mouthed his chin, then opened his lips to the kissing
again. His eyebrows were knit with the intensity of his passion,
though he sat as helplessly and still as if he had been tied there,
his bottom riding up with the shift of the soldier’s knee, the soldier
pinching the Prince’s thigh to make him junip, the Prince’s left arm
hanging loosely over the soldier’s neck, right hand buried in the
soldier’s thick hair with slow, flexing fingers.

A black-haired Princess in the far corner struggled to turn round
and round, her hands clasped to her ankles, her legs apart, long hair
sweeping the floor as a flagon of ale was poured over her tender
private parts and the soldiers bent to lap the liquid playfully from
the curling hair of her pubis. Suddenly she was thrown standing
on her hands, her feet hoisted high above, as a soldier filled her
nether mouth with ale to overflowing.

But Mistress Lockley was pulling Beauty so that she might take
a flagon of ale and a pewter plate of steaming food in her hands, and
Beauty’s face was turned to see the distant figure of the Captain.
He sat at a crowded table far across the room, his back to the
wall, his leg outstretched on the bench before him, his eyes fixed
on Beauty.

Beauty struggled fast on her knees, her torso erect, the food
held high until she knelt beside him and reached over the bench
to place the food on the table. Leaning on his elbow, he stroked
her hair and studied her face as though they were quite alone,
the men all around them laughing, talking, singing. The golden
dagger gleamed in the candlelight and so did the Captain’s golden
hair and the bit of shaven hair on his upper lip, and his eyebrows.
The uncommon gentleness of his hand, lifting Beauty’s hair back
over her shoulders and smoothing it, brought chills over Beauty’s
arms and throat; and between her legs the inescapable spasm.

She made some small undulation with her body, not truly
meaning to. And at once his strong right hand clamped on her
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wrists and he rose from the bench lifting her off the floor and up
so she dangled above him.

Caught off-guard, she blanched and then felt the blood flooding
to her face, and as she was turned this way and that, she saw the
soldiers turning to look at her.

“To my good soldiers, who have served the Queen well,” the
Captain said, and at once there was loud stomping and clapping.
“Who will be the first?” the Captain demanded.

Beauty felt her pubic lips growing thickly together, a spurt of
moisture squeezing through the seam, but a silent burst of terror
in her soul paralyzed her. “What will happen to me?” she thought
as the dark bodies closed in around her. The hulking figure of a
burly man rose in front of her. Softly his thumbs sank into the
tender flesh of her underarms, as, clutching her tightly, he took
her away from the Captain. Her gasps died in her throat.

Other hands guided her legs around the soldier’s waist. She felt
her head touch the wall behind her and she tucked her hands behind
her head to cradle it, all the while staring forward into the soldier’s
face, as his right hand shot down to open his breeches.

The smell of the stables rose from the man, the smell of ale,
and the rich, delicious scent of sun-browned skin and rawhide. His
black eyes quivered and closed for an instant as his cock plunged
into Beauty, widening the distended lips, as Beauty’s hips thudded
against the wall in a frantic rhythm.

Yes. Now. Yes. The fear was dissolved in some greater
unnameable emotion. The man’s thumbs bit into Beauty’s under-
arms as the pounding went on. And all around her in the gloom
she saw a score of faces looking on, the noises of the Inn rising and
falling in violent splashes.

The cock discharged its hot, swimming fluid inside her and her
orgasm radiated through her, blinding her, her mouth open, the
cries jerked out of her. Red-faced and naked, she rode out her
pleasure right in the midst of this common tavern.

She was lifted again, emptied.

And she felt herself being set down on her knees on the table. Her
knees were pulled apart and her hands placed under her breasts.

As the hungry mouth sucked on her nipple, she lifted her breasts,
arching her back, her eyes turned shyly away from those who sur-
rounded her. The greedy mouth fed on her right breast now, draw-
ing hard as the tongue stabbed at the tiny stone of the nipple.
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Another mouth had taken her other breast. And as she pressed
herself against the mouths that suckled her, the pleasure almost
too acute, hands spread her legs wider and wider, her sex almost
lowered to the table.

For one moment the fear returned, burning white-hot. Hands
were all over her; her arms were being held, her hands forced
behind her back. She could not free herself from the mouths
drawing hard on her breasts. And her face was being tilted up,
a dark shadow covering her as she was straddled. The cock pushed
into her gaping mouth, her eyes staring up at the hairy belly above
her. She sucked the cock with all her power, sucking as hard as the
mouths at her breasts, moaning as the fear again evaporated.

Her vagina quivered, fluids coursing down her wide-spread
thighs, and violent jolts of pleasure shook her. The cock in her
mouth tantalized her but could not satisfy her. She drew the cock
deeper and deeper till her throat contracted, the come shooting into
her, the mouths pulling gently at her nipples, snapping her nipples,
her nether lips closing vainly on the emptiness.

But something touched her pulsing clitoris, scraped it through
the thick film of wetness. It plunged through her starved pubic lips.
It was the rough, jeweled handle of the dagger again . . . surely it
was . . . and it impaled her.

She came in a riot of soft muffled cries, pumping her hips up
and up, all sight and sound and scent of the Inn dissolved in her
frenzy. The dagger handle held her, the hilt pounding her pubis,
not letting the orgasm stop, forcing cry after cry out of her.

Even as she was laid down on her back on the table, it tormented
her, making her squirm and twist her hips. In a blur she saw the
Captain’s face above her. And she writhed like a cat as the dagger
handle rocked her up and down, her hips spanking the table.

But she was not allowed to come so soon again.

She was being lifted. And she felt herself laid over a broad barrel.
Her back arched over the moist wood, she could smell the ale, and
her hair fell down to the floor, the Inn upside down in a riot of
color before her. Another cock was going into her mouth while firm
hands anchored her thighs to the curve and a cock pushed into her
dripping vagina. She had no weight, no equilibrium. She could see
nothing but the dark scrotum before her eyes, the unfastened cloth.
Her breasts were slapped, sucked, and gathered by strong kneading
fingers. Her hands groped for the buttocks of the man who filled
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her mouth and she clung to him, riding him. But the other cock
pummeled her against the barrel, plugged her, grinding her clitoris
to a different rhythm. Through all her limbs she felt the searing
consummation, as if it did not rise from between her legs, her
breasts teeming. All her body had become the orifice, the organ.

She was being carried into the yard, her arms around firm, powerful
shoulders.

It was a young brown-haired soldier who carried her, kissing
her, petting her. And they were all over the green grass, the men,
laughing in the torchlight as they surrounded the slaves in the
tubs, their manner easy now that the first hot passions had been
satisfied.

They circled Beauty as her feet were lowered into the warm water.
They knelt with the full wineskin in their hands and squirted the
wine up into her, tickling her, cleansing her. They bathed her with
the brush and the cloth, half playing at it, vying to fill her mouth
slowly, carefully with the tart, cool wine, to kiss her.

She tried to remember this face, that laugh, the very soft skin
of the one with the thickest cock, but it was hopeless.

They laid her down in the grass beneath the fig trees and she
was mounted again, her young captor, the brown-haired soldier,
feeding dreamily on her mouth, and then driving her in a slower,
softer rhythm. She reached back and felt the cool, naked skin of
his buttocks and the cloth of his breeches pulled halfway down, and
touching the loosened belt, the rumpled cloth, and the half-naked
backside, she clamped her vagina tight on his cock so that he gasped
aloud like a slave on top of her.

It was hours later.

She sat curled in the Captain’s lap, her head against his chest, her
arms about his neck, half sleeping. Like a lion he stretched under
her, his voice a low rumble from his broad chest, as he spoke to
the man opposite. He cradled her head in his left hand, his arm
feeling immense, effortlessly powerful.

Only now and then did she open her eyes on the smoky glare of
the whole tavern.

Quieter, more orderly than before. The Captain talked on and
on. The words “runaway Princess” came clear to her.

“Runaway Princess,” Beauty thought drowsily. She couldn’t
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worry about such things. She closed her eyes again, burrowing
into the Captain, who tightened his left arm about her.

“How splendid he is,” she thought. “How coarsely beautiful.”
She loved the deep creases of his tanned face, the luster of his
eyes. An odd thought came to her. She had no more care what
his conversation was about than he had care to talk to her. She
smiled to herself. She was his nude and shuddering slave. And he
was her coarse and bestial Captain.

But her thoughts drifted to Tristan. She had declared herself
such a rebel to Tristan.

What had happened to him with Nicolas the Chromcler> How
would she ever find out? Maybe Prince Roger could tell her some
news. Perhaps the dense little world of the village had its secret
arteries of information. She had to know if Tristan was all right.
She wished she could just see him. And dreaming of Tristan, she
drifted into sleep again.
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Ramsey Campbell

As KILBRIDE LEFT the shadow of the house whose top floor he
owned, the April sunlight caught him. All along this side of the
broad street of tall houses, trees and shrubs were unfurling their
foliage minutely. In the years approaching middle age the sight had
made him feel renewed, but now it seemed futile, this compulsion to
produce tender growth while a late frost lay in wait in the shadows.
He bought the morning paper at the corner shop and scanned the
personal columns while his car warmed up.

Alone and desperate? Call us now before you do anything else . .

There were several messages from H, but none to J for Jack.
Deep down he must have known there wouldn’t be, for he hadn’t
placed a message for weeks. During their nine months together,
he and Heather had placed messages whenever either of them had
had to go away, and the day when that had felt less like an act of
love to him than a compulsion had been the beginning of the end
of their relationship. The thought of compulsion reminded him
of the buds opening moistly all around him, and he remembered
Heather’s vulva, gaping pinkly wider and wider. The stirring of
his penis at the memory depressed and angered him. He crumpled
the newspaper and swung the car away from the curb, deeper into
Manchester.

He parked in his space outside the Northern College of Music
and strode into the lecture hall. So many of his female students
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reminded him of Heather now, and not only because of their age.
How many of them would prove to be talented enough to tour
with even an amateur orchestra, as she had? How many would
suffer a nervous breakdown, as she had? The eager bright-eyed
faces dismayed him: they’d drain him of all the knowledge and
insight he could communicate, and want more. Maybe he should
see himself as sunlight to their budding, but he felt more like the
compost as he climbed onto the stage.

“Sonata form in contemporary music . . .”” He’d given the lecture
a dozen times or more, yet all at once he seemed to have no thoughts.
He stumbled through the introduction and made for the piano, tco
quickly. As he sat down to play an example there wasn’t a note of
living music in his head except his own, his thoughts for the slow
movement of his symphony. He hadn’t played that music to anyone
but Heather. He remembered her dark eyes widening, encouraging
him or yearning for him to succeed, and his fingers clutched at the
keys, hammered out the opening bars. He’d reached the second
subject before he dared glance at his students. They were staring
blankly at him, at the music.

Surely they were reacting to its unfamiliarity; or could it be too
demanding or too esoteric in its language? Not until a student
near the back of the hall yawned behind her hand did it occur to
Kilbride that they were simply bored. At once the music sounded
intolerably banal, a few bits of second-hand material arranged in
childishly clever patterns. He rushed through the recapitulation
and stood up as if he were pushing the piano away from him,
and felt so desperate to talk positively about music that he began
another lecture, taking the first movement of Beethover’s Ninth to
demonstrate the processes of symphonic breakdown and renewal.
As the students grew more visibly impatient he felt as if he’d lost
all his grasp of music, even when he realized that he’d already given
them this lecture. “Sorry, I know you’ve heard it all before,” he
said with an attempt at lightness.

It was his only lecture that Friday. He couldn’t face his col-
leagues, not when the loss of Heather seemed to be catching up
with him all at once. There was a concert at the Free Trade Hall, but
by the time he’d driven through the lunchtime traffic clogged with
roadworks, the prospect of Brahms and early Schoenberg seemed
to have nothing to do with him. Perhaps he was realizing at last how
little he had to do with music. He drove on, past the Renaissance
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arcades of the Hall, past some witches dancing about for a camera
crew outside the television studios, back home to Salford.

The road led him over the dark waters of the Irwell and under
a gloomy bridge to the near edge of Salford. He had to stop for
traffic lights, so sharply that the crumpled newspaper rustled. He
wondered suddenly if as well as searching for a sign of Heather he’d
been furtively alert for someone to replace her. He made himself
look away from the paper, where his gaze was resting leadenly, and
met the eyes of a woman who was waiting by the traffic lights.

Something in her look beneath her heavy silvered eyelids made
his penis raise its head. She wasn’t crossing the road, just standing
under the red light, drumming silver fingernails on her hip in
the tight black glossy skirt. Her face was small and pert beneath
studiedly shaggy red hair that overhung the collar of her fur jacket.
“Going my way?”” he imagined her saying, and then, before he knew
he meant to, he reached across the passenger seat and rolled the
window down.

At once he felt absurd, aghast at himself. But she stepped toward
the car, a guarded smile on her lips. “Which way are you going?”
he said just loud enough for her to hear.

“Whichever way you want, love.”

Now that she was close he saw that she was more heavily made up
than he’d realized. He felt guilty, vulnerable, excited. He fumbled
for the catch on the door and watched her slip into the passenger
seat, her fishnet thighs brushing together. He had to clear his throat
before he could ask “How much?”

“Thirty for the usual, more for specials. I won’t be hurt, but I’ll
give you some discipline if that’s what you like.”

“That won’t be necessary, thank you.”

“Only asking, love,” she said primly, shrugging at his curtness.
“I reckon you’ll still want to go to my place.”

She directed him through Salford, to a back street near Peel Park.
At least this wasn’t happening in Manchester itself, where the chief
constable was a lay preacher, where booksellers were sent to jail for
selling books like Scared Stff and the police had seized The Big
Red One on videocassette because the title was suggestive, yet he
couldn’t quite believe that it was happening at all. Children with
scraped knees played in the middle of the street under clotheslines
stretched from house to house; when at first they wouldn’t get
out of the way, Kilbride was too embarrassed to sound his horn.
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Women in brick passages through pairs of terraced houses stared
at him and muttered among themselves as he parked the car and
followed the silvered woman into her house.

Beyond the pink front door a staircase led upward, but she
opened a door to the left of the stairs and let him into the front
room. This was wedge-shaped, half of an already small room that
had been divided diagonally by a partition. A sofa stood at the broad
end, under the window, facing a television and video-recorder at
the other. “This is it, love,” the woman said. “Don’t be shy,
come in.”

Kilbride made himself step forward and close the door behind
him. The pelt of dark red wallpaper made the room seem even
smaller. Presumably there was a kitchen beyond the partition, for
a smell of boiled sprouts hung in the air. The sense of invading
someone else’s domesticity aggravated his panic. “Relax now,
love, you’re safe with me,” the woman murmured as she drew
the curtains and deftly pulled out the rest of the sofa to make
it into a bed.

He watched numbly while she unfolded a red blanket that was
draped over the back of the sofa and spread it over the bed. He
could just leave, he wasn’t obliged to stay — but when she patted
the bed, he seemed only able to sit beside her while she kicked
off her shoes and hitched up her skirt to roll down her stockings.
“Want to watch a video to get you in the mood?” she suggested.

“No, that isn’t . . .” The room seemed to be growing smaller
and hotter, which intensified the smell of sprouts. He watched her
peel off the second stocking, but then the shouts of children made
him glance nervously behind him at the curtains. She gave him an
unexpected lopsided smile. “I know what you want,” she said in
the tone of a motherly waitress offering a child a cream cake. “You
should’ve said.”

She lifted a red curtain that had disguised an opening in the
partition and disappeared behind it. Kilbride dug out his wallet
hastily, though an inflamed part of his mind was urging him just
to leave, and hunted for thirty pounds. The best he could do was
twenty-seven or forty, He was damned if he would pay more than
he’d been quoted. He crumpled the twenty-seven in his fist as she
came back into the room.

She’d dressed up as a schoolgirl in gymslip and knee socks.
“Thought as much,” she said coyly. As she reached for the money
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she put one foot on the bed, letting her skirt ride up provocatively,
and he saw that her pubic hair was dyed red, like her hair. The
thought of thrusting himself into that greying crevice made him
choke, red dimness and the smell of sprouts swelling in his head.
He flung himself aside and threw the money behind her, to gain
himself time. He fumbled open the inner door, then the outer, and
fled into the street.

It was deserted. The women must have called in their children
in case they overheard him and their neighbor. She’d thought
when he glanced at the window that the children were attracting
him, he thought furiously. He stalked to his car and drove away
without looking back. What made it worse was that her instincts
hadn’t been entirely wrong, for now he found himself obsessively
imagining Heather dressed as a schoolgirl. Once he had to stop
the car in order to drag at the crotch of his clothes and give his
stiffening penis room. Only the fear of crashing the car allowed him
to interrupt the fantasy and drive home. He parked haphazardly,
limped groaning upstairs to his flat, dashed into the bathroom and
came violently before he could even masturbate.

It gave him no pleasure, it was too like being helpless. His penis
remained pointlessly erect, until he was tempted to shove it under
the cold tap, to get rid of his unfulfilling lust that was happier with
fantasy than reality. Its lack of any purpose he could share or even
admit to himself appalled him. At least now that it was satisfied,
it wouldn’t hinder his music.

He brewed himself a pot of strong coffee and took the manuscript
books full of his score to the piano. He leafed through them, hoping
for a spark of pleasure, then he played through them. When he came
to the end he slammed his elbows on the keyboard and buried his
face in his hands while the discord died away.

He thought of playing some Ravel to revive his pianistic tech-
nique, or listening to a favorite record, Monteverdi or Tallis, whose
remoteness he found moving and inspiring. But now early music
seemed out of date, later music seemed overblown or arid. He’d felt
that way at Heather’s age, but then his impatience had made him
creative: he’d completed several movements for piano. Couldn’t he
feel that way again? He stared at the final page of his symphony,
Kilbride’s Unfinished, The Indistinguishable, Symphony No. 1,
Symphony of a Thousand Cuts, not so much a chamber symphony
as a pisspot symphony . . . Twilight gathered in the room, and the
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notes on the staves began to wriggle like sperm. When it was too
dark to see he played through the entire score from memory. The
notes seemed to pile up around him like the dust of decades. He
reached out blindly for the score and tore the pages one by one into
tiny pieces.

He sat for hours in the dark, experiencing no emotion at all. He
seemed to be seeing himself clearly at last, a middle-aged nonentity
with a yen for women half his age or even younger, a musical pundit
with no ability to compose music, no right to talk about those who
had. No wonder Heather’s parents had forbidden him to visit her
or call her. He’d needed her admiration to help him fend off the
moment when he confronted himself, he realized. The longer he
sat in the dark, the more afraid he was to turn on the light and see
how alone he was. He flung himself at the light-switch, grabbed
handfuls of the torn pages and stuffed them into the kitchen bin.
“Pathetic,” he snarled, at them or at himself.

It was past midnight, he saw. He would never be able to sleep;
the notes of his symphony were gathering in his head, a cumulative
discord. There was nowhere to go for company at this hour except
nightclubs, to meet people as lonely and sleepless as himself. But
he could talk to someone, he realized, someone who wouldn’t see
his face or know anything about him. He tiptoed downstairs into
the chilly windswept night and snatched the newspaper out of
the car.

Alone and desperate? Call us now before you do anything else . . .
The organization was called Renewal of Life, with a phone number
on the far side of Manchester. The distance made him feel safer. If
he didn’t like what he heard at first he needn’t even answer.

The phone rang for so long that he began to think he had a
wrong number. Or perhaps they were busy helping people more
desperate then he. That made him feel unreasonably selfish, but
he’d swallowed so much self-knowledge today that the insight
seemed less than a footnote. He was clinging stubbornly to the
receiver when the ringing broke off halfway through a phrase, and
a female voice said “Yes?”

She sounded as if she’s just woken up. It was a wrong number,
Kilbride thought wildly, and felt compelled to let her know that it
was. “Renewal of Life?” he stammered.

“Yes, it is.” Her voice was louder, as if she was wakening further,
or trying to. “What can we do for you?”
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She must have nodded off at her post, he thought. That made
her seem more human, but not necessarily more reassuring. “I —
I don’t know.”

“You’ve got to do something for me first and then I'll tell
you.”

She sounded fully awake now. Some of what he’d taken for
drowsiness might have been something else, still there in her
voice: a hint of lazy coyness that could have implied a sexual
promise. “What is it?” he said warily.

“Swear you won’t hang up on me.”

“All right, I swear.” He waited for her to tell him what was being
offered, then felt absurd, embarrassed into talking. “I don’t know
what I was expecting when I called your number. I’m just at a low
ebb, that’s all, male menopause and all that. Just taking stock of
myself and not finding much. Maybe this call wasn’t such a good
idea. Maybe I need someone who’s known me for a while to show
me if there’s anything I missed about myself.”

“Well, tell me about yourself then.” When he was silent she said
quickly, “At least tell me where you are.”

“Manchester.” .

“Alone in the big city. That can’t be doing you any good. What
you need is a few days in the country, away from everything. You
ought to come here, you’d like it. Yes, why don’t you? You’d be
here for the dawn.”

He was beginning to wonder how young she was. He felt touched
and amused by her inexpertness, yet the hint of an underlying
promise seemed stronger than ever. “Just like that?” he said
laughing. “I can’t do that. I’'m working tomorrow.”

“Come on Saturday, then. You don’t want to be alone at the
weekend, not the way you’re feeling. Get away from all the streets
and factories and pollution and see May in with us.”

Sunday was May Day. He was tempted to go wherever she was
inviting him — not the area to which the telephone number referred,
apparently. “What sort of organization are you, exactly?”

“We just want to keep life going. That’s what you wanted
when you rang.” She sounded almost offended, and younger
than ever. “You wouldn’t have to tell us anything about your-
self you didn’t want to or join in anything you didn’t like the
sound of.”

Perhaps because he was talking to her in the middle of the night,
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that sounded unambiguously sexual. “If I decide to take you up on
that I can call you then, can’t I?”

“Yes, and then I’ll give you directions. Call me even if you think
you don’t want to, all right? Swear.”

“I swear,” Kilbride said, unexpectedly glad to have committed
himself, and could think of nothing else to say except, “Good
night.” As soon as he’d replaced the receiver he realized that he
should have found out her name. He felt suddenly exhausted,
pleasantly so, and crawled into bed. He imagined her having been
in bed while she was talking to him, then he saw her as a tall slim
schoolgirl with a short skirt and long bare thighs and Heather’s
face. That gave him a pang of guilt, but the next moment he
was asleep.

The morning paper was full of oppression and doom. He scanned
the personal columns while he waited for his car engine to rouse
itself. He no longer expected to find a message from Heather, but
there was no sign of the Renewal of Life either.

That was his day for teaching pianistic technique. Some of his
students played as if passion could replace technique, others played
so carefully it seemed they were determined not to own up to
emotion. He was able to show them where they were going wrong
without growing impatient with them or the job, and their respect
for him seemed to have returned. Perhaps on Tuesday he’d feel
renewed enough to teach his other classes enthusiastically, he
thought, wondering if the printers had omitted the Renewal of
Life from today’s paper by accident.

One student lingered at the end of the last class. “Would you
give me your opinion of this?” She blushed as she sat down to play,
and he realized she’d composed the piece herself. It sounded like a
study of her favorite composers — cascades of Debussy, outbursts
of Liszt, a token tinkle of Messiaen — but there was something of
herself too, unexpected harmonic ideas, a kind of aural punning.
He remarked on all that, and she went out smiling with her boy
friend, an uninspired violinist who was blushing now on her behalf.
She had a future, Kilbride thought, flattered that she’d wanted his
opinion. Maybe someday he’d be cited as having encouraged her at
the start of her career.

A red sky was flaring over the turrets and gables of Manchester.
Was he really planning to drive somewhere out there beyond the
sunset? The more he recalled the phone conversation, the more
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dreamlike it seemed. He drove home and made sure he had
yesterday’s paper, and thought of calling the number at once -
but the voice had said Saturday, and to call now seemed like
tempting fate. The success of the day’s teaching had dampened
his adventurousness; he felt unexpectedly satisfied. When he went
to bed he had no idea if he would phone at all.

Birdsong wakened him as the sky began to pale. He lay there
feeling lazy as the dawn. He needn’t decide yet about the weekend,
it was too early — and then he realized that it wasn’t, not at all.
He wriggled out of bed and dialed the number he’d left beside
the phone. Before he could even hear the bell at the other end a
voice said, “Renewal of Life.”

It was brisker than last time. It had the same trace of a Lancashire
accent, the broad vowels, but Kilbride wasn’t sure if it was the same
voice. “I promised to call you today,” he said.

“We’ve been waiting. We’re looking forward to having you. You
are coming, aren’t you?”

Perhaps the voice sounded different only because she had clearly
not just woken up. “Are you some kind of religious organization?”
he said.

She laughed as if she knew he was joking. “You won’t have to
join in anything unless you want to, but whatever you enjoy, you’ll
find it here.”

She could scarcely be more explicit without risking prosecution,
he thought. “Tell me how to get to you,” he said, all at once
fully awake.

Her directions would take him into Lancashire. He bathed and
dressed quickly, fueled the car and set out, wondering if her
route was meant to take him through the streets and factories
and pollution the first call had deplored. Beyond the city center
streets of small shops went on for miles, giving way at last to long
high almost featureless mills, to warehouses that made him think
of terraced streets whose side openings had been bricked up. Their
shadows shrank back into them as the sun rose, but he felt as if he
would never be out of the narrow streets under the grubby sky.

At last the road began to climb beyond the crowding towns. Lush
green fields spread around him, shrinking pools shone through the
half-drowned grass. The grimy clouds were washed clean and hung
along the horizon, and then the sky was clear. He drove for miles
without meeting another car on the road. He was alone with the
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last day of April, the leaves opening more confidently, hovering in
swarms in all the trees.

Half an hour or so into the countryside he began to wonder how
much further his destination was. “Drive until you get to the Jack
in the Green,” she’d said, “and ask for us.” He’d taken that to
be a pub, or was it a location or a monument? Even if he never
found it, the sense of renewal he had already derived from the day
in the open would be worth the journey. The road was climbing
again, between banks of ferns almost as large as he was. He’d find
a vantage point and stop for a few minutes, he thought, and then
the road led over a crest and showed him the factory below.

The sight was as unexpected as it was disagreeable. At least the
factory was disused, he saw as the car sped down the siope. All the
windows in the long dull-red facade had fallen in, and so had part
of the roof. Once there had been several chimneys, but only one
remained, and even that was wobbling. When he stared at it, it
appeared to shift further. He had to strain his eyes, for something
like a mist hung above the factory, a darkening of the air, a blurring
of outlines. The chimney looked softened, as did all the window
openings. That must be an effect of the air here in the valley — the
air smelled bad, a cold slightly rotten stench — but the sight made
him feel quiverish, particularly around his groin. He trod hard on
the accelerator, to be out from among the drab wilting fields.

The car raced up into the sunlight. He blinked the dazzle out of
his eyes and saw the village below him, on the far side of the crest
from the factory. A few streets of limestone cottages led off the main
road and sloped down to a village green overlooked by an inn and
a small church. Several hundred yards beyond the green, a forest .
climbed the rising slopes. Compared with the sagging outlines of
the ruin, the clarity of the sunlit cottages and their flowery gardens
was almost too intense. His chest tightened as he drove past them
to the green.

He parked near the inn and stared at its sign, the Jack in the
Green, a jovial figure clothed and capped with grass. He hadn’t felt
so nervous since stage fright had seized him at his first recital. When
he stepped out of thecar, the slam of the door unnerved him. A dog
barked, a second dog answered, but there was no other sound, not
even of children. He felt as if the entire village was waiting to see
what he would do.

A 1tall slim tree lay on the green. Presumably it was to be a
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maypole, for an axe gleamed near it in the grass, but its branches
had still to be lopped. Whoever had carried it here might be in
the inn, he thought, and turned toward the building. A woman
was watching him from the doorway.

She sauntered forward as his gaze met hers. She was tall and
moderately plump, with a broad friendly face, large gray eyes, a
small nose, a wide very pink mouth. As she came up to him, the
tip of her tongue flickered over her lips. “Looking for someone?”
she said.

“Someone I spoke to this morning.”

She smiled and raised her eyebrows. Her large breasts rose and
fell under the clinging green dress that reached just below her knees.
He smelled her perfume, wild and sweet. “Was it you?” he said.

“Would you like it to be?”

He would happily have said yes, except that he wondered what
choices he might be rejecting. He felt his face redden, and then she
touched his wrist with one cool hand. “No need to decide yet. When
you’re ready. You can stay at the Jack if you like, or with us.”

“US?”

“Father’ll be out dancing.”

He couldn’t help feeling that she meant to reassure him. There
was an awkward pause until she said, “You’re wondering what
you’re supposed to do.”

“Well, yes.”

“Anythmg you like. Relax, look around, go for a walk. Tomor-
row’s the big day. Have some lunch or a drink. Do you want to
work up an appetite?”

“By all means.”

“Come over here then and earn yourself a free lunch.”

Could he have been secretly dreaming that she meant to take him
home now? He followed her to the maypole, laughing inwardly and
rather wildly at herself. “See what you can do about stripping that,”
she said, “while I bring you a drink. Beer all right?”

“Fine,” he said, reflecting that working on the maypole would be
a small price to pay for what he was sure he’d been led to expect.
“By the way, what’s your name?”’

“Sadie.” With just the faintest straightening of her smile she
added, “Mrs Thomas.”

She could be divorced or a widow. He picked up the axe, to stop
himself brooding. It was lighter than he expected, but very sharp.
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When he grasped a branch at random and chopped experimentally
at it, he was able to sever it with two blows.

“Not bad for a music teacher,” he murmured, and set to work
systematically, starting at the thin end of the tree. Perhaps he should
have begun at the other, for after the first dozen or so branches the
lopping grew harder. By the time Sadie Thomas brought him a
pint of strong ale, his arms were beginning to ache. As she crossed
the green to him he looked up, wiping sweat from his forehead
in a gesture he regretted immediately, and found that he had an
audience, several men sitting on a bench outside the inn.

They were Kilbride’s age, or younger. He couldn’t quite tell,
for their faces looked slack, blurred by indolence ~ pensioned
off, he thought, and remembered the factory. Nor could he read
their expressions, which might be hostile or simply blank. He was
tempted to step back from the maypole and offer them the job —
it was their village, after all — but then two of them mopped their
foreheads deliberately, and he wondered if they were mocking him.
He chopped furiously at the tree, and didn’t look up until he’d
severed the last branch.

A burst of applause, which might have been meant ironically,
greeted his laying down the axe. He felt suddenly that the phone
conversations and the rest of it had been a joke at his expense. Then
Sadie Thomas squatted by him, her green skirt unveiling her strong
thighs, and took his hands to help him up. “You’ve earned all you
can eat. Come in the Jack, or sit out if you like.”

All the men stood up in case he wanted to sit on the bench.
Some looked resentful, but all the same, they obviously felt he
had the right. “I’ll sit outside,” he said, and wondered why the
men exchanged glances as they moved into the inn.

He was soon to learn why. A muscular woman with cropped gray
hair brought out a table which she placed in front of him and loaded
with a plateful of cheese, a loaf and a knife and another tankard of
ale, and then Sadie came to him. “When you’re done eating, would
you do one more thing for us?”

His arms were trembling from stripping the maypole; he was
only just able to handle the knife. “Nothing strenuous this time,”
she said reassuringly. “We just need a judge, someone who isn’t
from around here. You’ve only to sit and choose.”

“All right,” Kilbride said, then felt as if his willingness to please
had got the better of him. “What am I judging?”
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She gave him a coy look that reminded him of the promise
he thought he’d heard in the telephone voice. “Ah, that’d be
telling.”

Perhaps the promise would be broken if he asked too many
questions, especially in public. It stili excited him enough to be
worth his suffering some uncertainty, not least over how many
of the villagers were involved in the Renewal of Life. His hands
steadied as he finished off the cheese, and he craned to watch Sadie
as she hurried into the village, to the small schoolhouse in the next
street. He realized what they must want him to judge at this time
of the year as the young girls came marching from the school and
onto the green.

They lined up in front of the supine maypole and faced him, their
hands clasped in front of their stomachs. Some gazed challengingly
at him, but most were shy, or meant to seem so. He couldn’t tell if
they knew that besides casting their willowy shadows toward him,
the sun was shining through their uniforms, displaying silhouettes
of their bodies. “Go closer if you like,” Sadie said in his ear.

He stood up before his stiffening penis could hinder him, and
strode awkwardly toward the girls. They were thirteen or fourteen
years old, the usual age for a May Queen, but some of them looked
disconcertingly mature. He had to halt a few yards short of them,
for while embarrassment was keeping his penis more or less under
control, every step rubbed its rampant tip against his flies. Groaning
under his breath, he tried to look only at their faces. Even that
didn’t subdue him, for one girl had turned her head partly away
from him and was regarding him through her long dark eyelashes
in a way that made him intensely aware of her handfuls of breasts,
her long silhouetted legs. “This one,” he said in a loud hoarse voice,
and stretched out a shaky hand to her.

When she stepped forward he was afraid she would take his
hand in front of all of them. But she walked past him, flashing
him a sidelong smile, as the line of young girls broke up, some
looking relieved, some petulant. Kilbride pretended to gaze across
the green until his penis subsided. When he turned, he found that
several dozen people had gathered while he was judging.

The girl he’d chosen had joined Sadie. Belatedly he saw how
alike they were. Even more disconcerting than that and the silent
arrival of the villagers was the expression he glimpsed on Sadie’s
face as she glanced at her daughter, an expression that seemed
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to combine pride with a hint of dismay. The schoolgirls were
dispersing in groups, murmuring and giggling. Some of the
villagers came forward to thank Kilbride, so hesitantly that he
wasn’t sure what he was being thanked for; the few men who did
so behaved as if they’d been prodded into approaching him. Clese
up their faces looked flabbier then ever, almost sexless.

Sadie turned back from leading away her daughter to point along
the street behind the inn. “You are staying with us, aren’t you?
We’re at number three. Dinner’s at seven. What are you going to
do in the meantime?”

“Walk, I should think. Find my way around.”

“Make yourself at home,” said a stocky bespectacled woman,
and her ringleted stooping companion added, “Anything you want,
just ask.”

He wanted to think, though perhaps not too deeply. He sat on
the bench as the shadows of the forest crept toward the green. He
was beginning to think he knew why he’d been brought here, but
wasn’t he just indulging a fantasy he was able at last to admit to
himself? He stood up abruptly, having thought of a question he
needed to ask.

The inn was locked, and presumably he wasn’t meant to go to
Sadie’s before seven. He strolled through the village in the after-
noon light, flowers in the small packed gardens glowing sullenly.
People gossiping outside cottages hushed as he approached, then
greeted him heartily. He couldn’t ask them. Even gazing in the
window of the only shop, a corner cottage whose front room was
a general store, he felt ill at ease.

He was nearly back at his starting point after ten minutes’ stroll
when he noticed the surgery, a cottage with a doctor’s brass plaque
on the gatepost, in the same row as Sadie’s. The neat wizened
gnomish man who was killing insects on a rockery with precise
bursts from a spray bottle must be the doctor. He straightened up
as Kilbride hesitated at the gate. “Is there something I can do for
you?” he said in a thin high voice.

“Are you part of the Renewal of Life?”

“I certainly hope so0.”

Kilbride felt absurd, though the doctor didn’t seem to be
mocking him. “I mean, are all of you here in the village part
of that?”

“We’re a very close community.” The doctor gave a final lethal
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squirt and stood up. “So don’t feel you aren’t welcome if anyone
seems unfriendly.”

That was surely a cue for the question, if Kilbride could frame
it carefully enough. “Am I on my own? That’s to say, was anyone
else asked to come here this weekend?”

The doctor looked straight at him, pale eyes gleaming. “You’re
the one.”

“Thank you,” Kilbride said and moved away, feeling light-
headed. Passing the church, where a stone face with leaves
sprouting from its mouth and ears grinned from beneath the
steep roof, he strolled toward the woods. The doctor’s reply had
seemed unequivocal, but questions began to swarm in Kilbride’s
mind as he wandered through the fading light and shade. Whether
because he felt like an outsider or was expected to be quite the
opposite, he skulked under the trees until he saw the inn door
open. As he returned to the village, a hint of the stench from the
factory met him.

The bar was snug and darkly panelled. The flames of a log fire
danced in reflections on the walls, where photographs of Morris
dancers hung under the low beams. Kilbride sat and drank and
eventually chatted to two slow men. At seven he made his way
to Sadie Thomas’ house, and realized that he couldn’t remember
a word of the conversation at the pub.

Sadie’s cottage had a red front door that held a knocker in its
brass teeth. When Kilbride knocked, a man came to the door. He
was taller and bulkier than Kilbride, with a sullen almost circular
face. A patchy moustache straggled above his drooping lips. He
stared with faint resentment at the suitcase Kilbride had brought
from the car. “Just in time,” he muttered, and as an afterthought
before Kilbride could step over the threshold, “Bob Thomas.”

When he stuck out his hand Kilbride made to shake it, but
the man was reaching for the suitcase. He carried it up the steep
cramped stairs, then stumped down to usher Kilbride into the
dining kitchen, a bright room the width of the house, its walls
printed with patterns of blossoms. Sadie and her daughter were
sitting at a round table whose top was a single slice of oak.
They smiled at Kilbride, the daughter more shyly, and Sadie
dug a ladle into a steaming earthenware pot. “Sit there,” Bob
Thomas said gruffly when Kilbride made to let him have the best
remaining chair.
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Sadie heaped his plate with hotpot, mutton stewed with potatoes,
and he set about eating as soon as seemed polite, to cover the
awkwardness they were clearly all feeling. “Good meat,” he said.

“Not from around here,” Sadie said as if it was important for
him to know.

“Because of the factory, you mean?”

“Aye, the factory,” Bob Thomas said with unexpected fierceness.
“You know about that, do you?”

“Only what I gathered over the phone — I mean, when I was told
to get away from factories.”

Bob Thomas gazed at him and fingered his moustache as if he
were trying to conjure more of it into existence. Kilbride froze
inside himself, wondering if he’d said too much. “Daddy doesn’t
like to talk about the factory,” the daughter murmured as she raised
her fork delicately to her lips, “because of what it did to him and
all the men.”

“Margery!”

Kilbride couldn’t have imagined that a father could make his
child’s name sound so like a curse. Margery flinched and gazed
at the ceiling, and Kilbride was searching for a way to save the
conversation when Margery said, “Did you notice?”

She was talking to him. Following her gaze, he saw that the
rounded beam overhead seemed more decorative than supportive.
“It’s a maypole,” he realized.

“Last year’s.”

She sounded prouder than he could account for. “You believe
in keeping traditions alive, then,” he said to Bob Thomas.

“They’ll keep theirselves alive whatever I believe in, I reckon.”

“I mean,” Kilbride floundered on, “that’s why you stay here,
why you don’t move away.”

Bob Thomas took a deep breath and stared furiously at nothing.
“We stay here because family lived here. The factory came when we
needed the work. Him who owned it was from here, so we thought
he was doing us a kindness, but he poisoned us instead. We found
work up road and closed him down. Poisoned we may be, we’ll
not be driven out on-top of it. We’ll do what we have to to keep
place alive.”

It was clearly an unusuaily sustained speech for him, and it
invited no response. Kilbride was left wondering if any of it referred
to himself. Sadie and her daughter kept up the conversation during
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the rest of the meal, and Kilbride listened intently, to their voices
rather than to their words. “Father isn’t like this really, it’s just
the time of year. Don’t let him put you off staying,” Sadie said to
Kilbride as she cleared away the plates.

“Swear you won’t,” Margery added.

He did so at once, because now he was sure he’d spoken to
her on the phone at least the first time. Bob Thomas lowered his
head bull-like, but said nothing. His inertia seemed to sink into
the house; there was little to say, and less to do — the Thomases
had neither a television nor a radio, not even a telephone as far
as Kilbride could see. He went up to his bedroom as soon as he
reasonably could.

He stood for a while at the window that was let into the low
ceiling, which followed the angle of the roof, and watched the moon
rise over the woods. When he tired of that he lay on the bed in the
small green room and wished he’d brought something to read. He
was loath to go out of the room again, in case he met Bob Thomas.
Eventually he ventured to the bathroom and then retired to bed, to
watch an elongating lozenge of moonlight inch down the wall above
his feet. He was asleep before it reached him.

At first he thought the voices were calling him, dozens of voices
just outside his room. They belonged to all the girls who had
paraded for his judgement on the green, and now they were here
to collect a consolation prize. They must be crowded together on
the steep staircase — he’d have no chance of escaping until they had
all had a turn, even if he wanted to. Besides, his penis was swelling
so uncontrollably that he was helpless; already it was thicker than
his leg, and still growing. If he didn’t answer the voices the girls
would crowd into the room and fall on him, but he was unable
to make any sound at all. Then he realized that they couldn’t be
calling him, because nobody in the village knew his name.

The shock wakened him. The voices were still calling. He shoved
himself into a sitting position, almost banging his head on the
ceiling, and peered wildly about. The voices weren’t calling to
him, nor were they in the house. He swung his feet off the bed,
wincing as a floorboard creaked, and gazed out of the window.

The moon was almost full. At first it seemed to show him only
slopes coated with moonlight. Nothing moved except a few slow
cows in a field. Not only the cows but the field were exactly the
color of the moon. The woods looked carved out of ivory, so still
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that the shifting of branches sent a shiver through him. Then he
saw that the trees which were stirring were too far apart for a wind
to be moving them.

He raised the window and craned out to see. He stared at the edge
of the woods until the trunks began to flicker with his staring. The
voices were in the woods, he was sure. Soon he glimpsed movement
in the midst of the trees, on a hillock that rose above the canopy of
branches. Two figures, a man and a woman, appeared there hand in
hand. They embraced and kissed, and at last their heads separated,
peering about at the voices. The next moment they disappeared
back into the woods.

They were early, Kilbride thought dreamily. They ought to wait
until the eleventh, May Day of the old calendar, the first day of the
Celtic summer. In those days they would be blowing horns as well as
calling to one another, to ensure that nobody got lost as they broke
branches and decorated them with hawthorn flowers. Couples
would fall silent if they wanted to be left alone. He wondered
suddenly whether he was meant to be out there — whether they
would be calling him if they knew his name.

He opened the bedroom door stealthily and tiptoed onto the tiny
landing. The doors of the other bedrooms were ajar. His heart
quickened as he paced to the first and looked in. Both rooms
were empty. He was alone in the cottage, and he suspected that
he might be alone in the village.

Surely he was meant to be in the woods. Perhaps tradition forbade
anyone to come and waken him, perhaps he had to be wakened by
the calling in the trees. He closed his bedroom window against the
stench that seeped down from the factory, then he dressed and
hurried downstairs.

The front door wasn’t locked. Kilbride closed it gently behind
him and made for the pavement, which was tarred with shadow.
Less than a minute’s walk through the deserted village took him
into the open, by the church. Though only the stone face with
leaves in its ears and mouth seemed to be watching him, he felt
vulnerable in the moonlight as he strode across the green, past
the supine maypole, and into the field that was bordered by the
woods. Once he started, for another stone face with vegetation
dangling from its mouth was staring at him over a gate, but it
was a cow. All the way from the cottage to the woods, he heard
voices calling under the moon.
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He hesitated at the edge of the trees, where the shadow of a cloud
crept over bleached knuckly roots. The nearest voices were deep in
the woods. Kilbride made his way among the trees, his feet sinking
into leaf-mold. He stopped and held his breath whenever he trod on
a twig, however muffled the sound was, or whenever he glimpsed
movement among the pale trunks etched intricately with darkness.
All the same, he nearly stumbled over the couple in the secluded
glade, having taken them for moving shadows.

Kilbride dodged behind a tree and covered his mouth while his
breathing grew calmer. He didn’t want to watch the couple, but
he dared not move until he could measure his paces. The woman’s
skirt was pushed above her waist, the man’s trousers were around
his ankles; Kilbride could see neither of their faces. The man was
tearing at the mossy ground with his hands as his buttocks pumped
wildly. Then his shoulders sagged, and the woman’s hands cupped
his face in a comforting gesture. The man recommenced thrusting
at her, more and more desperately, and Kilbride was suddenly
convinced that they were Bob and Sadie Thomas. But the man’s
head jerked back, his face distorted with frustration, and Kilbride
saw that he was no more than twenty years old.

In that moment a good deal became clear to Kilbride. What
was happening in the woods wasn’t so much a celebration of
Spring as a desperate ritual. Now he saw how total the effect
of the pollution by the factory had been, and he realized that
he hadn’t seen or heard any young children in the village. He
hid behind the tree, his face throbbing with embarrassment, and
tiptoed away as soon as he thought he could do so unnoticed. All
the way out of the woods he was afraid of intruding on another
scene like the one he’d witnessed. He was halfway across the
moonlit field, and almost running for fear that someone would
see him and suspect that he knew, when he realized fully what
they must expect of him.

He stood in the shadow of the inn to think. He could fetch his
suitcase and drive away while there was nobody to stop him — but
why should he fear that they would? On the contrary, the men
seemed anxious to see the last of him. He wouldn’t be driven out,
he promised himself. It wasn’t just that he’d been invited, it was
that someone needed him. All the same, back in the green bedroom
he lay awake for hours, wondering when they would send for him,
listening to the distant voices calling in the dark. They sounded
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plaintive to him now, almost hopeless. It was close to dawn before
he fell asleep.

This time his dreams weren’t sexual. He was at a piano in an
empty echoing concert hall, his fingers ranging deftly over the
keys, drawing music from them that he’d never heard before,
music calm as a lingering sunset then powerful as a mountain
storm. The hands on the keys were his hands as a young man,
he saw. He looked for pen and paper, but there was none. He’d
remember the music until he could write it down, he told himself.
He must remember, because this music was the whole point of his
life. Then a spotlight blazed into his eyes, which jerked open, and
the dream and the music were gone.

It was the sun, shining through the window in the roof. He turned
away from it and tried to grasp the dream. Sunlight groped over his
back and displayed itself on the wall in front of him. Eventually
he gave up straining, in the hope that the memory would return
unbidden. The silence made itself felt then. Though it must be
midday at least, the village was silent except for the lowing of a
cow and the jingle of bells. The sound of bells drew him to the
window.

The maypole was erect in the middle of the green. The villagers
were standing about on the grass. The young women wore short
white dresses, and garlands in their hair. Half a dozen Morris
dancers in uniform - knee-breeches, clogs, bracelets of bells at
their wrists — stood near the inn, drinking beer. At the far side of
the green were two empty seats. Kilbride blinked sleepily toward
these, and then he realized that one of them must be his — that the
whole village was waiting for him.

They might have wakened him, then. Presumably they had no
special costume for him. He bathed hastily, dressed and hurried
out. As he reached the green, the villagers turned almost in unison
to him.

The Morris man who came over to him proved to be Bob
Thomas. Kilbride found the sight of him in costume disconcerting
in a variety of ways. ‘“Ready, are you?”’ Bob Thomas said gruffly.
“Come on, sit you down.” He led Kilbride to the left-hand of the
chairs, both of which were made of new wood nailed together
somewhat roughly. As soon as Kilbride was seated, two of the
garlanded girls approached him with armfuls of vines, wrapping
them around his body and then around his limbs, which they left
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free to move, to his relief. Then Margery came forward alone and
sat by him.

She wasn’t wearing much under the long white dress. As she
passed in front of him, shyly averting her eyes, her nipples and
the shadows around them appeared clearly through the linen.
Kilbride gave her a smile which was meant to reassure her but
which he suspected might look lecherous. He turned away as the
girls approached once more, bearing a crown composed of blossoms
on a wiry frame, which they placed on Margery’s head.

The festivities began then, and Kilbride was able to devote him-
self to watching. When Sadie Thomas brought him and Margery
a trayful of small cakes, he found he was ravenous. The more he
ate, the stranger and more appealing the taste seemed: a mixture
of meat, apple, onion, thyme, rosemary, sugar and another herbal
taste he couldn’t put a name to. Margery ate a token cake and left
the rest for him.

The young girls danced around the maypole, holding onto
ribbons that dangled from the tip. The patterns of the dance
and the intricate weaving of the ribbons gradually elaborated
themselves in Kilbride’s mind, a kind of crystallizing of the
display on the green, the grass reaching for the sunlight, the
dazzling white dresses exposing glimpses of bare thighs, the girls
glancing at himself and Margery with expressions he was less and
less sure of. How long had they been dancing? It felt like hours
to him and yet no time at all, as though the spring sunlight had
caught the day and wouldn’t let it go.

At last the girls unweaved the final pattern, and the Morris
dancers strode onto the green. Bob Thomas wasn’t the leader,
Kilbride saw, feeling unaccountably relieved. The men lined up
face to face in two rows and began to dance slowly and deliberately,
brandishing decorated staves two feet long, which they rapped
together at intervals. The patterns of their turns and confron-
tations seemed even more intricate than the maypole dance; the
muscularity of the dancing made his penis feel thickened, though
it wasn’t erect. The paths the dancers described were solidifying
in his mind, strengthening him. He realized quite calmly that the
cakes had been drugged.

The shadows of the Morris men grew longer as he watched,
shadows that merged and parted and leapt toward the audience
of villagers on the far side of the green. Shouldn’t shadows be
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the opposite of what was casting them? he thought, and seemed
unable to look away from them until the question was resolved.
He was still pondering when the dancing ended. The shadows
appeared to continue dancing for a moment longer. Then the
Morris men clashed their staves together and danced away toward
the nearest field.

Kilbride watched bemused as all the males of the village followed
them. Several boys and young men glared at him, and he realized
that his time was near. Led by the Morris dancers, the men and
boys disappeared over the slope toward a green sunset. The jingling
of belis faded, and then there was only the sound of birdsong in the
woods behind him.

He supposed he ought to turn to Margery, but his head was
enormous and cumbersome. He gazed at the dimming of the green,
which felt like peace, imperceptibly growing. His awareness that
Sadie and another woman were approaching wasn’t enough to make
him lift his head. When they took hold of his arms he rose stiffly
to his feet and stood by the chair, his body aching from having
sat so long, while they unwound the vines from him. Then they
led him away from Margery, past the maypole and its willowy
garlands, past the clods the Morris dancers’ heels had torn out
of the ground. The women beside the green parted as he reached
them, their faces expressionless, and he saw that Sadie and her
companion were leading him to the church.

They led him through the small bare porch and opened the inner
door. Beyond the empty pews the altar was heaped with flowers.
A few yards in front of the altar, a mattress and pillows lay on
the stone floor. The women ushered Kilbride to the mattress and
lowered him onto it, so gently that he felt he was sinking like an
airborne seed. They walked away from him side by side without
looking back, and closed the doors behind them.

The narrow pointed windows darkened gradually as he lay
waiting. The outlines of pews sank into the gathering dark. The
last movements he’d seen, the women’s buttocks swaying as they
retreated down the aisle, filled his mind and his penis. His erection
felt large as the dark, yet not at all peremptory. He had almost
forgotten where he was and why he was waiting when he heard
the porch door open.

The inner door opened immediately after. He could just see
the night outside, shaped by the farther doorway. Against the
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outer darkness stood two figures in white dresses. Their heads
touched to whisper, and then the slimmer figure ventured hesitantly
forward.

Kilbride pushed himself easily to his feet and went to meet her.
He hadn’t reached her when her companion stepped back and
closed the inner door. A moment later the porch door closed.
Kilbride paced forward, feeling his way along the ends of pews,
and as he gained the last he made out the white dress glimmering
in front of him. He reached out and took her hand.

He felt her stiffen so as not to flinch, heard her draw a shaky
breath. Then she relaxed, or made herself relax, and let him lead
her toward the altar. Though the dark had virtually blinded him,
his other senses were unusually acute; the warmth of her flesh
seemed to course into him through her hand; her scent, more
delicate than Sadie’s, seemed overwhelming. He hardly needed to
touch the pews to find his way back to the mattress. Once there
he pushed her gently down on it and knelt beside her. The next
moment she reached clumsily for him.

Her hands groped over his penis, fumbled at his flies. He stroked
her hair, which was soft and electric, to soothe her, slow her down,
but she dragged at his clothes all the more urgently. She’d eaten one
of the cakes, he remembered; it might well have been aphrodisiac.
He wriggled out of his clothes and left them on the stone floor,
then he found her again in the dark.

Her hands closed around his swelling penis, her nervous fingers
traced its length. He stroked her narrow shoulders, ran his hands
down her slim body, over her firm buttocks, which tensed as his
hands slid down her thighs and back up under her dress. She raised
herself so that he could pull the dress over her head, then her
hands returned to his penis, more confidently. When he stroked
her buttocks, which were clad in thin nylon, she moaned under
her breath.

As soon as he began to ease her knickers down she pulled them
off and kicked them away, then grabbed his hand and closed her
thighs around it. He ran his thumb through her wiry pubic bush,
and her thighs opened wide to him. The lips of her sex closed over
his fingers, gulping them moistly, more and more greedily, and
then she curled herself catlike and took his penis in her mouth.

As her tongue flickered over the tip his erection grew suddenly
urgent. His penis felt like pleasure incarnate, pleasure so intense
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it made the darkness blaze and throb behind his eyes. He put one
hand under her chin to raise her head. Before he could move she
climbed over him and lowered herself onto his penis, thrust him
deep into her.

He couldn’t tell if her cry expressed pain or pleasure: perhaps
both. She pressed herself fiercely against him as her body grasped
his penis moistly, sucking him deeper. Despite the urgency, each
crescendo of sensation was longer and slower and more lingering.
Her arms began to tremble with supporting herself above him, and
he rolled her over and plunged himself as deep as he could. When
he came, it seemed to last forever. He was intensely aware of her
and of the church around them, and the slow flowering of himself
seemed an act of worship of both.

As he dwindled within her, sensations fading slowly as a fire, he
felt capable of embracing the world. All at once the path of his life,
leading through it to this moment, grew clear to him. He viewed
it with amused tolerance, even the music in his dream, which he
remembered now. It wasn’t that good, he saw, but it might be
worth transcribing. Just now this sense of all-embracing peace was
enough.

Or almost enough, for the girl was shivering. He could see the
outline of her face now, in the moonlight that had begun to seep
through the narrow windows. He lay beside her, his penis still in
her, and stroked her face. “It was the first time for Renewal of
Life too, wasn’t it? I hope it achieves what it was meant to. I just
want to tell you that I’ve never experienced anything like it, ever.
Thank you, Margery.”

He must be speaking more loudly then he intended, for his voice
was echoing. He thought that was why she jerked away from him,
lifted herself clear and fled along the glimmering aisle - and then
he realized what he’d done to make her flee. He’d used her name,
he’d betrayed that he knew who she was. They would never let
him go now.

The notion of dying at this point in his life was unexpectedly
calming. He felt as if he’d achieved the best he was capable of. He
dressed unhurriedly and paced along the aisle, through stripes of
moonlight. As he stepped into the darkness of the porch he heard a
muffled sobbing outside the church. He hoped it wasn’t Margery.
He grasped the iron ring and opened the outer door.

The moon was high above the green. From the porch it looked
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impaled by the rearing maypole. The sound of renewed sobbing
made him turn toward the inn. Several women had gathered
outside, and in their midst was Margery, weeping behind her
hands. Someone had draped a black coat over her white dress.
Sadie Thomas glanced at Kilbride, regret and resignation and a
hint of sympathy on her face, as the Morris men who had been
waiting outside the church moved toward him.

Bob Thomas was leading them. For the first time Kilbride saw
power in his eyes, though the man’s face was expressionless. All
the men had taken off their bracelets of bells, but they still carried
the decorated staves two feet long they’d used in the dance. Their
clogs made no sound on the grass. As Bob Thomas raised his stave
above his head Kilbride closed his eyes and hoped it would be the
last thing he would see or feel.

The first blow caught him across the shoulders. He gritted his
teeth, squeezed his eyes tighter, prayed that the next blow wouldn’t
miss. But the stave struck him across his upper arm, agonizingly.
He opened his teary eyes in protest and saw that the women had
gone. He turned to Bob Thomas, to try belatedly to reason with
him, and read on the man’s face that they didn’t mean to kill him
— not yet, at any rate.

They began to beat Kilbride systematically, driving him away
from the church, heading him off when he tried to dodge toward
his car. He fled toward the woods, his bruised body aching like
an open wound. With their clogs they wouldn’t be able to keep
up with him, he told himself, and once he was far enough out
of reach he could double back to the car. But they drove him
into the woods, where he tripped over roots in the dark. Soon
he was limping desperately. When he saw that they were herding
him toward a hut beside a glade he lurched aside, but they caught
him at once. One shoved a stave between his legs and felled him
in the glade.

Kilbride struggled around on the soft damp ground to face them.
He was suddenly afraid that they meant to stamp him to death with
their clogs, especially when four of them seized his arms and legs.
As Bob Thomas stooped to him, jowls dangling, Kilbride realized
that someone had followed the chase, a small figure in the shadows
at the edge of the glade. “Never experienced anything like it,
haven’t you?” Bob Thomas muttered. “You’ve not experienced
the half of what you’re going to, my bucko.”
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Kilbride tried to wrench himself free as he heard metallic sounds
in the shadows, saw the glint of a knife. Bob Thomas moved aside
as the doctor came forward, carrying his bag. He might never have
seen Kilbride before, his wizened face was so impassive. “Our
women make us feel small but our friend here won’t, I reckon,”
Bob Thomas said and stood up, rubbing his hands. “We’ll feed
him and nurse him and keep him hidden safe, and comes Old May
Day we’ll have our own Queen of the May.”



THE K.C. SUITE
Maxim Jakubowski

My original sin was to need you who could live withoutme . . . I
resisted as best I could, not knowing that the struggles of the soul
are intended to be lost.

Marie-Victoire Rouillier

I SING THE SACRED. I sing the bodies, I sing the sex, the union
between man and woman, the ever so shocking intimacy of bodies
moving towards each other, of copulation, of fornication, on beds
of starched linen sheets, on floors of unclean carpet squares, on
rickety sofas, in bath tubs under the drip of a leaking shower
head, in adulterous beds where the smell of deceived partners still
lingers on, in public places, in private places. I sing the fucking,
the thrusting, the sighs, the pain and the pleasure.

I sing what is no longer. I mourn what we once were and if you
say I am betraying you thus, I say you are wrong. It might be a
wake, but it 1s also a celebration. Of the way our naked flesh met
and connected and of a joy supreme.

This is what happened.

This is a crime story I wrote and published somewhere. At one
stage I thought it might actually become the opening chapter for
a novel I was mentally toying with, about violence and desire



152 MAXIM JAKUBOWSKI

along the American highways and a desperate race for love and
money moving from Florida to Seattle. I read it in public at some
festival. She was in the audience. As I hesitantly lingered over
the particularly sexual elements, aware that my tale was so much
more personal and explicit than the preceding stories by my fellow
authors, my eyes suddenly connected with hers. She was sitting
in a middle row. For weeks afterwards, I would wrack my brain
to try and recall the actual colour of her eyes, with no success. I
would find out later, of course. I was sitting with three others on
a slightly elevated platform, two microphones shared between the
four of us, a carafe of water and glasses, green baize covering the
table on which our books were scattered. I wonder what I must
have looked like to her. I was wearing a black Wranglers shirt
with metallic poppers, open at the collar, and my usual black
Farah trousers. That shirt still is a favourite of mine, I enjoy the
way the cuffs sport three poppers instead of the traditional lone
button most shirts have. I don’t remember what she wore. At the
end of the reading, one or two people came over with questions. I
lost sight of her as the audience trouped out of the large room.
This is the story I read that day. It was raining outside, pouring
down with rage. The woman in the story was a composite of so
many I had known and, in fact, was even more a creature of my
imagination. When I wrote the tale, I had not yet visited Miami.

Rite of Seduction

“Kill me,” she had asked.

So I had.

It seemed the only thing to do. I can’t pretend 1 was confused,
I wasn’t. I knew exactly what I was doing. I remember the night
still: there was a full moon over Miami Beach, the ocean lapped the
shore quietly and the cheap motel sported some odd Spanish name
that somehow reminded me of a bad Elvis Presley song. It was fast,
reasonably painless. The look in her eyes. Then she died.

She was a $100 a night starlet in a $2.5 million B-movie. I’d been
hanging round the studios for a week or so. I had an assignment
to cover the making of a big project financed by Spielberg’s
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Amblin’ company for one of his young hot-shot screenwriter-
turned-directors. My interviews were in the can, my notepad
full of okay anecdotes and I was ready for the road home and a
first draft on the laptop. That evening, I’d walked into this small
projection room towards the back of the studio lot. Some indie
outfit was screening its dailies. The assistant director had shared
reviewing chores with me on a now defunct magazine some years
back, and hearing I was schmoozing around town had suggested
we have a drink together for old time’s sake after the screening.

It was hot and sticky in the projection room. The conditioning
had a bad case of terminal cough and it smelled inside there of dry
sweat, stale cigarettes and dime store perfume.

On the screen, following disjointed shots that a clever editor
would later knit into the semblance of a car chase with explosions
and bruised metal galore, came take after take of a nude shower
scene and graphic enactment of a rape. Shot with three different
cameras, one hand-held, the sequence repeated and repeated
punctuated by clapperboards snapping, seen from various angles,
at times literally pornographic as the camera lingered on details of
the girl’s body, the ambiguous smile on her lips as some Latin
American-looking hood first slapped her before throwing her
onto the bed, her breast tips stiffening as both naked bodies
made contact, a fleeting view of her slightly open pubes as the
hand-held camera moved to a better vantage position, a candid
shot which would no doubt land on the proverbial cutting-room
floor. It was all badly filmed, but these soundless, imperfect images
had an unsettling effect on me. In the smokey darkness, I could
feel the dryness in my throat and the beginning of an involuntary
erection.

For the other spectators in the uncomfortable room, it was
nothing new or anything wild, just a strip of unformed celluloid
that would fit into a larger visual puzzle once it had been cleaned
up, aseptised. Most of them would have been present at the
shooting anyway and this was just a bunch of flickering second-
hand thrills.

The screen went dark as the projectionist threaded some new
footage into the system. A bar scene with different protagonists
I’d never seen before. The knot in my throat was beginning
to hurt. I just had to get out of this room, hankered for a
cold drink.
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“I need some fresh air,” I whispered to my pal sitting in the next
row. “I’ll see you outside later.”

As I rose from my seat, I noticed a woman in the back row of
the small audience also heading for the exit.

Once in the open air, the cold was like a slap in the face following
the suffocating atmosphere of the screening room. The woman
who had preceded me out was standing with her back against the
building’s wall, a long filterless cigarette hanging from her lips.

“Do you have a light?”

It didn’t take me long to recognize her. Clothing was no dis-
guise. It was that ambiguous smile, part come-hither invitaton,
part crooked rictus, half small girl ingenue and half downtown
hooker.

“Sorry, I don’t smoke. But I badly need a drink of some sorts.
There’s a bar around the block, you can light up there.”

She appeared so much smaller than on the screen, but this was
not unfamiliar. I introduced myself. Even minor film journalists
might prove useful to a career girl, she must have initially thought,
and followed me across the lot.

The bar was called something like The Mark of God, or some
other patently stupid or irrelevant name. It just sticks in my
memory somehow. The lighting inside was gentle and soothing.
I had my customary cola, no ice; she had a vodka and orange.

“Quite a sequence, hey?”

“Yeah.”

“It must feel odd,” I said, “to see yourself up there so big, so

..s0...”

“Nude, you mean, naked?”

“Yes, I suppose that’s what I was trying to say,” I answered.

She smiled gently. I wasn’t blushing, but neither did I feel
altogether comfortable. After all, I had already seen so much of
her, her exposed flesh, her concealed self.

“How does it feel, to have to do a nude scene for the cameras?”
I asked, slipping into journo mode, as she sipped her alcohol in the
non-descript, almost empty bar.

“Well, you feel in a way violated, there are all these people
around. In a way, it all becomes a bit impersonal, but you know
what, it’s also something of a turn-on. Gives you power over all
these men. They can look but they sure can’t touch.”

“Really?”
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“Oh yeah.”

That first night, we returned to my hotel room.

As I undressed her in the full, bright light I finally witnessed
the true colours of her body. Seeing her on a cinema screen being
touched by another man was one thing, and was quite enough to
give me a hard on, but here, smaller, open to nobedy but me, she
was something else. Her skin felt softer than the skin of any woman
I had been with before. For all that, she was hard and firm, her
breasts pointing gently upwards, stiffening as my fingers began to
skim their tips, her buttocks clenched together as I lowered her
onto the bed.

Inside her, it was like fire, all-consuming heat that reached so
deep, so far. It wasn’t like love, it was desperation and we merged
like strangers, uncomprehending witnesses to the mad urges of our
bodies.

On the second night we went to her room in another mediocre
beach motel with would-be art nouveau trimmings and a crumbling
balcony overlooking the ocean.

This time I undressed her slowly, mentally filming every square
inch of her flesh for memory everlasting. The curve of her neck,
the almost invisible dimple in her chin, the forgotten trace of a scar
on her forehead hidden by a lock of stray hair, the mole at the top
of her back, the way her pubic hair curled and curled. We never
did say much. We didn’t really have that much to say to each other
when we were not in bed. We soon realized we were creatures of
lust and little else mattered.

For I think an hour I kissed, caressed, gently bit, made
studied foreplay with her until she could stand it no longer and
screamed out:

“Enough, I want you inside me now,” as she wrapped her hand
around my cock.

Then, “It feels so big, I don’t know how it’s going to fit,” and
guided me in.

On the third day, we rented a room for the night in a better
class of hotel, up north on Collins Avenue, towards the Aventura
Mall. At the other end of the room, facing the bed, was a large
circular mirror. She insisted I take her from behind and watched
attentively in the mirror, as I laboured in her rear, thrusting for her
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appreciation and my own pleasure and hers, fascinated by the look
on her face as sweat dripped from her forehead over our private
cinema screen.

It was simple fucking, it wasn’t love by any means. But I couldn’t
escape, all of me just wanted more. I should have returned to the
magazine and the city by now, <ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>