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Chapter 1
Foreword to Gulls & Chuffs written by it’s careful lady
owner


     Who is evil c love? Tosser, Trickster,
Shyster, Stylist: Anagram, Oxymoron, Pseudonym, Mask?  
Now that his story is over (and his arse is mine), this is a
question I ask myself and these are just some of the answers I come
up with.



     At some stage, the reader will probably
ask herself the same question. Did the events of this book actually
happen in whole or in part?  Is e c love, or someone very like
him, for real? It’s a good question. Whenever I read a novel myself
I’m always curious about the writer. About the depth of shadow cast
by the teller on the tale they chose to tell.  



     I raise the issue because I’m aware that a
book like this one – full of vile yet random male imaginings –
practically invites the reader to view e c as an even less
substantial presence than most narrators, as the pale shadow of a
shadow if you like. Not one man at all in the fullest sense of that
word but the slyly edited nexus of one man’s fantasies (or a
vaguely coherent bunch of them) selected to reveal not his
character or even anything at all about ‘him’ as such, but ordered
so as to make some asinine pseudo-intellectual comment or another
about the low-life of the male mind? In fact I’m certain that
that’s exactly the sort of crap some men will choose to believe.
That is if they read anything at all in these putrid pages beyond
the prick jokes and the disgusting close-up descriptions of female
sexual organs.



     Now I know it’s for you to judge and that
I can’t expect to extend my ownership of these pages into the
thoughts readers might have about them, but I have to declare here
and now that I didn’t make the decision to publish this stuff to
encourage any sort of latitude for its author. Quite the
contrary.  And I might as well admit that I’m going to be
absolutely furious if it turns out that the grovelling little gimp
gets anything like a sympathetic audience. Because – and you can
take this from me who was there at the time  – what you see on
the page is more or less what you got in the flesh: a squalid,
self-aggrandising wanker from first to last. I realise that now and
only wish I’d seen it earlier.



     And anyway, it’s clearly not all fantasy.
He’s accurate on the basic facts of his own misdoing (as I’ve since
had the opportunity to discover, to his cost). For sure, he’s
embellished the record with his own brand of sick bollocks and
overheated conjecture but I reckon any half-way sensible reader (by
which I suppose I mean a woman) could spot that a mile off. It’s
just a question of seeing how he liked to play with himself. 
Of recognising the tacky overblown, style for what it is. Prick
pulling prose that reminds me of the gaudy vinyl doll I found in
his cupboard and burned before his eyes in a cloud of acrid black
smoke a few weeks back ('Inflatable Venus' would you believe?). Yet
– and this is the point - for all of the torrid pneumatic huffing
and puffing there’s still enough sense of a man here for a woman to
take heed of. I know that reading it certainly clarified a lot of
things for me about the way things had to be in the future. And so,
ladies, I recommend this book to you on that basis. As for the men?
Well I suggest they take from it what best they can: maybe see it
as a warning of another sort. As a hint of stings to come
perhaps.



     So I hope the book will be a warning to
wankers everywhere. That it will stay the hand of anyone who’s
about to go solo on the pink piccolo or preparing to percuss the
hairy castanets.  I’d like to think that those so tempted will
see  for themselves the cancer of self-abuse not just for the
(former) onanist known as e.c. love, but for the possibility of
committed passionate relationships everywhere.   Because,
despite its reflexive, self-satisfied noodling and egocentric
jerkiness, I think there’s something in ec’s masturbatory style
that touches each and every tosser alive. I believe that its wanky
wearisomness of expression serves as its own warning. So read and
learn but don't emulate; not if you want to save your marriages and
avoid having your foreskins pierced and locked.



     At the very least I hope that the tacky
inflatable user deep inside everyman will develop the decency to
exercise some sort of restraint, some sort of modesty and stow the
flattened vinyl offence to good taste back under the mattress out
of sight and mind whenever the handiwork’s over for the day. And
that he’ll not let his sordid little predilections get in the way
of having proper, eager, energetic sex with his partner whenever
she requires it. Or, as you'll see, she might herself learn to look
elsewhere.



     For I think that one thing at least will
be clear. Gulls and Chuffs (as I decided to call it) was
written without any sense of modesty or shame, but with the gaudy
fuck-toy fully pumped up and lying  on the living-room sofa
with her legs spread apart and her triple-entry sex holes and nylon
bush embrazoned for all to see. For a while I even considered using
Blow-up Venus as the title for the whole sorry tract. But
in the end I dropped the idea as being both a little too precious
and a lot too approving for my taste. Even that though would have
been better than One Off The Wrist, which e.c. had as his
working title (he’d also been flirting with Banjo
Strumming, out of the same stable though with a different
spin). But in the end I tweaked a line from Shakespeare to suit my
purposes. As you’ll soon see, ec was playing about with the same
line, but of course he didn’t see the true potential until it was
too late and he’d lost the power of choice. For what it’s worth
though, he approves of my decision now. Said something about a
divinity that shapes your ends and wondered if I’d allow him to
look up the word pneumatology for me in the dictionary. He even
found something to smile about when I told him that he could kiss
my arse instead.










Chapter 2
The Literary Journal of E. C. Love, apprentice novelist


The Literary Journal of E. C. Love, apprentice novelist



     Reading is like wanking: there are more
reasons for doing it than the simple pursuit of pleasure. I thought
about that when I came across my Penguin translation of La
Pest yesterday. Or it could have been today, I don’t remember
the exact time. It may easily have been after midnight. I was up in
the loft looking for some old porno magazines after Samantha had
gone to bed and I found it in a box of papers from way back. 
I remember first reading the book when I was doing ‘A’ levels and
keen on the idea of entering the world of great literature. Well,
great at least so far as examination syllabuses were concerned. I
saw that it was being read in the French class and I thought that I
ought to read it too. I was always buying books which I imagined
were good for me, rather than read those I knew I’d enjoy (which at
the time was the more overtly masturbatory collection of erotic
novels, or ‘dirty books’ as my mother accurately called them,
hidden at the back of my father’s wardrobe). I’m much the same
today: far too influenced by reviews in The London Review of
Books for my own peace of mind. It still irks me to think of
the time I’ve wasted in the school of Portuguese feminist magic
realism. And for what? - A hundred hours of rectitude! For
entertainment value, give me Memoirs in Memory of Massive
Mammaries every time.



     I certainly didn’t enjoy The
Plague much, which was hardly surprising, as I hadn’t liked
The Outsider either; though I wouldn’t have said so back then. The
seventies were fairly pro-Camus times and no one with strong
literary pretensions and an underdeveloped independence of taste
would have admitted to never having got inside the outsider. True,
there was that really strong opening about killing his mother
because it was hot, but otherwise I have to confess that I couldn’t
see the attraction. The best thing it had going for it so far as I
was concerned was that it was short and you could tick it off the
‘to read’ list without putting in too much effort. The
Plague didn’t even have that to recommend it. I remember
thinking it was long and tedious, though I’d be hard pressed now to
recall the plot.  I think I simply ground my way through it.
I’m certain I didn’t understand it. Sometimes I worry that I’m just
a vulgarian with ideas above his station (the Gard du Flawed
perhaps).  Maybe I should read it again.



     This lurking feeling of unease, this
recurrent sense that I disguise an innate lack of  seriousness
beneath a synthetic coating of culture candy, repeated itself like
a bitter saccharine aftertaste when I opened the yellowing inside
cover of Camus’ pestilential text last night.  There beneath
the title, in a jaunty, overblown, hand, my seventeen-year-old self
had written as a mock subtitle – ‘An Insomniac’s Delight’. Clearly
I had disliked the book enough to turn it into a joke and yet I
forced myself to read every single word. Why? Why did I do this and
why do I do this? Asking myself this question suddenly seemed more
interesting than any clammy search for long-hidden
Bazangas. The answer came even more quickly than I had
hoped to do. On the same page as my dismissive comment, I had
underlined in significant red ink Camus’ defining quotation from
Defoe: It is as reasonable to represent one kind of imprisonment by
another, as it is to represent anything that really exists by that
which exists not

.

     Reasonably enough, even when I found the
works themselves to be memorably tedious, I was excited by the idea
of literature as a repository of Big Ideas and Hidden Meanings –
something akin to extended crossword puzzles that I had to try and
solve. The books I read and most sucked on in those days were works
in which metaphor, conceit, allegory, symbolism and philosophical
expatiation on the human condition had the upper hand. This was a
world in which a leather-clad George Eliot squatted on the face of
Charles Dickens and where Herman Melville gave Jane Austen a
well-deserved rogering in her father’s vestry with his huge white
dick. Sexiest of all were the continental cock stars.
Squirt-inducing Satre, penis-pulsing Proust and the Marquis de
Kafka; king of the mento-masochist orgy, hold-up in his penetrable
castle. When you’re stiffening your own resolve to become
authorially active you go with what you perceive to be the big
boys.  The mere pursuit of pleasure isn’t enough to get you on
an’ off. The literary, as with any libido, is all to do with the
moment in the mind.



     And, in these terms, I certainly fancied
Camus. Camus, Camus, respect was due! Resistance worker, newspaper
editor, playwrite, philosopher, novelist, nobel prize winner and
international goalkeeper – all before he died at the age of 47. As
a grown-up of sorts, it's this that I find most admirable even now.
Talk about giving the unforgiving minute a well deserved kick up
the arse. And here's me, fast approaching middle age and still
doing little more than fantasise about writing anything that anyone
would want to idly flick through, let alone feel the need to sweat
over.



     But, perhaps all this might change. Either
through serendipity or through some obscure operation of the
subconscious leading me towards new solutions by way of old
desires, last night I hit upon a way forward as a writer. Searching
for one wank, I found another. Taking the book downstairs and
leafing through the various textual markings (I was always cruel to
my books), I came across a section which suddenly triggered a clear
memory of one storyline in the novel. It concerned the character
named Grand who wished to write a novel and could never get beyond
the opening lines. These featured a young lady riding on horseback
down the Bois de Boulogne. The writing never progressed beyond this
initial image, with the obsessive would-be author grooming and
regrooming the originally chosen words for greatness, yet never
getting further into the story. Indeed, there was no story to tell,
because Grand had the desire to write a truly great novel, but the
desire was all he had. He owned a horse, but he couldn’t ride it;
so he worried away with the curry comb.



     Sometimes it is difficult to know whether
occasions conspire or inspire against you, but reconnecting with
Grand’s fictional experience last night on the living room sofa
affected me in a way I didn’t know it could when I was a teenager.
Then, I wanted to be a writer and saw no reason why I shouldn’t
become one. I was to go to university and study writing further and
go on to earn my living as Camus had done, though without the
sideline between the sticks. Now, I know that I did indeed read
English and considered writing any number of putative novels that
thankfully I had enough critical insight never to begin. Instead I
became a teacher of literature with the old Shavian chestnut about
doers and teachers continuing to gnaw away at me. Discontented, I
continued, like Grand, to worry away at the idea of a literary
pantheon with me in it.  But just as Grand never got beyond
the first few lines of his masterwork, I never got beyond their
titles. From university up until a few years ago (when I
begrudgingly accepted mediocrity as the price to pay for a wife,
family, career, and, more significantly, no artistic production), I
spent a good deal of my time thinking up the titles to
ground-breaking novels that I would one day write.



     Hundreds of these exercises in literary
intent without content existed only as mental events, dreamt up and
mostly soon forgotten while lying in the bath or walking to the pub
or daydreaming in a lecture. Inventing big-sounding, derivative and
portentious headings for who knew what, became a displacement
activity which I used to crowd out the unpalatable knowledge that I
hadn’t written a damn thing and didn’t know how to.



     He Went in Search of Nothing;
What the Wise Doth Know; The Moon is Just the Moon; The
Toe-Rag; Serpents Sometimes Say They’re Sorry; Rampant; Jimbo
Jehosaphat, Merchant of Doom; What We Do In Death; The Midlanders;
The Ceramic Pot; Acid Jabs; Licking the Lollipop Lady; Rags and
Stones; Cats Like Tigers; The Dentist’s Drill; I’d Rather Stand;
Putting on Paint; Growing Through the Fence; Spanish Omelet; Like
the Dew in Winter; Skateboarding; The Dingle Starry; Viking
Wives: on and on it went.



     That I once felt it worth writing out
these titles, along with a large number of similar efforts, passes
its own comment on the many I never bothered to preserve for the
consideration of posterity. Some of those accorded the accolade of
ink became the object of serious consideration regarding their
actual content.



     There is a Green Hill. This was
to be about spiritual longing in a world without God. Even in my
imagination it was turgid stuff. A man desires the fulfillment
which only religious intensity and certitude can bring, yet cannot
believe in the Christian absolutes of his methodist,
chapel-chivvied, childhood. Yes, it was me; and I had every
intention of using this title to expose the barren landscape of the
bourgeois blind-alley in which I thought I found myself. I never
did it though, not one word of the actual text emerged, despite
having the title resounding in my head for almost eighteen months.
I didn’t so much as set hoof in the Bois du Boulogne



    Before that there was going to be my epic novel
of campus life: Tam Burlane. As the title homophonously
hints, this baby was going to be structurally analogous to
Marlowe’s whizz-kid hero Tamburlaine the Great. I thought this one
through just after I left college.  I imagined it to be the
everyday tale of an obscure Northern working class boy (I’ll give
you one guess), who, through sheer force of his own will, rises
effortlessly; conquers the twin realms of academia and romance;
takes as his own the most beauteous maid alive and transforms his
erstwhile professor of English literature into his footstool. There
was to be a memorably surreal set-piece in which the faculty big
mouths, cruelly bitted, pulled Tam’s glittering wedding carriage
through the cheering streets of a provincial English town. In those
days, I didn’t think of this project so much as wish-fulfillment,
as a whimsical attempt to recover the high style of epic for our
redbrick times.



     Though pen was again never set to paper, I
did remain interested in the concept of reclaiming classical heroes
for the modern audience for several years after Tam died of mental
stagnation  (or of the wrath of nod as I came - I imagined
wittily - to think of it). Later, to placate my own sense of
self-loathing, I did actually write a letter to the BBC suggesting
that I might write a series of screenplays transposing the
experiences of Heracles, Perseus, Odyssesus, Achilles, Agamemnon
and Oedipus to contemporary public bars located in satirically
depicted areas of London. Lager Than Life I was going to
call that – and I thought I could have made a go of it, if I had
ever been given the courtesy of a reply. In retrospect, I think I
knew I never would and was glad of the excuse to expunge the mighty
line from my list of Big Book ideas.



     It was around that time that I came to
despair of writing anything worth reading and began to blame the
titles themselves. They weren’t good enough or inspiring enough to
launch me on my way to print. As an oeuvre the headings I had
manufactured lacked resonance. Some of them were frankly silly.
After all, and alliteration notwithstanding, a serpent would never
say it was sorry, not even to Jimbo Jehosaphat. But then, out of
nowhere, came The Big One. I hit upon it while reading King
Lear for an examination class. Reading Shakespeare always made
me feel depressed back then. Why can't I do that? I asked myself.
All that seething fecundity and, it was particularly galling to
note, achieved without his seeming to give any thought at all to
what he was going to call the plays. When all's said and done King
Lear could hardly have been the most inspiring of monikers. And
then, through blind luck or bardic intercession, there it
was:



          
             How
fearful

        And dizzy ‘tis to cast one’s
eyes so low!

        The crows and choughs that
wing the midway air

        Show scarce so gross as
beetles. Half-way down

        Hangs one that gathers
samphire – dreadful trade!

        Methinks he seems no bigger
than his head.



     I’d like to think that I saw it right
off;  but, in truth, the first thing to catch my eye was
Gross as Beetles  (a searing indictment of moral
turpitude in the pop industry, chronicling the rise and downfall
through easy sex and hard drugs of one Eric Grand as he moved from
sixties strummer to naughties rock legend).  Thankfully, it
took a fateful few seconds for realism to win through. I didn’t
know enough about the pop industry to write an indictment of its
turpitudinousness, searing or otherwise. I was on the verge of
moving on, just about to stumble away from the edge of Dover cliff,
when, in a moment of lucidity, I caught sight of the motherload.
There it was, sticking up out of the text, inviting you to stub
your toe on it as you blindly passed along, a nugget the size of
Murder Most Foul or The Dogs of War; an
undiscovered prize that no would-be writer could walk away
from.



     Wing The Midway Air - immediately
it made my mouth water. It had everything a title needs. It took on
the mantel of Joyce even more fully than mythical heroes in pubs,
and yet it wasn’t just a nod to the Daedalan past. It was also so
very now, standing betwixt and between then and when, but
pointing, in fact prodding, toward the half-glimpsed future; the
post-cold war, post-feminist, post-glasnost, post-modernist,
post-millennial post-post period to come. It was so ubiquitously at
the centre of so many things, almost of eveything, that the content
could come later. Here was a title to a truly great novel and one
that was worthy of truly great writing. From the moment I read it,
I knew that this was the book I would have to write or I would
write nothing at all. Wing The Midway Air by E. C. Love.
That was it!



     And so it pretty much was. It was
exhilarating having the title to one of the great novels of our
generation, but it was enervating trying to find the temerity to
write anything beneath it. To do Wing justice required not
only the span of a condor but also it's acuity of vision in
hunting-down the ills of the last century while spiraling upwards
on the great thermal currents of the new age. It was a soaring
challenge. By comparison, having a go at Licking the Lollipop
Lady (a punny account of circuitously requited love and
confectionery set in a sweet shop), seemed no more difficult than
stepping up a curb.  I told myself I was trapped. I wouldn’t
go back to rags and stones but I couldn’t summon up either the
courage or the insight to launch myself out into the midway air. I
was like the Sardinian shepherd who had a picture of an
unattainable supermodel tucked in his tunic and could no longer
make do with sheep. I was the cat in the adage.



     And that’s how I stayed until I gave the
whole thing up over a decade ago. At heart, I knew that this
imagined impasse was as much an excuse as it was a small devil’s
arse. After all, I hadn’t written anything under the dentist’s
drill either, so it was no good blaming 'wing the midway air' for
being too much for me. And yet, I did think, and still do think,
that a good title  can help a true writer angle after the carp
of fiction (to adapt an image from poor Polonius). And, of course,
it can be potent reader bait too, readers these days needing
something alluring to bring them to the gaff, to tempt them away
from all the other pond life that's out there. Sex works well in
attracting the coarser fish of course (as we see all-too-frequently
in the seemingly endless run of publications from the Diary of
a Dirty Bonking Bitch genre); but Wing The Midway Air
is aniseed for more cultured specimens. It's literary. It's pithy.
It reeks of great tradition. It is temptingly euphonious. It
stimulates the higher brain. Just as Grand’s horse was his
thoroughbred literary conveyance, Wing casts me where I still want
to go. Right into the cultural mainstream.  



     Last night, retracing my own failures
through the perspective of Grand’s foolish and failed design, led
me to a troubling conclusion. I still want to write; more than I
ever did. The portents remain auspicious. Ten years on and, so far
as I know, no one else has hit upon the title. The very fact that I
still scan the end-of-year reviews and library indexes in fear that
some bastard has winged it out from under my nose confirms that I
never fully gave up the ghost. Yes, I want to do it. What I
certainly don’t want to do though is fritter away any more my life
in the Grand manner pursuing an illusion. Better to accept being a
nonentity.  Yet, I saw that it was possible to learn something
from this account of literary failure. I had been cowed by the
possibilities of Wing the Midway Air. They had been too
numerous and too great. Grand, on the other hand, had gone for
greatness straight from the start. His first novel had to go
straight in at number one and he could never reconcile what he had
on the page with his own idea of genius. So he started over and
over again.



     There was his mistake. He would not accept
the limitations of his apprenticeship. He wouldn’t tolerate The
First Part of Henry VI until it was King Lear. 
I need to learn from this. Understand that I’m not ready for
Wing but recognise too that writing is a craft and that so
far I haven’t so much as lashed together a raft. Little wonder that
HMS Invincible seemed so overwhelming. Even SS Rampant was too
daunting to start off with. Build a few tubs, the odd barge, a tug
or two, make The Saucy Sues of this world, the Jolly Rogers, before
trying for cruisers and frigates and long before Battleships.
Preparation is the key. Writing as a craft. Put in the slog, build
up the muscle. Do  some serious ground work before assaying
the grand work. That’s what I need to do: get some vessels down the
slipway. Almost anything so long as it's watertight.



     I’d made up my mind before I went to bed
and by the time I woke this morning, the strategy was fully formed.
I will write some apprentice pieces and keep a journal to record
progress. A writer’s journal, this journal: the literary journal of
a journey - the journey of E. C. Love, writer. I’ve been intending
to keep a journal anyway. I think it might help me get some
perspective on the other stuff, the delicate stuff, that’s going on
at the moment with Sam and I. God knows I could do with it. And, so
far as the writing goes: see this as a complete break with the
past, roll my sleeves up and put in the graft.  There’s no
need for a complete break with titles though. Wing has shown me
just how much of a muse a good title is; what an inspiration to a
writer a really productive title can be. All I need is a break with
the lousy titles that I was coming up with.



     And where better to find the lacklousy
than in Shakespeare? If, as the man said, the bible is full of
quotations, then even a semi-literate glance at the booksellers
catalogues proves that Shakespeare is full of titles, almost by
definition good titles. After all, Shakespeare is Shakespeare. Take
any page at random and you’re sure to find dozens of perfectly
servicable headings for quality fiction. O.K. they won’t be
Wing but they will all have that recognised smack of
genius and, along with it, the inspirational cultural authority I’m
looking for.



     As an experiment, I’ve just let the
Complete Works fall open on my desk. It opened at the first scene
of As You Like It. I would have preferred verse, but even
this proves my point:



    As I remember, Adam, it was upon this fashion
bequeathed me by will but poor a thousand crowns, and, as thou
sayest, charged my brother on his blessing to breed me well; and
there begins my sadness. My brother Jaques he keeps at school, and
report speaks goldenly of his profit: for my part, he keeps me
rustically at home, or, to speak more properly, stays me here at
home unkept; for call you that keeping for a gentleman of my birth,
that differs not from the stalling of an ox?



     And there it is, about 15 intriguing
titles, a whole lifetime’s work, a veritable canon, from a mere two
sentences. My God, I wish I’d hit upon this before. All I needed
was inspiration, and here it is, mouthwateringly available, a
creative shortcut to publication that I can hardly wait to start
taking. Look at what could be pulled out, even from this workaday
stuff. The resonance of the language takes your breath away.
Imagine:



     As I Remember: Proust, eat your
hear out. Off the top of my head, I’d use this as the vehicle for a
highly unreliable and disagreeable narrator, writing his own very
partial and self-justifying memoirs for a tabloid newspaper
following his release from prison after serving eight years for
murdering his faithless wife. People are interested in crimes of
passion and I can just imagine how this bloke would be slick with
self-justification.. Troweling out the sordid details and rendering
his own rough-hewn ways as smooth as plaster and ready for the
whitewash.  I know all about this sort of casuistry and the
bastards that go in for it.



     As I remember Adam: this could
almost be the opposite side of the story. Eve DeBrulais looks back
with elegiac and romantic longing at an earlier love, seen in
erotic flashback, and revealed in idylic counterpoint to her
postlapsarian life with an insensitive, manipulative and
brutalising husband whose constant denigration drives her into
joyless adulterous liaisons in a vain attempt to reclaim the
paradise of youthful coupling. These later sex scenes would need to
be stark, loveless and shockingly impersonal (the way some people
like them). The lessons are learned not by the central characters,
but by their children, a boy and a girl, who recognise their
parents’ failings and achieve redemption through this
understanding. O felix culpa.



     Upon This Fashion: a satire on
rapacious capitalism’s unscrupulous control of taste via its
stranglehold on the media. Jane Greene metaphorically represents
this process through the bisexual pursuit of transient
gratification in her private life and through her self-serving
philosophy as clothes editor for a women’s magazine. I think that
an amoral bisexual appetite located among the
no-better-than-they-should-be smart set could work quite well as an
emblem of corporate omnivorousness, as well as being reader
friendly enough to put the punters in a morally embarrassing
relationship to the narrative.  It could also be quite fun to
write about.



     Bequeathed Me By Will: the
perfect title, in fact, for what I intend to do. I will write some
stories that have been handed down by Will. (I take it as
propitious that the plays threw up this the first time out. I like
the idea of the great man supporting my apprenticeship). In fact,
this would make a great yarn. England’s greatest writer haunts a
talentless hack, or, better still hackette, in an effort to
reestablish his artistic agenda to a new millennial audience. It
could be hilarious to see how the Shakespearean sublime would be
received in the here and now if it were cramped by the Sunday
supplement; cabined by the sit-com format or confined by Mills and
Boon.  A bit like having Jesus come back as a TV evangelist.
The problem would be coming up with something that might pass
muster as Shakespeare. If it were a comedy-horror I might just get
away with it.



     Charged My Brother: detective
inspector Clive Cunliffe faces racism within the force and
suspicion within his own family and the local community as he
attempts to track down a serial rapist attacking young black girls
in Brixton. Is the criminal a white man, a black man, a policeman
or someone he knows all too well? Is this tired formula redeemed by
the introduction to the plot of Mercedes Cunliffe, the D.I.’s
sister and formidable activist in the sphere of gender politics?
Read on and find out.



     On His Blessing: a 
confessional story in eight parts, each opening ‘O bless me
father … ‘ in which Sean O’Riorden discloses to Father Bernard
Smoker 15 years of sin based on adultery, self-abuse, impure and
lustful thoughts, drug-taking, indulgence and related recidivism.
Another comic tale.



     To Breed Me Well: this could
always prompt some sort of aristocratic, tight-jhodpured,
saddle-straddled, rich-girl, soft-porn romp concerning Arabella’s
men and horses. I hate these high-class rumpy reads, though, and
would sooner go for something less obvious. I read a particularly
disturbing breeding story once where the narrator was a stud dog
who was kidnapped by pornographers and put to work in hard core
skin flicks (or, to be more accurate skin ‘n fur flicks). In this
vein, I’d use the title to prompt a piece of fiction written from
the point of view of Prudence, a sleek, sensuous, disdainfully
aloof black pussycat whose abrasive cream-lapping tongue is used in
a most imprudent manner by her master and mistress.



     There Begins My Sadness: would
open with a couple about to divorce. Each successive chapter would
alternate between the evolving future and the receding past. The
future would concern the male partner, Nathan Wilkins, who had
initiated the divorce in the quest for freedom and
self-fulfillment. The past would focus on Serena Wilkins and chart
the regression of their marriage from that miserable point in time
by degrees to the happiness of her wedding day. While Serena,
therefore, grows more content throughout the novel, Nathan’s future
leads him steadily towards misery and isolation. Serve the bastard
right the ladies will say.



     Report Speaks Goldenly: a story
investigating the tensions between the public persona of a
well-regarded school teacher and the inner sexual obsessions and
furtive actions of his private self. The narrative would develop
through stream of consciousness over one evening as the unnamed
teacher writes a set of reports for his all-female sixth form
class. The thoughts occasioned by the activity bring professional
considerations and private reveries into sharp contrast.



     Rustically at Home: not so much
about country folk as about country matters. This could be a
domestic comedy about sex among the professional middle classes
whose lifestyles would never be guessed at by their colleagues at
work. By day, Joanna Pollock is a married statistician working for
a market research company. By night and particularly by weekend,
her life revolves around the metropolitan swingers scene and
personal columns. She and her husband have learned to live with
this hedonistic lifestyle and make it work for them. That is until
one Friday night when they each arrive home with a prospective
partner and their domestic dynamic begins to change for the worse
over one momentous weekend. With, as they say, hilarious
consequences.



     To Speak More Properly: a shy,
modestly accomplished, Northerner arrives in London. In the hopes
of attracting a woman and a better career, he takes an elocution
course which magically transforms his social and sexual standing.
He becomes a celebrated wit and raconteur, the toast of
glittery-literary London. His first novel, Pig Male One,
depicting his linguistic transformation, is a hugely urbane homage
to Northern-working-class-male values and a withering attack on
nineties and naughties feminism. It is an international best
seller. He is a modern-day Tamburlaine.



     Stays: a man’s fetish for female
corsetry grows out of control and destroys his marriage, his career
and, ultimately, his humanity.  Underwear as the agent of
nemesis, leading the over-fixated Dr Stewart Powers into a
mephistopilean pact with the bra, the wasp and the girdle. A tale
which literally and figuratively explores the fatal connection
between sex and undoing,  through, as they say, one man’s
tragic obsession.



     At Home Unkept: could be told
through one year’s diary kept by West Indian housewife Desiree
White following her marriage to Oliver, a powerful British banker
she met when he was on holiday in Antigua. The account of their
first year in England is modeled on the structure of Othello, as
Desiree records what she takes to be Oliver’s efforts to embroil
her in a sexual relationship with another woman to gratify his own
voyeuristic sexual desires. During the lonely hours she spends at
home while the now diffident Oliver is at work, she is assailed by
his seeming-friend Diego, who seduces her into believing that her
shy husband has commissioned him to set up a liaison with his own
willing partner, the sultry Bianca. Seeking to do what she believes
she must to save her ailing marriage, Desiree complies with the
arrangement, which is filmed by Diego, supposedly for Oliver’s
salivation. The final scene - in which the video is screened,
Diego’s machinations are revealed to the other three and the plot
moves towards its bitter conclusion - makes this diary novel the
anti-Bridget Jones.



     Call you that keeping?: tells the
story of the life and loves of a rural cricket team whose wicket
keeper, Dan Anthony, on the face of it the repository of every
cherished English value, is at the centre of an international
cocaine cartel. Clearly, this is a satire on the integrity of the
current keepers of the nation, our political masters.



     For a gentleman of my birth: is a
first person narrative account of Brenda Agenda, born, Freddie
Tunstall, who, following a miserable childhood, disastrous marriage
and failed career as a homosexual drag artist, went on to become
London’s first openly post-operative transexual mayor and active
lesbian caberet artiste. An exercise in narrative audacity.



    The stalling of an ox: the ox in
question is Freddie Jones, a charmless backbench politician, who,
without any redeeming ability, intelligence, wit or charm, happens
to catch a groundswell of popular opinion by speaking out in the
tabloid press against the excesses of feminism. Seeking to ride the
wave into higher office, Freddie’s burgeoning career is halted by a
militant feminist sting. This results in him being caught on tape,
kneeling on all fours, dressed in falsies, suspenders and a garter
belt and with a huge erection, clearly enjoying being fisted at one
end by a leather-clad dominatrix with pierced nipples and a shaven
head while being urinated on at the other by a nubile
eighteen-year-old, dressed in a schoolgirl’s uniform. He is forced
to recind his stated views and withdraw from public life or else
risk full exposure in the newspaper which was complicit in his
rise.



     And there you have it. Some smacking more
of the departure lounge than others, but a man could start work on
any one of them right this minute with every confidence of success.
I might even come back to a few of these once I’ve got going. I
especially like the stalling of an ox. There are bits of that idea
that are quite inspirational: for me at least.  I think that
the free-fro of the internet means has that people in general have
never been more ready for serious writing which fuses the artistic
with the pornographic, the realistic with the orgasmic. You’ve only
got to look at the T.V. in the evening or read about the sleazoid
politicos who spend half their time in parliament and the other
half in dog collars to realise the truth of that. Who knows, maybe
I could even start a new school. Fuck magic realism and bring on
onanic dualism: part truth, part fantasy. Leave the reader to work
it out. At least with material that’s written to be a turn on, fact
or fantasy you know that at least one thing is real: the author’s
firm conviction. At least that’s true. I might have a go at
something like that in some of my own pieces. It’s always popular,
I think I’d be quite good at it and, so far as it bridges the gap
between what you want and what you usually get, erotica helps each
and every one of us to wing the midway air.










Chapter 3
Good enough to Toss


Such pitiful rascals – tut tut; good enough to toss
(Henry IV Part 1 IV.ii)



     Here’s an old one for you to begin with.
Question: Why did Dorothy Parker call her parrot Onan? Answer:
Because he spilled his seed on the ground.



    I sometimes wonder how long it took old Dorothy
to think up quips like that. I bet it took her ages. I have this
vision of her forever padding around her slick New York bolthole
trying to squeeze out one more seemingly spontaneous ejaculation to
add salt to her reputation as an ever-ready riot; a woman with the
right finger perpetually poised on the correct conversational
button. Pant-wettingly witty? Oh sure; Dorothy just keeps 'em
coming, wisecracks flood right out of her. The woman is a
natural.

 

The woman is a natural. Have you ever noticed how we
love it when someone digs their spur hard into the flesh of the
moment and makes a killer off-the-cuff remark or a sudden
cut-through-the-crap connection? You only need to look at the TV
and radio listings these days, with their kneejerk scheduling of
droll assemblages of the effortlessly entertaining to know that ‘I
wish I’d said that’ has wrested the cultural kudos away from the
tired-and-tested joke book litany with its threadbare pretense of
effervescence and hand-me-down certainty that ‘you will, you
will’?

 

Why is that? Why do we enviously gasp when we witness wit
spurting out of its own accord in the cut and thrust of social
intercourse, the spilling of conversational jollies in real
time?  And why are such quidities rated not just a little, but
a whole dollop less praiseworthy and wholesome when we find out
that the seemingly high-spirited ejaculant emerged as the
dishonestly calculated culmination of some solitary mind massage or
self-conscious tickling of the self towards the emission of
wit?  Maybe it’s because we feel cheated, as though the
bubbling over of humour had nothing to do with the moment, nothing
to do with our presence as audience and a lot to do with the
cynical pursuit of secret goals. It’s the difference between a wank
and a fuck: one - interactive, social, and essentially
companionable; the other - a squalid and biologically dishonest
piece of self-gratification.



    Because that’s what we all go for, right? - the
brilliant, interactive, self-justifying surge of consciousness.
What leaves us with a nasty taste in the mouth is the manipulative,
the prestidigitatious and the rehearsed. We all feel uneasy with
the second hand, even though most of us have first hand experience
of it. Making love is good; masturbating is bad. So here’s the joke
– the spontaneous parrot doing what comes naturally (spilling his
seed all over the cage and onto the carpets) is turned into a bawdy
image of biblical unnaturalness. He jerks off, commits the sin of
Onan. Who’s a pretty boy then; who’s a bad bad bird? Clever old
Dorothy; you naughty, naughty gusset grinder.



    Just after Watergate, when the world was left
wondering how a criminal got his finger on the button, I saw a TV
programme in which various crisis pundits and cultural  DJs
were discussing Norman Mailer’s assessment of Nixon as the kind of
a man who played with himself at night. Not that there was much
debate to be had, as everyone took Norm’s point. In fact, I can
still recall the supercilious look on their po faces as they
collectively bristled at the very idea of presidential knob
kneading. You can see the line of thought. Winding-up your own
willy is sexually and emotionally dishonest. It’s a form of lying.
It’s the very essence of self-gratification. It’s getting what you
want whether anyone wants to give it to you or not. It’s cheating
the system; a kind of emotional burglary: getting the pleasure
without the need to be nice or even just plain decent to anyone. In
fact, the reasoning runs, masturbation makes for bad karma. You
like little boys? So beat off to school uniform catalogues. You
have sadistic tendencies? Turn them into active characteristics by
ringing 0898 Whip. You find power exciting? Then exercise it. Read
S&M; screw the interne; authorise the burglary – it’s all part
of the fantasy, part of the turn on.



     At the time I was quite hurt by this
analysis of one of the devils of the day. Not because Nixon was
taking it up the tailgate, but because I was too. All those
thoughtfully nodding cognoscenti gravely agreeing that in some
profound and troubling sense the President of the USA was a wanker
and exhibited all of the deepest characteristics of being
one.  Up to that point I had thought of him as much more of a
fucker – out to screw the body politic and bugger the most
cherished traditions of Western democracy. Yet, no: he was a
wanker. The problem being, what was so disturbing about that line
of reasoning was that I was a wanker too. Still am, in a modest
sort of a way; and up until that point I had thought that the vast
majority of people were. Then I find out that most admirable people
aren’t, or at least speak as if they’re not. I find out that I am
of Satan’s party without knowing it and that my membership
subscriptions, donated so willingly over the years, contributed to
the world wide engendering of snakes. Talk about being as sick as a
parrot.



    Now I can’t think why I hadn’t cottoned on
sooner. I’m a man. I talk to other men. I hear men talk. Quite
often a man will say some such thing as: My God, I could shaft
the shine off her and boff it back up again.  Or:
Jesus, I nearly shagged my missus blind last night. Boinked her
from behind so hard her contact lenses popped out, hahahahah.
Sometimes, and contrary to popular belief, men will even get past
lurid lingerings on their sexual successes and fantasies to talk
about their sexual failings, frustrations and complaints. For
example: I’m just not banging enough women. Do you know that
the average man only shags 13.8 women during his lifetime. His
lifetime! Christ, that’s not enough for his lunchtime. There are
women everywhere I want to screw. I see hundreds of porkable women
travelling to work on the escalator every day and I will never even
get to shaft one in a thousand of them. It’s just not
right.



    But no matter how self-deprecating or sexually
enlightened the male, the one thing you never hear, still less have
said to you, not even in prison, is: by the bloody 'eck, I’m
straight off to bed now to wank meself daft.  Even among
transgressive urbanites and taboo-defying cool kats it's never
something to boast about. Hey man, I gave myself an absolutely
mega hand-job last night thinking about giving that girl in the
Special K ads one up the shitter; or, Yeah dude, I really
rubbed one off in the bog at work this afternoon looking at this
month's Brazilian Babes. I'm just mad about hairless pussy. It was
about the best ball blast I’ve had this year. I didn't so much
squirt over the lavatory door as pebble-dash it. The plain
fact is that these and similar celebrations of self-abuse are
admissions that the vast majority of men, whatever their private
practices, will tend to eschew.

 

Even on those (one off) occasions where egocentric emission is
allowed as a pleasurable personal pursuit, it is normally
acknowledged in a matter-of-fact, diffident, sort of way. So,
remarks such as, bloody hell I'd sooner jerk off than fuck that
ugly bitch, are not unheard of. But out-and-out enthusiasm and
fond descriptions of phallic fondling delivered in eidetic detail
are actually as rare as chicken dentists. So rare, in fact, that it
becomes quite simple to think up pro-penis-pulling statements that
have never before been uttered by any person on the planet. No one,
for example, has ever actually articulated this
concern:  Shit, when I think I’ve only got
another 40 or so years left to live (which, averaging at best two
wanks a day, works out at no more than 29,200 self-induced
orgasms), I could cry. I want to caress my cock past pop-off point
at least a million more times before I pop off myself. Equally
unprecedented, though flowing from a different imaginary vein, is
this more bullish fabrication:  I just adore tossing off.
To get things started I like to lube my cock with a slippery slime
substitute. Ghee is good. Truffle-oil has got that funky
vegetal-vaginal smell. A squirt or two of WD40 works well, believe
it or not. Fuck, when I'm feeling really dirty axel grease has a
very satisfying viscous slurp to it, especially if you follow it up
with a refreshing larruping using a Swarfega-soaked chamois leather
for some slithery seconds. Imaginative wanking is my absolute
favourite pastime. It's so creative; so much better than the
so-called real thing. Fucking is soooo fucking samey don't you
find?. But I've turned tossing into an art form. A performance art
form in fact. Look why don't you all come back to my place for a
sneak preview of my one man show? I'm hoping to take it to Edinburg
this summer.  It's called 'Finger Buffet.' What do you
think?



     Although you never hear such things, why
don’t you? Why doesn't everyone bang on about banging them out? I
know I’m not the only one doing it. I know in fact that there is a
monstrous regiment of wankers out there, but for some reason the
trumpet blasts against the sin of Onan are still strident enough to
silence its proponents. Which is surprising in these permissive,
post-modern times. Women's liberation has long made its mark. Jim
Crow has crowed his last in anywhere with pretentions to
civilization. People are pround to be gay; bullish about being bi
and the oppression of minorities of every sort is under attack
wherever decency disports itself. And in most matters of sexual
conduct a few casts of the net can make it seem as though shame
itself caught a millennial bug and died. Here groups and coteries
of every colour and kidney imaginable are variously celebrating
their enjoyment of enemas; the satisfaction to be gained from
erotic cake-making or the excitement of administering electric
shocks to the genitals. And yet in spite of the world-wide-wank
taking place in virtual space and private places everywhere, you're
still hard-pressed to find anyone anywhere publically pressing home
positive points about pulsating private parts for pleasure. And
that really pees me off.

 

And I can only imagine it's because people like to be imagined
by others to be people who're doing it rather than expose ourselves
as people who're only imagining it. There's that and, of course,
there's also the tenacity of contempt, the sustainability of
stigma, that still attaches itself to wankers. And not just from
the Thou Shalt Not nutters either. If the brickbats came from just
one quarter they'd be easier to dodge. But they're as likely to be
flung from the pub as from the pulpit, from a house of bawds as the
House of Lords, from Norman Mailer as a bigoted railer. And, with
fire coming in from all points, the tendency is to keep vulnerable
body parts tucked timidly beneath the parapets. After all wankers
aren't the sort who're likely to make a spirited defense of their
position. That's why they're called wankers. And yet I doubt that
there's a single member of the anti-wank brigade that hasn't given
their own John Thomas (or even their Vera Jane) a lascivious
larding when the time felt right. And that goes for the great and
the good as well as for all the other gormless gainsayers out
there. In fact, the next time you're looking at a monument to human
achievement, whatever the field, whatever the era, there's no need
for imagination. You can wager your wedge that the man in marble or
the lady in lights, from Aristotle to Zeno, from much admired
admiral to spiritually enlightened Zen Buddhist has without
question gratified their groinal region in (probably furtive)
association with Mrs Palm and her five fragrant daughters.

 

And if people do it, can it really be as bad as people make
out?  At least it can't be bad all of the time, can it? There
must be some way of diddling yourself that doesn't automatically
make you a Nixonist mustn't there? Surely, if billions of us are
card-carrying self-seducers (which means millions of below-the-belt
ballet dancers are performing a pas de une at this very moment),
it's got to be possible to imagine circumstances where pulling your
plonker or playing with your prat is permissible, possibly even
praiseworthy. Hasn't it? I'd certainly like to think so.



     So how about this for a
circumstance?  You get an erection and it’s throbbing. It’s
uncomfortable. It actually hurts. It’s an embarrassing  bulge
in your trousers o.k.? It is a boner so pronounced that you can’t
walk down the street without attracting comment; without kids
trying to throw ring doughnuts; without walking bandy-legged and
stiff-legged at the same time; without the danger of running up a
public decency rap; without scaring pregnant women; without shame.
And it’s no use trying to hide it by putting your hand in your
pocket and pushing it to one side or grabbing hold of it in a
tightly clenched fist. That will only make matters worse. More
urgent! Doing that only makes it look as though you’re meddling
with yourself in public, look as though you’re actually trying to
attract attention to your turgid meat by waving it around, by
exaggerating its bludgeoning capabilities. You can look like a
pervert. You can actually look as though you’re pointing it at
little girls. Then there’s the question of the stain. Envisage a
spectacularly obvious emission spreading darkly outwards from the
plummy apex of the straining tent-like protuberance in front of
your screaming grey flannels. More than a stain, it is a shocking
bulls-eye on the dart board of your public humiliation; a sticky
signifier of the municipal nuisance and all-round discomfiture
brought about by your rebellious private member.  Imagine
it.  Think how embarrassing it could be.



     And it doesn’t have to end there.
Suppose … Oh my God, Oh my bloody God father. Here they come.
Collectively, a thrill, a nest, you might even say a stiffening of
post-pubescent, long-limbed, demurely-bodiced schoolgirls, stepping
half-knowingly along the road towards their first communion
shepherded by three dour and censorious black-gowned, white-souled
nuns. And the nuns are telling the girls to look straight ahead, to
conduct themselves with modesty and decorum as they prepare
themselves to accept Christ into their hearts and minds. And it is
these old wives of Christ who warn the girls in tones of ringing
righteousness not to giggle or be pert but to think nothing but
holy and virginal thoughts; thoughts commensurate with those soon
to be filled from head to toe with the vigour of the Lord High God
– the God to whom they must now pray for the strength to abjure the
temptations of the flesh everywhere present on the street around
them.  And in spite of this and because of this and against
your will, the thick rope of flesh that is already your penis
inches still leeringly forward and, seemingly impossibly, tightens
and hardens and chafes to the absolute, blatant rigidity of thick
hemp straining against the mooring bulk of an oil tanker in high
seas. Christ, is that your imagination or do you actually hear the
taughtening groan of material under stress? Or could it be your
wrenching organ itself, the tearing apart of sinews in
extremis? Or is it perhaps the plaintive moan of your own
immortal soul crying out in fear of damnation?



     And so comes casuistry. Be quick before
they see. Quick, do something. Take control of the situation.
Enough is enough. For decency’s sake and for God’s sake you must
quell the beast. Into the public toilet, run quickly before they
see and are defiled. Run, hobble, hop if you must, but do
something. It is time to put the porker to the sword. There, at
last, in the oddly decent privacy of an unlovely and previously
unsung privvy, it is time to let battle commence. Though unruly,
the flesh once rounded upon by a man of courage and determination
is laughably weak. A few tawdry shuffles and the gnarled and woody
knob becomes putty in your hands. Ejacualation comes without
pleasure but in floods of moral vindication. Wanking, frigging,
tossing off, having a thrifty fifty, a hand job, one off the wrist,
pulling your wire, beating the bishop, tugging the todger, jerking
off, choking the chicken – demotic terms for a demonic act, but one
that is sometimes the only course of action in the circumstances:
the best thing for all concerned; a function of supreme decency;
the sort of activity that any right thinking Christian would
embrace; nothing to be ashamed of; no cause for silly name-calling;
something to engage in and still look your mother in the eye; an
occupation to be really rather proud of; an index of true
nobility.



     Yes, that’s it. Seen in the correct light,
in a light such as this light, the mark of a masturbator is a mark
of rectitude: the new red cross. Except that it is not a cross but
a rampant, emblazoned scarlet M (or a scarlet W depending on your
orientation). But any road up, for the right-thinking knight errant
wandering the world with the imaginary mark of the masturbator
proudly proclaiming his allegiance and with metaphorical lance
poised ready to engage in hand-to-hand combat, ready to discharge
his sacred duty; the lurid livery and accoutrement of the mind's
one-eye are signs of honour, symbols of loyalty to an ancient,
esteemed and chivalric brotherhood. One capable of great altruism,
of riding out alone in service to humanity in general and in fond
fealty to the worshipful mistress, Mademoiselle du Main,
in particular.  Yes, yes, yes, yes: it is such warlike wanker
warriers, men in regular touch with their tenderest of tendencies,
that may imagine themselves, no, can know themselves, to be
champions of womankind, defenders of the deepest sensibilities of
the fair sex, sacred standard bearers to the legion needs and
necessaries of female frailty and fastidiousness wherever they find
it.

 

In practical day-to-day terms, these unsung heroes  are men
who know that they mustn’t bother the missus when she’s had a hard
day. Know that spattering the sheets with semen after she's dozed
off is so much kinder (and less stressful) than infidelity. They
recognise that ripping one off is miles more responsible than
picking up a dose from a whore , or AIDS from a slapper. Such men
are absolute angels interceding in support of family values. And
their slippery solution to domestic harmony has other benefits too.
There's no cost involved (o.k. maybe a magazine or internet
subscription); it's good for the heart; it's time and labour
efficient; it's a hobby for the home performed, mostly, in the home
and therefore keeps a man at home with his hands firmly on his knob
and off his driver or his fly rod or even his secretary. Because
it's got to be preferable to being one of those sad and really
rather awful people who go in for sexual harassment in the
workplace, or for propositioning their partner’s friends when they
call round to visit, or, even worse, one of those monsters who go
in for aggravated groping or pathetic pawing or, worst of all,
worse on everybody's count, aggressive actions against women born
of frustration and a wicked lack of the imagination it takes to
take the edge off with a judicial jerkoff or two. 



     Yes sir, men who regularly massage their
mutton spikes over The Daily Sort or
blacklesbianpissparty.com are generally men to be reckoned with.
They are men with sensitivity to the needs of women; a vivid
imagination; a firm grasp on the dividing line between fantasy and
reality and a clear understanding of how to quell the dragon
within. Looked at even-handedly and without prejudice, one armed
combat can be seen as a secret social service and a primary act of
humanitarian intervention in the war between the sexes. 007 inch:
licenced to shoot his load.



     So shall we all agree that that’s why we
do it, then, we decent chaps? Looked at from our point of view,
it’s not the same thing as being a wanker is it? Not like being a
right tosser, an absolute cock-cuddler, a skanky sheet stainer, a
fist fucker, a sock-soiler or a blanket banger? Given the sort of
generosity of motivation that blokes like us fire off for, no one’s
going to call us sherman tanks are they?



     Well are they? What do you think? How is
it for you dear reader? Maybe, when it comes to the other hand,
these are the apples you recognise:



     You’re on your own. It’s Saturday
afternoon and she’s out shopping. You could go to the football with
your mates, but it’s a bit cold and anyway they’ve been playing
rubbish lately. Besides, you’d only end up going out drinking after
the game and you promised you’d go to that dinner dance later.
Might as well stay in and read the paper – nah – or a book; you
could always read a book … or listen to music … or watch
the T.V. But you don’t really fancy it, you can’t be bothering with
any of that. What you really want to do is just to lie there on the
sofa. Just lie there and rest. Yes, that’s it. It’s been a hard
week. You deserve it after a hard, hard week …



     O.k., so now you’re bored. It’s ages
before you have to think about getting ready. Passing the time.
Just letting it pass. No worries, no need to think. Don’t
think!  You can’t think. Too much effort. Enough of that at
work. And yet … a seed of thought does plant itself. Not yet
germinated, but certainly latent. You know and recognise the seed.
You have nurtured many others like it to fruition. Not this time,
you can't be bothered with all that nurturing business. So you pour
cold water on the seed. No, no, you say, not this time young
seedy-my-lad. And yet there's that quickening pulse of pleasure
that stirs when rebuttal fertilises the flirtation process. The
delicious, the luxurious, capitulation to naughty self-indulgence
washes over you. The cold water activates the idea. You did it on
purpose didn’t you, you old roue?  All part of the gardener’s
art since the time of Adam. Neglect those plants and they will grow
and grow to mighty trees, and so-sewed, with the paradox of
husbandry, it takes root and begins to thicken, nurtured by
indifference. Here it comes, bearing fruit and ready to be fully
known for the thing it is, finally explicit. Well, why not have a
wank? There’s nothing stopping you. But you’re not even
particularly pent-up. Nothing, at least, any more pronounced than
the low-level sexual energy that leeches eternally from your bones
with the constancy of radon from granite. So, since when do you
have to be randy to have a wank? It’s just something you do because
you can, while you can. Why do dogs lick their own balls? Because
they can – right? Right? So, let’s go then. Well why not? They
can’t touch you for it. In fact, they, she or whoever don’t have
any tactile part in the whole procedure. This is forbidden fruit
you need to harvest yourself. Do it then. Have a sly nibble. Now
think. Think for a minute. Aha, uhum, erya, o.k. o.k., that’s it,
got it, got IT. How about the way Mandy’s arse ballooned and spread
in those lycra pants when she bent down to fill the photocopier the
other day. God, it was almost obscene; you could see every
gynaecological pucker; it was all I could do not to … O God
thank you for that. I wish I had traced my finger down the groove
now. Groovy, groovy Mandy baby. I wish I had now, I’m sure the
little tart would have loved it. Probably hoping that I would.
Stayed there bent double while I … O God, that’s it, that’s
working now, now, now. That’s right Mand, just pucker up for
daddy … .



     Or this.



     You’re worried. You’re very worried.
Things haven’t been going at all well.It’s not just the money and
work and the fact that you’ve been getting the panic attacks again;
it’s worse than that. Everything about your life worries you.
Re-lay-shun-ships for one. Those that you’ve got are
desperate and those that you fantasise about either highlight the
basic emptiness of your life or else seem positively life
threatening when considered in the cold light of day. When you
think at all seriously about it, you’re scared. Scared of staying
as you are and growing more and more like yourself, scared of being
alone if you do make a run for it and of the person you might
become, scared because there’s nowhere to run anyway and no one to
run to or with. Scared most of all because you don’t know what to
do about yourself. All of the ambitions and aspirations you once
had - and now look at you. You don’t know what to do and are as
wearied by your own inertia and indecision as you are by your own
fretful, whining unpleasantness. You don’t know what to do and
don’t know why. How did it happen? It seems like only yesterday
when you were happy, with your whole life before you, free to
choose, at liberty to become your own heart’s desire, to realise
yourself and shape your own destiny on the massive anvil of life.
And now, whatever blacksmith brawn your arms once had has run to
toilet cleaner scrawn. You're pathetic. You picture yourself
knocking timidly at the gate of some still worse existence than the
one that led you there, cap in hand, hoping to be allowed in. What
can you do to stop it? You haven’t any idea. Sometimes you think
that you haven’t led your own life at all, but have limply fallen
in with everybody else’s. Your father’s (be like me), your mother’s
(make me proud of you), your wife’s (let’s be monogamous and get a
bigger and better house, mortgage, family, car and pension scheme
than our parents). You feel as though you went to see someone off
at the station and ended up getting on the train yourself, just
through carelessness, through being too polite. No one made you do
it, you paused momentarily, that second too long, didn’t notice the
whistle and the flag until it was too late and the train was
moving. Even then you could have yanked a cord, or delocomoted
yourself down onto the platform; but you didn’t like to cause a
fuss, didn’t want to upset anyone. So you went for the ride. And
now, here you are speeding through a flat and undistinguished
countryside that you don’t recognise as a country you feel like
siding with. Here you are, in point of fact, lying in bed on a
Sunday morning with a worryingly long list of things to do and a
frighteningly short supply of the inclination to attempt, let alone
accomplish, any single one of them. Working through the dismal
calculus to be inexorably applied in twenty-two hours time, you
calculate that you had better apply yourself to writing that report
for your boss; the report he has already asked you for three times,
the one you promised him without fail, first thing on Monday
morning. You groan inwardly, maybe even outwardly. The report, even
if you do a slapdash job, will take hours to write; possibly more
hours than you have at your disposal. And a slapdash job won’t
really be good enough will it? Not after the Jenkins’ debacle. What
are you going to do? You could be fired or at least disciplined in
some humiliating sort of a way. Pascow smirking down on you: you
couldn’t bear that. But you can’t bear the idea of grinding away at
your computer all day either. And anyway, you promised that you’d
take the kids swimming. Christ, you haven’t got the time. But you
promised and you know what’ll happen if you don’t. You’re in bad
enough books there as it is. Especially, as you’re supposed to do
something about the car. You don’t know what it is. It wouldn’t
start yesterday. You don’t know what it is, don’t know what it is,
don’t know what it is. What are you going to do? God, you hope it
doesn’t turn out to be anything expensive, because you don’t know
where the money is coming from to pay the bills you’ve already got
stacked up, circling over your head awaiting runway clearance and
fast running out of fuel. Inside your head you hear the frantic
jabber of the jumbo debt pilots scrambling the alpha waves,
clamouring to be allowed to land, screaming the imminence with
which they will fall out of the sky in a catastrophe of fiscal
ruin. What are you going to do? You can’t fix the car because you
have to work. Don’t fix the car and tomorrow will be impossible.
You have to make those visits. You daren’t take any more time off.
What are you going to do? Even if you can fix the car but the
report doesn’t get finished you can’t go to work without it. You
begin to feel breathless. The bed covers – ceiling – whirling -
everything - they seem to be closing – no toppling - in on you.
Panic. Dizzy. Thought after thought racing. Can’t stop it. Stop it.
Stop it. Stop it.  S – T – O – P - I – T. What are you going
to do? You must do the report. You don’t want to. Stop it. Get
control. Think what to do. Control it. Block it out. What are you
going to do? Do something. Do something to stop it. Think of
something else to block it out. Lots of somethings. Crowd it out.
Crowd the fuckers out.  Do it: think of something. Better.
Something better. Something like Mandy. Yes, Mandy, Mandy, yes.
Yes, Miss Mandy, the randy miss Mandy. Better focus on Mandy.
That’s it. You could focus in on Mandy all right. Mandy’s all right
in all the right places … especially those big round … .
But she wouldn’t go for you. Her boyfriend’s got a porsche. He’ll
be round there now. Round there. You bet that he isn’t lying there
worrying. He’s probably lying there grinning all over his face.
Unless she’s sitting on it. She probably is. ‘Cos he’s knackered.
Limp, after seeing to her all night. She’s probably still oozing
from the bruising. Everywhere. But she wants more. She could go for
more, probably hoping for more right now. Secret secretions.
Lubricated longings. She knows how difficult she is to satisfy. She
knows what she needs. Everywhere, every swampy area. She’d like
another man there to have a go at her right now. Right there. That
area - there.  Ease himself in. Steer it in. Pull up behind
the porche. Slide in. Easy, easy. Slide in so easily. No
resistance. Easy. Oozing. Easy. Oozing. God, that's so sexy. Me and
him - oozing all over her right now. God that turns you on. Get in
right behind him. Seconds. I'll settle for that. Oh yes. A two-car
garage and he’s got a porsche, a slick porche. And she’s got …
hard parking round the back … oh now then the
tradesman’s  … that’s it, you big gas guzzling brute, get
in there … you know what to do … it’s working …
working … no worries, it’s working.



     Or there’s always this.



     There's a full-grown girl struttin' it
down the highroad ahead of you. Tormenting traffic. Her lower limbs
seem implausibly long from distance. A scissored pair of compass
legs. As bold as laquered brass. Pivot, swivel, pivot, swivel.
Stride wide. Stride wider baby since that's the show. She knows you
know. So let's GO. Just bend over and spread 'em on the street
sweetmeat. Go full circle. Show us that puckery O. Ohhhhhh if
OOOOOnly. So pert it's pernicious. And the nearer the perter. Pass
slow, pass slow: fuck flesh ahead. Taut but bouncy. Hard but ripe.
The killer contradictions of twenty. She's jouncy. She's pulpy.
Broad arched and fully arced. Big-pear promise of juice. Perry
perfect.  Pump, plump, rump. Pump, plump, rump. Pump, plump,
rump. You drink down her curves from the quickly approaching rear
while you career the less compelling straights. A snap of
sideways-seen bobbly-boos and lip-pout you-bet-I-dos flashes by.
She's over-exposed. The skimpy–scampy swellings. The bubbling
seismic bulges. She's burning hot. A dagger to the retina. A danger
on the road. She needs fucking locking up and fucking. The raunched
reflection of her mobile front view recedes tit-tock, cock-rock;
walking like it's up her in your peeping rear view. Dangerous
glances. Skirt skirting skank. Walking like a slag. Screw her.
Parading like a slut. Poke her. Catwalking like a dirty drab.
Splice her open. Yes. Screw the little tart. Bore the brazen bitch.
Ream the rumpy mare. Pictures of penetration, it's deep drillings
and bold breakthroughs present themselves to you. And the rigid bit
scours quick and deep while you propel a ton of metal through
yielding space and the engine screams accord as fantasy clouds of
filings and erotic swarves spiral outwards from the centre, from
the gaping hole of imagination to fill your mind with the whirling
detritus of desire destined never to be done. But that doesn't mean
you can't - and won't - do anything about it does it?  It
doesn't mean you don't want to do something that will wilt the want
rather than see it go wanting. After all there's always a wank.
There's always a wank you think ruefully as you begin to look for a
private place to park. Not too ruefully though. A good wank has
always been your wont.



     Or even this.



     It’s a wet Wednesday afternoon in February
and you’ve left work early. It’s not so much that you don’t feel
well as that you don’t feel particularly good. As lassitudinous as
a winter’s bear. After all, it’s not as if there’s much work to do
at this time of the year. Besides, they owe you plenty of time, so
don’t feel guilty. Just live it. Go with the flow and enjoy this
little oasis.  If you’re not good to yourself no one else will
be.



     Huh; as platitudinous as a winter’s boar
more like. Go with the flow! Well, it might be alright for me to
say, you tell yourself, but, you are inclined to wonder, how the
hell am I supposed to be spontaneous when I’m stuck with a wife and
kids and a mortgage and the daily grind?  



     To resolve this internal debate you do a
decisive thing. Buoyed up by your swashbucklingly insoucient
decision to cut lose for the afternoon, you reject your own
perception of yourself as a craven wage slave and swing recklessly
over to park outside a newsagents you’ve used before in previous
times of abandon. The shop is far enough away from home not to do
any damage. It’s agreeably seedy and the Indian shop assistant is
reassuringly non-accusatory when, eyelids lowered, she conducts the
transaction.



     Once inside, keeping your head level with
the third row of mainstream magazines (Gnome and Garden,
Brides and Molls, Cock-Fighting Monthly), your
eyes, unperceived by the greeting-card-and-bus-pass punters who
otherwise people the premises, scud along the top shelf. Confronted
by a menagerie of cheeky monkeys, you survey the troop of pouting
lady primates ostentatiously displaying their puffy sex parts from
the front covers of titles such as Bazooka 49;
Creamers; Trucker Tottie; Butt Slut;
Piercings on Parade and Puss Puss Puss. You
experience a wave of frisson when you spy your target and reach up,
like the hunter gatherer you are, to pluck your sustaining copy of
Organ Groaners from the highest branch. In an instant, you
are out of the shop and back in the car. You engage gear and thrill
to the satisfying squeal of rubber rasping over road as you execute
your getaway. For a moment your mood darkens while you ponder the
humiliating fact that you feel like Randolf Fines because you’ve
bought a few photos of birds with big arses.  Ah well, you
think, brightening again, fuck it. We can’t all be polar explorers.
I’m off home for a wank and I may take some time.

 

But then, if you're honest, there's probably this as well.

 

There’s the de facto masturbation you do
during sexual intercourse. There's the fuckwank. O.k.
o.k.; I know what you’re thinking. It's a contradiction in terms -
right? A fuckwank. It's oxymoronic; with the emphasis heavily on
the moronic. And moronic’s probably what you think of me for
coining the term. Especially the priggish nonanists among you. But,
whatever your opinion of yours truly, I just know that every
prickpuller out there with a long-term love life is either a
fuckwanker or a fucking liar. Go ahead, read this and tell me, even
if you’re not embarrassed by it, that you're not implicated in the
following farrago.

 

There you both are.

 

It’s a Friday night and you haven’t got to get up in the
morning. It’s bedtime at the end of a hard week and you’re
knackered. It’s time to roost. Lying on your back you give a
lover’s welcome to the longed-for tug of oblivion as sleep first
caresses then gets ready to go down on your limbs and loins. Your
eyelids droop, your mind has already softened at the edges and
waits for the protective cover of insensibility to drape itself
over the squawking parrot cage of consciousness. The lights begin
to fade and there is just the formality of a goodnight peck before
the veil fully drops and …

 

Oh No. Even in the gloom, you detect the suggestive dampness in
your partner’s plumper-than-perfunctory kiss. You sense – with an
instinct born of familiarity – the amorous rise in temperature in
the lippy flesh which dwells on your own longer than need be to say
goodnightandgodbless. Briefly, you taste semi-urgent wine-sweet
breath and feel a quickly darting exploratory tongue play along the
purse-clasps of your own dry mouth where it shyly (as yet
explicitly unexplicit), but slaveringly, lingers, hoping to lure
its mate from hiding to come and join in the fun.  But ready,
too, you note, to withdraw with pride intact, should the desired
response be unforthcoming. Inwardly you groan. And, as you wearily
part your lips to allow access to the moist muscle seeking
temporary accommodation under your roof, and as you rouse your own
reluctant slug-like organ to its slippery duties as guest, you moan
again, this time outwardly. It is a groan which may or may not be
interpreted falsely as a sign of passion.  Yet for you, even
as your hands begin their mechanical reciprocation of the
feather-smoothing strokes that immediately follow your oral
invitation to get hands-on, it is a groan which, whatever else it
implies, simply accepts what must be. It is  Friday night and
there are certain obligations attached to these things. And, in any
event, it’s not tongues that loose face, it’s people.



     And so it begins; this ultimate human
interaction, so quintessentially interactive that we call in
intercourse and celebrate it as the most betweeny thing that two
people can do together; as the time when people come closest to a
mingling of essence. Well, sometimes, perhaps, but not tonight.
Tonight, you know what it’s like, everything seems to be working
well enough, the slippery bits have all risen to the challenge,
physical mingling is proceeding apace, but your mind’s not fully on
the job. Instead, and now that you think of it, your mind (why in
God’s name is it doing that?), once roused, has elected to exercise
its talent for free-association. Indeed, you soon find that it has
all-too-freely ranged from considerations of slipperiness, to Bon
Jovi’s Slippery When Wet, to Mount Olympus, to the aetiology of
mythology, to the rampantly protruding nasal hair of a
classics  professor you once knew. At this point, half bemused
and half in the grip of panic, you know that spiritual mingling is
about as likely as your establishing a hairy-nose appreciation
society and that you’re in imminent danger of screwing up even so
far as the physical side of things goes. Any moment now you are
about to fall off the perch. Then it won't be so much a case of
who's a pretty boy as who's pretty fucking useless?



     Humiliation beckons like a gaudy whore.
Better do something now and focus.



     Focus on what?



     Come on, come on … its worked often
enough before hasn’t it?



     But I’m tired.



     Well get a grip and think about Mandy –
you know Mandy splayed … the photocopier.



     No, no, that won’t do it. Not tonight.
Anyway, you can see her nose hair when she stands by your desk.



     So what? Have her from behind and look at
her anal hair



     And she’s got a fat arse.



     But you like that.



     Yeah, but she’s stupid and lumpen with it.
There’s nothing really knowing about her at all.



     Well then what about Tanya?



     Tanya?



     You know: the woman with red hair and wide
come-get-me eyes. The woman you spoke to at the conference. Funny,
nice, Tanya: tight expensive trousers and a slack red mouth. You
know, designer slutty. She laughed at your jokes; you wanted to
kiss her, taste her, fill her mouth with your tongue every time she
opened it. You wanted to suck out her spit, bite her neck hard just
above the nape when she threw her hair back. You had to stop
yourself from touching her even though she seemed open to handling.
Pretty-well used to being pretty well-handled. And so, so pretty.
That sexy faux-naïve smile. That look of amused surprise to her
face and no bra to her tits. The kind to fuck you stupid then go
pray.



     Oh Jesus, yes. I remember. And I bet she
comes like a belly dancer. I bet that every twitch and pant is
perfect. She smelled like she wanted to be eaten. As if there was a
vanilla pod in her pussyhole. We shared a booklet and all I could
do was breath her in and out. Think how it would be to lick her
spicy mound. Her incensed cunt. Her musky, perfumed plot. It was
like having her then and there at the desk; receptors were
exploding like fireworks in my brain, her molecules detonating my
molecules, her chemistry compounding with my chemistry. And
confounding it. I wish I’d made a move on her. Seriously, I do.

 

And I wish I had her here right now. I’d undress her slowly and
kiss her long and wet. Kiss and tongue her everywhere. Her gashy
mouth. Her neck. Her ears. Lap the sweat from her arm pits and
cleavage, savour her slowly. Slough off her dainties till she's
shiny and naked as a snake. Suck her while she writhes and squirms
and hisses. Oh yesssssssss. Everywhere: her toes, the backs of her
knees, her buttock-cleft. Everything, every sin-steeped morcel
that's there to be consumed. Ingested …  

 

Now this is working. Working? I don’t think I’ve felt like this
for … since … oh God, that’s it, I hadn’t realised how
much I wanted that woman. Tanya; the face, the smile, the body, all
promising the same delicious dichotomy: the elegant and the
disgusting, like a manikin squatting for a piss. I want to make her
come squealing like a banshee, like a dirty sow; just to see her
face contort. I want to feel her rattling shake and hear the
fuckpig cocksucking curses dribbling out past of her cum-contorted
lips while she squirts and squirtss and squirts. Christ … now
this is starting to feel spiritual. Noooow hang on baby, it’s
Friday fucking night again.



   So what’s that: sex or masturbation? Mingling or
manipulating? You tell me.

 

Just don’t try to say that it’s infidelity. Sure, saying ‘not
tonight Josephine’ might have been more honest, but would it
honestly have been better in the long run? Would she be happier to
have been cheated of her conjugal right to a satisfying screw
rather than be bonked silly as the unknowing proxy to some
dreamed-up doxy? Isn’t she better off living with the idea that her
sexual wiles are still wily enough to rouse her partner in life for
a Friday fuck whenever she wants one? Isn’t that wherein happiness
lies? Don't we all want sexual security and confidence in lust?
Isn’t it, in fact, true that a lifetime of interior deception, of
singular sexual scenarios played out to orgasm during conjugal
couplings (the beast with two faces and the beast with two backs)
is the true mark of matrimonial consideration in a man?  And
maybe a woman too for all I know. But, gathering and nurturing all
the sexual energy that the world throws in his path and putting it
at the disposal of his helpmeet. Isn’t this the very definition of
husbandry? Isn’t this the ultimate in selfless devotion?

 

 And now I come to think of it, isn't fuckwanking even more
thoughtful than tossing away in solitude and expending all of your
sexual energy on yourself? Sure, that might stop you actually
chasing after women, but it doesn’t do that much for your own
woman’s self-esteem now does it? Not with you limp all the time and
with a knob as raw as uncooked lambs’ liver in a butcher’s
window.  No, it's a paradox perhaps, but none the less true
for that, as any Christian will tell you. The beatitude will state
that blessed be the man who learns to think of his long-term
partner’s vagina as an extension of his own fist. Is this
biologically dishonest? Well perhaps; but learn to wank like this
and you’ll find that it’s more about mutual support than about
self-gratification; more about care than carnality. Once, that is,
you learn to live with the attenuation of love as the desire not to
hurt the nearly beloved. As the need to base your private life on
benign deceit for years and years and years. Amen



     Because just imagine that a situation like
the Tanya thing actually came to something. Suppose that you were
to act on your erotic impulse and you came to chase her not through
the networks of your mind but through the real streets and
connecting cables of life.



     I’ve been wanting to call since the
conference, but I couldn’t think of any good reason to ring.



     I’m glad you did. Call I mean. I think
about that weekend often. It was good wasn't it?



     To be honest, I think of it all the time.
I can’t get you out of my mind.



     I know, I’ve been the same. I hoped you’d
call.



     God, I’m so glad to hear you say that.
There’s so much I want to say to you that I can’t say on the phone.
Can we meet somewhere?



     Yes, I think we should.



     Suppose, then, that one thing led to
another and before long you are making love together. Making
Love Together. And suddenly, you come to know what all those
songs have been about. Your heart soars like a kite in a soughing
wind. Your congress is the celebration of every possible expression
of togetherness known to you both. You glut on each other in mutual
selfishness, bound in the knowledge that life has got it right for
once in your lives. You do this, she does that. There's pure
delight in giving and sharing pleasure. Body and soul at last unite
for you in the need to be as close as separate beings can possibly
be. Together, you experience the alchemic heart of love where all
that's base is good, where obscenity penetrates divinity and the
vilest things become the truest kisses.



    And here at last you feel the brilliant,
interassured, self-justifying surge of consciousness.

 

Together you come to know the real stuff from the old game
played by the original rules.

 

Then it's not long before you come to pity all the solitary
wankers who never get to play in genuine team colours. Who never
wear the authentic shirt. Who settle for fake goods; rip-offs
bought from a spiv outside the ground. Who make do with a shoddy
second-hand simulacrum of genuine love and premium sexual
bliss.

 

And from this vantage point of smugness you come to see that
whatever Dorothy might say, there's nothing very funny about a lone
parrot making a mess with its millet. Now you see the pathos of
clipped wings and sterile repetitive avian mimicry. Now the bird
becomes a tawdry travesty of its potential self. A horny, porky,
knob-toed perch pedestrian. A flightless, chickless, cheerless
chatterer, squawking away its inane existence in a dry and
deceitful parody of real communication, real connection. It
becomes, in short, not a cavalier cock showering his immediate
surroundings in semen with all the witty insoucience of laddish
excess but rather a depressing figure of limitation and perverted
promise; a metaphor for the male masturbator seen through the
heightened sensibilities of the couple in love. Who's a pretty
Peter then? Not you you sad sad wanker. 

 

So set them loose these caged and captive creatures you think.
Let them soar through the canopy in  multicoloured majesty
into the freedom of air and space. Give them the chance to become
the thing they most are. Let every mewed-up macaw (by which of
course you mean loveless tosser) show its splendid, profligate
vibrancy and capacity for winged delight. Let it find its parroty
partner, its rainbow-hued soulmate and let them wheel together
forever in beaky bliss to fill the forest with the delighted cries
of true lovebirds far removed from the unrequited mechanical
mutterings of those clown-like and maladroit emblems of self-abuse
to be found soiling and stinking up domestic carpets throughout the
land.

 

But even if Tanya and I (or anyone and I for that matter) were
to become such gorgeous creatures as might be symbolised by a
majestic soaring pair of mating cockatoos there's still a parasite
in the picture, a flaw in the fantasy. Because even the wildest,
most deliriously ethereal, perfectly-plumed pair of parrots have to
land sometime to eat and spit out seed shells and crap
fruit-and-nut-based feces all over the place. In short they have to
revert to being parrots.

 

And so it follows that however high I might imagine the
transport of perfect love with Tanya to carry me (and let's face it
I'm really only imagining a perfect fuck at this point), could it
really carry me beyond the lure of solitary sex forever? Would I
never want to revert to type? Because I have to admit that none of
the flights I’ve taken so far have managed it. Not even the one I
got on for the long haul. In fact, no sooner was the
honeymoon-special champagne breakfast over and the debris cleared
away than I was mentally pursuing the stewardess down the aisle
requesting membership forms for the five mile high club and
pictures of her bisexual participation in the legendary flight crew
orgies at overnight layovers in Bangkok.

 

Certainly my experience to date leads me to ask anyone who
thinks they could give up wanking for a woman this question: just
how fascinating do you think she is? Yes, for a while I’m sure
every new lover drives out wanton thoughts of newer wantons, but
for how long? How long before you’re logging on to lewd dot com or
swinging by the newsagents; how long before you're stiffening-up
the collar on the wedding shirt with a spray or two of self-sourced
starch?

 

All of which means that if you consider leaving your current
cuddle for one that seems to offer something with a bit more uplift
you need to be careful. You have to ask yourself whether the
thermals that are carrying you away from the nest are going to
last. Because if they cool you will inevitably spiral back down
again. It's basic physics. And if that happens there'll be more
feathers ruffled than just your own.  I'm not saying that you
should be risk averse, I'm just saying don't be risk perverse.
Because although plonking through the whole repertoire of wrist
relief and fuckwank fabrication might not seem so satisfying as
actually bonking the full-breasted beauty you're batty about, it
does have the advantage of maintaining the status quo, of
softening the slap-in-the-face, of keeping everything in its place.
True, it might be timid and tepid to settle for vicarious visions
over fully-realised rogerings, for the twitchy techniques of the
bird-spotter over the gustatory gratifications of the pheasant
plucker, but at least you won't do anyone other than yourself any
real harm.

 

The wanker; not so much a one-armed bandit as the no-harm
pandit.



   Because let's take the Tanya scenario a step further.
If it were true love we ended up with, if we turned out to be
all-soul mates, then we'd want to share wouldn't we?  Share
everything. In point of fact, the commonly held view is that we
wouldn’t be able to stop ourselves. We’d need to tell each other
all we had to tell. So great would be the need to get close; so
compelling would be the feeling of total mutual commitment; so
liberating would it seem to abandon all pretense and psychological
defense in the glowing light of the other’s eyes; so necessary
would it appear to be completely known and, thus, fully owned by
the truly loved one, that all aspects of the psyche would be
jubilantly turned over for the inspection, possession and adoration
of the most significant other.  We’d be in love and so it
would be important to be truly known, totally transparent and
completely taken for all in all. It would, for a while at least, be
an act of faith to appear cast up before the other naked, warty and
ready to be scrutinised, perused and ultimately accepted, as God
himself accepts, to the very roots of being, for good or bad. That
is the final meaning of love - and so we’d disclose.

 

And not just the good stuff, the admirable things, but
everything. The pettifogging pilfering from mum’s purse or dad’s
jacket; the malevolent thrashings administered to opposing fans on
a Saturday night; the venal transgressions against fiscal probity
in the work place; the incorrigible and mean-spirited rumour
mongering about friends; the maltreatment of little yellow
retriever puppies; the shameless peddling of untruths throughout
every aspect of life; the turpitudinous betrayal of trust both
domestic and professional; the laxity, the unscrupulousness, the
faithlessness, the rascality and skulduggery bordering (so far as
second-hand car sales are concerned) on criminality; the
petty-minded perfidy, the good-for-nothing needless pilfering from
petrol station confectionary displays; the hectoring mood swings;
the binge eating; the foul-mouthed swearing; the burping, farting
and nose picking. It would all come out. As, of course, would the
sexual stuff. The really hard stuff to talk about together.



     And how will she feel about that? How will
she feel when you tell her, after the first few furious firings,
that you need to add further fantasy fuel to the flames if you are
to keep the conflagration in the kiln burning with its wonted
ardour? How will she respond to the knowledge that you want to use
her as an amenable agglomeration of diverse surfaces pleasingly put
together for the purposes of frottage? How does a woman in love
react when she's informed that from henceforth you will de
facto be delving into her most intimate parts as though they
were a sex aid, a tossing tool, a scouring pad, a whetstone for
sharpening-up your concupiscence while, privately fantasising in as
lewd a manner as possible over the degrading sexual practices to
which you wish to submit other women? Will it be possible to
sustain the delicate porcelain translucence of your love when you
begin to throw coarse salt into the furnace in an effort to
harden-up the glaze?

 

Then, there’s this to consider.  If she gets to know you,
you get to know her. How will you cope with that? While you may
find it difficult to believe that women have similar fantasies to
men, some do. Though it may never cross your mind that the women
walking around Tesco are thinking the same thoughts as you about
chocolate sauce, a bag of shaved ice, two tuna steaks and the
check-out girl - some of them are.  You’ve only got to flick
through the letters page in Piercings on Parade to convince
yourself of the truth of that. Some of them, perhaps even all of
them, are certainly equal to imagining themselves on the receiving
end of a sound seeing-to from the bloke next door. And though you
imagine it unlikely that any women could reveal anything like your
own range and depraved depth of fantasy, once you show her yours
you’ll have to let her show you hers. Then, how are you going to
feel? It’s one thing to have your Tanyas and your Mandies to call
on to help out in a crisis when required, it’s quite another to
actually have one in bed with you and know that when she closes her
eyes it's not you she's thinking about or dirty talking to but Brad
or George or both of them together. That when she kneels to be
taken from behind its not you she's wiggling her arse at and
backing onto but T.V.'s very own Mr Ceramic. That her sudden
enthusiasm for oral sex has been ignited by her scarcely controlled
desire to fellate the bloke who comes to deliver the dog meat every
Tuesday.



     Love notwithstanding, men; most men,
certainly all the men I know (whatever they might claim), are
inveterate wankers. Women too, from what I understand, are not
averse to testing the tensile strength of their knicker elastic
every now and again. Yet neither party can be guaranteed to derive
much comfort from the low-brain yearnings of the other. Atavistic.
Primitive. Dirty.

 

So what is there to be done? Must even 100%, 22 carat lovers
eventually learn to lie so as to preserve some semblance of
togetherness and trust? Must both parties in any relationship keep
a benign silence about their flighty flights of fancy in the hope
of consolidating the long-term gains of togetherness, security and
dual income holidays to the Algarve? Must lone rangers continue to
shoot it out alone, their secret not even safe with Tonto? Is
masturbation, that great engine of social stability, creative
thinking, good mental health and personal integrity,  doomed
forever to wear the veil, thrice denied by the cock, perpetually
sneered at and derided as evidence of weakness of mind, shortness
of sight or viciousness of character – even among our closest
partners, our most sympathetic friends and our most committed
lovers? Are we, in short, to be forced into biological dishonesty
out of social misunderstanding and our congenital inability to
overcome jealousy and native prurience either in matters of the
heart or, more prosaically, in areas south of the trouser
button?



     Well, regretably, regretably, regretably,
although I don't like the deceit, I think for most the answer is
probably yes: the only solution to the conundrum being for us to
rub along as things are with the eye refusing to see where the hand
is straying. Hypocrisy in the world of helmet handling makes good
sense, and, as both a practical response to the problem and the key
to a positive way of life, it works. Deride individualised penis
pleasuring as vehemently as Mailer if you will, but be careful to
erect your own pleasure dome securely between the lathering
latitudes. By all means be alert to the dangers of excessive dong
doodling, but remember that it’s a problem which you personally
have got well in hand. Don’t talk about mauling the monkey unless
you take care to distance yourself from the sport of primate
wrestling by making it a laughing matter. Never encourage the view
that flying solo, cranking your own propeller, or jiggling your
joystick could be responsible in large part for your feeling on top
of the world, over the rainbow or on the up and up. You’ll be taken
for a proper prick pilot if you do.

 

Yes, for the great craven multitude, where genital grappling is
concerned, you should always bluff - parry and bluff - and never,
ever, be tempted to come right out with it and table your todger
tickling tendencies as a topic for debate. Never reveal, when
discussing ejaculant, that you are up to your neck in it, lying,
like your father before you, full fathom five in a sea of
semen.   Refrain from the recollection of wanks past.
Hesitate before confessing that you keep your hands to yourself.
Desist from admitting that you are the sole and founding member of
the solipsist sex society. Philosophically speaking it just isn't
worth the risk. As a rule of thumb, as a motto for the handbook,
always remember that however enlightened your private views on the
merits of masturbation might be, don't go shooting your mouth off
about it.



     Unless, that is, you turn out to be one of
the lucky bastards who has wriggled through the one loophole I can
see. Don't take heart when you read this because you've probably
got as big a chance of winning the prize draw as you have of being
the one exception that proves the rule; the chap who ends up not
only with his soulmate but his polemate, a genuine fellow traveller
on the road to Frigsville.



     Imagine finding a female whose fantasies
are exactly the same as your own. One who is willing, even gagging,
to share in the shags and hanker for the same arseholes that
populate your solitary sex scenarios. And who wants, no needs, the
two of you to tap into these fetid imaginings together. To explore
them as an elemental aspect of your normal sexual transactions.
Unbelievable you might think but I've been told that it does
happen. Think about that for a partnership. No more solitary
slitherings and squeezings. An end to loneanism. Hello to mutual
pleasuring inspired by common cravings (and the commoner the
better).

 

So what are the chances of it happening?  I'm not sure.
Maybe that's why they call it a blue moon. But I'm sure it does
come round. In fact I have to believe it because it gives me - I
think it gives us all - hope. Hope that very occasionally when men
and women bond, their union reveals perfectly compatible sexual
dreams and fantasies; longings so psychologically congruent they
guarantee that those so blessed will remain forever screwed to the
same sticking post. Where they whisper, whisper, whisper to each
other. So he likes the idea of building a punishment suite in the
loft space and she’s so keen to be spanked in it that she says
she'll drive down to Do It All for a bulk order of mock stone
cladding. She dreams of peeing all over her boss’s buttocks. He
says he knew she did and would jerk off over the photos.  Each
has secretly hankered after slutty, sultry sordid sex with the
popular beat combo A Set of Twats. Following the joint revelation,
their love making for years to come is enlivened by scenarios in
which Twats of either gender in a variety of salacious combinations
penetrate their pillow talk and people their dirty dreams. It's a
match made in heaven.



     Yet sadly most men must abandon hope that
they will ever enter her in this way. It's a hell of a thing to
come to terms with but the damnable truth is that our infernal
imaginings are not going to come babbling back to us from the dirty
depths of our dearest darling. And if you are not currently sharing
your private fantasies with your chosen one then there's probably a
good reason why you never shall; and why the circle of your
isolation is unlikely ever to be squared. So just get a grip of
your cock and learn to live with it.



     Forget the idea that your dreams of group
nookie with the next door neighbours  (he being content to
watch) will be hers. It won’t be, and, so far as it ever could be,
you’d be the one salivating on the sidelines, handcuffed to the
chair, blindfolded by her new screw's Y-fronts, a rubber ball in
your mouth and a gout of Vapour Rub up your nose.  



     So don’t tell her about your lifelong
longing for troilism with two tall Trinidadian trollops lest she
turns nasty and undermines your confidence by saying you haven't
even been able to satisfy one small secretary from Sidcup once in
the last ten years.



     And don't suppose that some exciting
commonality may be engineered by pretending to enjoy her fantasies
so that she'll come to enjoy yours. She'll secretly loath you for
it. For your tolerance and lack of manly jealousy. For so
misunderstand her as to suppose her likely to be excited by sharing
thoughts she usually tries to repress and keep even from to
herself. For so crudely trying to finesse her into hedonism. Do
that and the chances are that she'll openly condemn you; come to
distrust, even despise you. That she'll forever after look at you
with disappointment and disgust in her eyes for attempting to lead
her into the midden. 

 

Remember too that even if she is prepared to share there's a
strong possibility that her longings will be so bland, so
fundamentally wholesome as to make it impossible for you ever to
trade them for the filth that fills your mind. Then, rather than
being closer together you are left with the certainty of
existential isolation from the one you'd hoped might be the one but
whose fundamental, alienating, ineluctable difference proves her
only ever to be the one who will never ever ever understand
you.



   Because never forget that many women can be as
genuinely contemptuous of wankers as some men pretend to be. 
And part of that is to do with their suspicion of other women to a
degree men find hard to understand. For many girlfriends, a
gorgeous glossy piece of totty with a willing smile and a public
pubic pose isn’t a handy hard-on helper but rather a treacherous
threat to the sanctity of sound relationships, an insult to mothers
everywhere and a calculating vixen out to destabilize the solid
foundations of family life.

 

And there's the final point of warning to wankers everywhere. It
might seem strange. It might seem difficult to believe when you
think of just how magnetic an attraction women can exert on men,
but for lots of women (ironically even some women who fancy women
themselves) the idea of men wanking over other women appears to be
nothing less than an absolute outrage and one that needs to be
countered with vigilance, vigour and, where necessary vitriol.

 

So in the end you make your own choice about coming out as a
tosser. Ultimately it's a man's right to choose. Is it something to
go to the barriers over? Maybe. Should you be attending, perhaps
even organising, Wankerwonderland festivals on Clapham Common?
Possibly. It depends on your circumstances, whether, like me, you
try to make a bit of a stand (ho ho). But whatever you decide do be
careful and, before you do anything you might regret, read on and
think on …















Chapter 4
Extracts from the private diary of E.C.Love


September 17th



     I’m convinced that Sam is a lesbian. She’s
certainly becoming more of a lesbian (more lesbian?) than she was,
even though she’d probably still claim to be nothing more than a
lukewarm, take it or leave it, kind of bisexual. One who, seeing as
how she’s married and, therefore, monogamous, leaves it, just as
she leaves adultery of any sort. Well, she may say that (and when
pressed that’s exactly what she does say); but I say that she’s a
lying bitch, a bitch in denial; a bitch constantly sniffing around
other bitches.



     Take the night before last. She came home
late from 'a girls' night out' to some women-only club she went to
with her dykey friends. I was still awake of course and she got
into bed and immediately began to talk about a girl she’d been
introduced to. Apparently, the girl had a dozen or so piercings in
each ear, so that her lugs were spiked out with an array of hoops,
studs, chains and rigid silver bars. There was also a matched pair
of bulbous-headed pins skewering each nostril and a triple piercing
in each nipple. When I asked my dear wife how she came to see said
nipples she said that the top two-thirds of her breasts were
exposed above a tight-fitting leather corset (the only rationale
offered for this exhibitionism being that 'it was that type of a
club').  Most striking of all according to Sam were the three
cruel-looking star-shaped studs along her upper lip. The type of
studs that you see in the back of a biker’s leather jacket; studs
with a sharply pointed apex and six ridged, tapering points. Hardly
less striking was that she was also totally bald.



     I asked Sam if she’d found the girl sexy
or repulsive. “A bit of both really,” she answered, thoughtfully,
“you couldn’t take your eyes off her in spite of yourself… . I
liked the pierced nipples, but I can’t think why she’d want to do
that to her face.”



     “Oh, come on,” I said, partly wanting to
draw her out part surprised, “you’re being naïve. Think about it,
think about what she’s trying to say.”



     “I don’t know what you mean,” she
replied.

 

 And she may genuinely not have known. It's hard to be
certain with Sam, especially where sex is concerned. Sometimes I
catch her out in an untruth which she’s carried off for years. Like
with the Delores issue. I'd tried for ages to get her to admit that
she'd fancied her all the while they shared a room a university.
Sam of course had always denied it until about a month or so ago
when she admitted she had had crush on her. But even then nothing's
quite that open and shut with Sam. She finally conceded the
attraction after some pretty heavy questioning on my part but only
to make the point that the feeling was never strong enough for her
to want to do anying about it; that she and Dolly still have a
completely normal friendship and that the only person who ever
gives a second though to her mildly bi-curious nature is me. And
that's just so typical of her to own to a lie in a way that ends up
serving her own ends; which are, as always, to claim that for her
having sex with women is just a mild fantasy that she'd never want
to do turn into a reality. Disingenuous - that’s Sam down to the
ground.



     “It’s a sexual thing isn’t it?, a
cunnilingual come on. She’s a walking sex aid. Perhaps,” I
whispered, “she’s got her tongue pierced as well. You know, for
special occasions.” I was about to reveal the pertinent parts of an
internet exchange I'd been party to, when, with a sudden hot
exhalation somewhere between impatience and fervour, she put her
hand on the top of my head and pushed it downwards. We didn’t talk
a lot after that, though I did do a fair amount of jawing. In any
event, I don’t think I was at the forefront of her mind during the
half-hour or so she kept me pinned down there.



     I do know she enjoyed herself at my
expense. Grinding her pelvis into my face as if she were trying to
rub it smooth and all the time grunting and gushing and no doubt
imagining she was getting the star treatment. Yet, when she finally
went limp after a fourth or fifth febrile flush and I emerged
expecting some sort of recognition for my performance as body
double, I got nothing! Well, hardly anything. There were some
mumbled credits and torpid adjustments to make penetration possible
but beyond that what ensued was more akin to mounting a mannequin
than conjugal coupling. Afterwards, when she was actually as
opposed to near-as-damn-it asleep, I lay back and acknowleged a
matrimonial truth. It came as a revelation, though it should not
have done as it was something that had been niggling away at me for
over a year. It was that gradually, though not quite imperceptibly,
Sam was liking sex with me less and less as time went on.



     And if this is true it puts me in a
precarious position. One that I need to think about.



September 18th



     I've had precious little time for thinking
so far. What with one thing and the other. Especially the other,
because ironically given my thinking agenda, Sam and I had sex
again last night. In fact she could hardly wait. It was clear
though that she was already worked up before I got in on the act.
Her eyes had that glazed, faraway look that she gets quite often
these days. I asked her at the start of proceedings whether she was
thinking about the girl with the studded mouth again. She didn’t
reply one way or the other. She does that more often too. A brazen
coyness, a kind of sleazy reticence that, along with a scarcely
discernible increase in the vehemence of her moans combined with a
half-tone deeper-than-usual throatiness, is meant to imply erotic
assent. Or at least I think it is; because her silence also means
that the subject – whatever it is – isn’t up for discussion. My
take on this behaviour is that she derives sexual pleasure from the
teasing admission itself and that she chooses this way of inviting
me to share in her undisclosed fantasy, knowing and temporarily not
minding that it is my fantasy as well.



     This is, after all, exactly the kind of
sexual complicity that we’ve developed over the years: one knowing
that the other knows too and both feeding on that knowledge. The
problem is that at one time we’d share more of our turgid longings
to get us both excited. At least during sex, Sam would be prepared
to sanction some limited wallowing in the mire of our mutual
atavistic cravings. And we'd come closer together through it. Like
a couple of pigs coupling in their own warm sty. These days though,
I’m starting to feel left out, almost as though I’m only in the pen
on sufferance while Sam hogs all the swill herself and dreams of
leaving me for the filthy, flighty, flirty sows downtown. And this
leaves me prey to some disturbingly contradictory forces.



     It’s not that I’m worried per se
about her becoming a lesbian. In fact, to the extent that she’d
admit to a bisexual bent during pillow talk, I have always
encouraged her to take it further. Much further.  At the
sexual level I actually want her to become a signed and sealed,
card carrying, rug-munching, clam shucking lesbian. Over and again
I’ve begged her to open up to this part of her nature. I want her
to desire other women intensely because I find that the greater her
desire the more I lust after her, the more I identify with her.
Somehow, and I don’t fully know why, the more her own foul
imaginings meet their match inside my Vulcan’s stithy of a mind,
where all women come to be made malleable, the more desirable, the
more shagably simpatico she becomes. The obvious, workaday,
alternative consideration to this though, is that if my excitement
is directly proportional to her own lust for girls, then,
logically, it will reach its apogee when she desires only women and
we are as far apart sexually as it’s possible to be. If this is
starting to happen (and absurdly I hope to God it is), the worry is
where I might fit in and what gravitational forces could possibly
hold us together.  



     Take this much-pierced person. From the
moment Sam mentioned her I haven’t been able to get the images out
of my mind. Sam desiring female flesh so completely that she is
riven by the thought of this self-proclaiming clitoral stimulatrix.
Sam spreading herself wide open to accommodate her newly discovered
lust for hard-edged abandonment with a woman trimmed out just to
pleasure other women. Sam forming secret visions and entertaining
damp desires for a bristle-headed boy-girl whose rubs and nuzzles
will give her sharp delight and the type of pain she craves. 
Sam closing her eyes and rubbing her crotch in the hope that her
dream lover’s tongue is lanced through with a hard pearl sitting on
its oyster softness just waiting for the moment to be discovered
precious. And who knows, Sam panting hard at the end, imagining her
own slippery probings leading to the discovery of some still more
secret impaling when the time comes for her to ease back the moist
hood of desire. I am galvanised by these thoughts. Not so much
because they are erotic in themselves – although I think they are –
but because Sam has them (or I hope and believe that she
does).



     It’s not as if this is a particularly
unusual male fantasy. Lots of men like the idea of a partner whose
sexual interests are so close to their own that they bear down on
the same people. Imagine the turn on after a dinner party or
walking around Sainsburys and being able to say ‘God, she’s so
sexy,’ and to be met not with sarcasm or reproof from your partner,
but by a purring, drooling affirmation. ‘Oh Yeah!’ It would be like
being married to a man, only one you fancied.



     It’s not often spoken about, but for some
men, and probably some women as well, heterosexual monogamy can be
an isolating experience. When you consider that any female partner
who is highly motivated sexually – and you do want them to be very
highly motivated – will only moisten up for maleness (the very
essence of detumescence so far as your red-blooded bloke concerned
is concerned) then you see the clear incompatibility of interest at
the very heart of most boy-girl partnerships. Clearly, individual
women will pick and swoon from the range of masculine whiles on
offer according to personal preference and cultural
conditioning.  Yet for the majority, features such as: tomato
tight buttocks; sinewy muscles; square jaw lines (possibly
bearded); broad chests, for some even hairy chests; moustaches
and/or cruel mouths; spare, angular torsos; and powerful, pushing
thighs and back will all figure somewhere in the itinerary. To the
straight man these features of men are profoundly unarousing. My
own private vision of sexual hell would be to spend all eternity
kissing someone whose whiskers chafed against my own. Despair all
who enter him: damn straight!    But to be intimate
with a woman who also shares your intimate yearnings for the
rotundities and yieldings, the splayings and secretions, the odours
and openings which inhabit female sexuality could be the bedrock of
a wholly companionable relationship – so long as the practicalities
are worked out properly. A sexual partnership founded in difference
yet achieving its highest expression in uniformity of desire. 
It could be the only real way of achieving what so many women also
say that they are looking for – a marriage and a friendship, a mate
who’s a mate.



     The problem for me in this is not so much
one of type, more one of degree. While most men would admit to
fancying the idea of watching their Wilma boff Betty, I can’t seem
to come up with any idea at all that I think is any better. And the
truth is, I can’t make up my mind whether I’m right or wrong.
Obviously, I know that at one level I’m wrong, but at every other
level it feels so right that I wonder if I am right, wonder whether
I’m hovering on the brink of a new and much more workable approach
to sexuality. Either that or I’m deranged. I don’t know. If only I
could get Sam to see how it could work, I can’t see how she could
say that it wasn’t to her own advantage.  My God, if she did
but know it, she’d know that I’m practically her slave as it is.
About as far removed from infidelity as a man can be. A case in
point. These days when I see a long-legged, dark-complexioned,
woman across from me in a pub I look, but not as I once did, even
if she is exactly the physical type I most desire. Because I have
learned that she is also Sam’s type too, and though at one time her
forked fuckability would certainly have prompted some mild – or
even some not so mild – sexual fantasising based on me and her, she
and I, yin and yang; now (and if I’m honest with myself
not-so-very-recently either) my yen simply focuses on the yin of
the situation: the yin on yin. In particular, my mind fills with
thoughts of how Sam would be excited by such still-pert willowyness
and flawless black skin. Of how she would love to run her tongue
along the back of such long legs, trailing saliva from ankle to
arse.  Of how the two would peel each other naked, stroking,
jiggling, breast touching breast; taking their time, stroking,
feasting on each other without performance anxiety or fear of
failure. Slowly building up to the hour-long feeding-frenzy of
spreading and nibbling and grinding and tasting and tonguing that
would comprise their physical union.  It happens every time.
Every time that I see something sexually alluring I find myself
experiencing the allure not as Sam (I’ve never had any thought that
I want to be her, thank God), but through the excitement of knowing
that my partner in life wants to have sex with women.  That
she wants to do exactly the same sort of things to them that I do.
It’s not even lesbian lovemaking (whatever that comprises) that I
am obsessed by. My real excitement is derived from three related
notions. One, that Sam has done it (I’m quite sure), two, that she
wants to do it (I’m absolutely positive), and three, that she will
do it in the future and tell me all about it when she does (I live
in hope). So dominant have these ideas become, that these days I
find it difficult to cum or get seriously excited sexually without
dwelling on the theme. I know that I should probably be worrying
about this growing fixation, perhaps try ridding myself of its
obsessional grip. What I find most concerning, though, is that
since the spikey one came on the scene, I’m near-permanently
excited by the idea of her leaving me for another woman or becoming
exclusively, ideally promiscuously, gay. As this would also mean me
losing hold of the one human being who seems to hold the key to my
sexual and, therefore, also my general happiness, this places me in
a ridiculous position – between the rock and the hard place.

 

September 20th

  

   Ludicrously, I have spent the weekend while Sam has
been out and about (where and doing what?) masturbating about the
fact that I no longer excite her; that only the female form does it
for her now; that she can't have conventional sex with me any more
and doesn't really want to unless she's simultaneously fantasising
(the fuckwanking bitch) about having dirty sex with dykey women.
And the thought of that simply drives me crazy with desire - with
impotent doomed desire - so completely that all I've been able to
do is wank thinking about it. Ridiculous I know, but what is a man
to do?










Chapter 5
The ongoing literary journal of E.C.Love, apprentice novelist.


   Now that I’ve read Toss over and over
again, what can it tell me about my way forward? Can I learn
anything from the act of writing it as well as from the finished
piece of writing itself? Actually, the finished piece is a surprise
even to me. I’ve had that comment of Falstaff’s rattling around in
my head for ages, but I had no idea it was going to launch me off,
so to speak, in the direction that it did. Perhaps that’s the
advantage of this approach. Simply let the stimulus take you where
it will. Though I suppose the issue is one of whither and whether.
In other words, of whether the place it takes you to is worth going
and whether it is worth attempting to take other people
thither.



   I’ve always thought the Falstaff speech was
interesting because it shows up the old vice, the old viciousness
in the man who can come across from the plays as just a lovable old
rogue. Yet here he is casually tossing away lives in battle without
any sense of responsibility or loss whatsoever. When I chose this
as my first springboard quotation, I had intended to write
something contrastingly jocular about the human loss inherent in
any and every act of male masturbation. Not just the human chaff,
the cannon-fodder, going to waste a la Falstaff's line,
but the Einsteins, Freuds, and Mandellas; the Mother Theresas,
Marie Curies and Melanie Kliens, as well as the Eliotts, Austens,
Shopenhauers and, of course, the Shakespeares who’ve been lost to
the world through being unceremoniously squirted into a kleenex or
onto a reader’s wife at the tadpole stage.  This, I thought,
would give me the link I intended to develop between wanking and
wasting in my narrator’s life; his self-abusive  tendency to
dissipate his gifts, undermine his relationships and make do with
second-best seediness when he might have channeled his efforts into
more humane activities, particularly into his marriage.

 

So, as far as my original plan went, Toss is a missed
opportunity. But in terms of apprenticeship that might be no bad
thing. Maybe turning out to be a bit more bullish about
masturbation than I'd intended is telling me something either about
me or about the wankyness of the writing process itself. Certainly
one thing that strikes me is how much the text seems to reflect an
internal debate about the pros and cons of tossing off.  It's
definitely more discursive than I'd realised at the time of
writing.



   And that's certainly something I'll have to beware of;
that tendency towards the analytical. At times it seemed more like
an essay than a narrative. Masturbation is a necessary evil.
Discuss. Maybe it was the monomania of the subject matter that
skewed it towards monograph. Or maybe it's extended schooling that
has me forever arguing the toss in one way and another. But
whatever the reason, I must try to move away from that kind of
pedantry. Hopefully in this particular case the content is
interesting enough for me to have got away with it. Most people are
drawn towards anything to do with sex, even if it's to register
disgust or moral outrage.

 

Yet there's no denying that the thing as a whole reads as
tendentious argument peppered with suspect rhetorical flourishes
rather than as something driven forward by its own right to speak.
Like the subject, it smacks of something worked-up artificially
rather than something natural. Of writing qua wanking in fact. But,
for all that, I do think it has its moments. And the great thing
for me is that I enjoyed writing it. And if in this instance it was
a wank, well, so what? I enjoyed the experience. I enjoyed forcing
language to do my bidding.



   But what was I actually bidding it to do? I didn't
want to go too deeply into self-abusive self-revelation at this
point. I know that a lot of it reads like a confessional and I'm
very aware that some of the polemic I put in there relates to
what’s been going on between Sam and I of late. But the narrator is
not me, however autobiographical some of it might seem to a reader.
So far as he's anyone he reflects my idea of the conventional
family man.  And even the bits of him that are bits of me are
earlier bits, fragments of an earlier self. A more innocent time.
The picture now is more complex. Darker things have gone on since
and there are certainly more disturbing things going on now that
Toss doesn't attempt to bring to the account. That’s a
picture I don’t feel up to reproducing as yet. Though I know it's
one that I should probably begin trying to rough out sooner rather
than later. After all, this is all about practice and I do expect
Wing the Midway Air to be based around aspects of my own
journey, my own experiences.

 

But actually Toss does take on some of Wing's
suggestion of existential compromise even though I wasn't
consciously willing it to.  In fact it's all about
betwixt and between. Betwixt adultery and monogamy for one thing.
And it comes down in the middle, the nether regions of the debate,
somewhere between action and abstinence, silence and confession,
celebration and condemnation. It's a piece of writing for the
midsections. One aimed at midshipmen, though probably not all that
much at hornblowers in whatever guise.  And in that guise,
more that I realised when I was writing it, it does represent a
good starting point for my more ambitious project, and one that's
more in tune with my here and now than originally met my eye. And
that's exciting. It's confirmation that a real writer will
inevitably reflect his own times, his own way of looking at the
world.



   So; where do I go from here? Well, the next piece
needs a stronger plot. Something to take it beyond smartarse
remarks and verbal flimflam. I need a complete change of approach.
And seeing as how Toss ended up being more about me than I
knew, I think I should take a step or two further, be a tad braver,
and base the whole thing directly on my own experience. That should
help me to get the basics right before I start inventing other
worlds and times.  At the same time it should make it possible
to  be more direct in dealing with my own inner life. I can
see now that Toss works quite obliquely in that regard,
even though I never meant it to. I was going for more humourous
detachment, less revelation, less self-obsession than turned out to
be the case. This time, I’m going to go straight for it and write
about the mugging, if you can call it that; just after my thirtieth
birthday. Even without artistic licence and embellishment, I think
it's a story worth telling. And in many ways, it was the start of
everything that's happened since between Sam and I and Sam and I
and others. So it should help in that respect too: creative writing
experience and psychological anatomisation. I need them both if I
am to get the perspective that I also need. Let’s see what I can do
with it.










Chapter 6
Not much skill in Grass


Lavatch:  Indeed sir, she was the sweet
marjoram of the sallet, or rather the herb of grace.

Lafew: They are not herbs you knave, they are nose
herbs.

Lavatch: I am no great Nebuchadnezzar, sir; I have
not much skill in grass.

Lafew: Whether dost thou profess thyself – a knave
or a fool?

Lafew: A fool, sir, at a woman’s service

(All's Well that Ends Well, IV.v.22)



   If one Londoner says to another Londoner that she
lives in Hampstead, then, rightly or wrongly, the other Londoner is
apt to jump to certain conclusions about his interlocutor. Though
he might never have met her before, the word bluestocking may well
spring to mind. If he’s not familiar with the term bluestocking, or
if he himself comes from Penge, then the phrase ‘snotty rich bitch’
will probably suggest itself instead. London is a bit like that:
compartmentalised, even in the minds of Londoners. And, if you
don’t live in London, if you’re as far removed from cosmopolitan
chic as to live in, say, Stoke-on-Trent, you can still play the
same game, though you may be more reliant on media representation
than the honest-to-goodness, ear to the ground, cheeky-chirpy
cockney sparra chappie. 

 

But wherever you come from, the labels are all pretty well
known. East Ender (criminal); Hackney (social security defrauder),
Islington (lesbian), Clapham (twat), Tooting (person with
aspirations of one-day becoming a twat), St. John’s Wood (grower of
facial hair), Rotherhithe (lacking in moral conviction), Havering
(lacking in imagination), Ealing (round-shouldered); and so it goes
on, with more or less adherence to social stereotyping, personal
experience and idiosyncrasy.   Wapping, Crouch End,
Palmers Green and Action; though you may not always know what to
expect, the one thing you do anticipate is that the bloke from
Wapping will differentiate himself in some way from the guy from
Palmers Green, the chap from Acton and the man from Crouch End.
The Man from Crouch End: now there’s a title to conjure
with.



   One or two places, though, are more slippery than
this, even for practiced observers of the London scene. Notting
Hill is a good case in point. When one Londoner tells another that
he lives in Notting Hill, the other will still be ready with a
stereotype but this time will have a whole range to choose from.
She might think, Hooray, a millionaire at last, or else assume she
was talking to a costermonger, or possibly a pimp. If she’s a
Lewisham liberal, she might be pleased to be talking to a
participant in Britain’s most dynamically successful community
experiment in inter-racial, multi-cultural, inner-city living.
Should she be an Eltham bigot, on the other hand, she might see
before her a ghetto jackal, a yardie thug, a drug addict, a drug
dealer or some other perceived  representative of Notting Hill
low life such as an antique salesman. Depending on how much and
what sort of information she had and on the range and extent of her
cultural interests, she could think author or artist or ballet
dancer or tattooist and erotic piercer or bohemian duvet-cover
printer or street theatre and mime artiste.



   What is less likely is that she’d think nothing. And
yet were she a scholar of Shakespearean bawdy and Elizabethan
gutterglottal; the secret alleyways, dark entrys and back passages
of Tudor toilet-talk, nothing is exactly what might spring to mind
as the best way of defining the area. The nothing that’s a fine
thing to have between a girl’s legs: the no thing that, if a thing
is a prick, is a cunt. The big zero, nothing, a round hole, an
absence, a ring; the something with nothing in it that you can ease
onto your finger or plug with another thing, especially if you have
knotting (or, as ‘twere, shagging) in mind. Hey there, mind her
cleft for she is well known in Notting Hill as being well noted.
And, from time gentlemen please to starter’s orders there is always
much ado about knotting, especially when cunts open up for notes
and something is begot through nothing.



   Perhaps I should explain.



   The evening started with me walking down past the
corner of All Saints towards Portobello road.  It was about
8.00pm and I’d just parked my car about a hundred yards further up
the slight incline which is, presumably, the hill on which knotting
is done. Unlike the more impressive Primrose specimen further over
to the East of town, it is indeed a nothing kind of a hill. But it
did at least allow an easy amble down past the most likely
locations where, if you felt so inclined on a Friday night, you
could find blokes on street corners or in shop doorways or standing
outside pubs intent on selling dope.



     The drill for making this kind of purchase
successfully, particularly if you are thirty, middle class and from
outside the area, is pretty standard. You walk past a likely
candidate and try to make significant eye contact. Sometimes, if
the candidate thinks you might be police or have some other private
reason for not liking the look of you, he’ll stare impassively
ahead, ignoring your invitation. If the vendor finds nothing too
objectionable in the cut of your gib and doesn’t have you clocked
as old bill (and anonymous drug purchases - along with jockying and
cave diving -  are activities which are facilitated by being
five feet six inches tall), then the inevitable question asked is,
“what’s happening man?”  Experience tells you that your
questioner is not interested in your plans for the weekend, but,
rather, is inviting some kind of explicit, entrapment-inducing,
commitment from the would-be purchaser. My preferred retort, “I’m
trying to buy some dope,” is usually enough to activate the
transaction. All that then remains is to specify the amount, be
given a furtive look and, ideally, a smell of the commodity,
pre-packed in its little Barclays Bank plastic change container,
hand over the specified sum in one hand, simultaneously secure the
bag in the other and away. And that’s that – until the next time.
Sweet: as we say in street corner circles.  



   That’s the standard procedure. But there are plenty of
exceptions; and this evening was no exception to the possibility of
exceptions.



   On the corner of All Saints there was quite a group
gathered, completely blocking the pavement and talking with noisy
animation. Not unusual on a Saturday afternoon or on a summer’s
evening when the clientele of the Mangrove Club spill out onto the
streets, but not what you expect on a shrewd evening in late
February. From twenty yards ahead I saw that I would have to push
through quite a throng and so crossed over the road as though to
avoid the crush and (hopefully less obviously) to avoid trouble.
When I got level with the melee on the other side of the street, a
black woman detached herself from the cheering crowd. She took two
or three steps into the road, where she stood hands on hips in the
urine yellow flare of a sodium street lamp. Bathed in seemingly hot
light, she looked as though she had walked onto a film set. 
Once positioned, she called amicably, as though she were offering a
choice of drinks to a recently arrived party guest, “What you
looking for mister: pussy or drugs?”  The question, or perhaps
the intriguing gap between the kind of question it was and the
manner in which it was asked, caused me to stop and consider my
answer. What was I looking for?



   As though under direction, the extras in the crowd
fell silent, I suppose to listen to my answer to this
identity-defining question. To me, as an unexpected lead actor in
this scene, their silence brought our sudden encounter into sharp
focus. I seemed to have no lines at this point so she walked
nearer, though not in the way that a street walker would normally
walk in this type of grittily realistic, socially aware sort of a
film. That was what struck me most forcibly while I was thinking
what to say. She didn’t sashay or strut or swing her hips or put
her hand on her narrow waist and walk with studied sexuality or
erotic promise. Instead, she lowered her eyes demurely, held her
hands behind her back and heel toe, heel toed it, springily, even
mock-gawkily towards me. Like a shy, self-consciously ironic yet
modestly determined young girl walking out of the door towards her
first date. The whites of her eyes flashed across the darkness of
her skin and a smile of demerara sweetness hung about her lips. You
can imagine the close up.



   When she stopped in front of me she stood one pace
nearer than a stranger normally would. CloseUp. She lifted her head
to deliver a straight look straight into my eyes. Hers, for all
their straightness, were as round, amused and companionable as her
face.



   “I aksed you whether you were looking for pussy or
drugs.”  She breathed the words into my face. While the
expression in her voice remained quite solemn, her eyelids widened
further as if to emphasise the thrill of either option or perhaps
the ludicrous absurdity of both.



   There must be lots of ways of enunciating the word
pussy. Some can seem silly, some alienating. But not the way she
said it. The way she said it made it the only possible word to use.
A long, soft, lover’s sigh of a word, transforming not just her own
vagina but vaginas in general into something mischievously
desirable, furrily playful, full of liquid warmth yet sibilantly
sexy and supremely strokable. Her voice fitted the way she looked,
which, now I came to look closer, was not the way I expected a
prostitute to look. Over the years I’ve seen a fair number of
prozzies on these and other London streets and I’ve always
understood the sartorial signifiers of the tart to mimic the
communicating practices of road signs; delivering the required
message to travelers in just the time it takes to drive past.
Fishnet stockings, thigh high red leather boots, Day-Glo lycra
hotpants, ultrabreasted décolletage and eyes made-up from the
densely-black smearings of burnt-out neutron stars: these are the
Give Ways, Dangerous Bends, Slippery Surfaces and Concealed
Entrances of whore traffic control. But this girl was a different
kind of adult read. Though I wasn’t over-familiar with the genre,
she may have been after a more subtle effect, perhaps something
more eclectically intertextual. The nearest I can get to it is a
Covent-Garden adman’s idea of sassy-girly-cutsy-zany in an
advertisement for some teen-appeal brand of alcoholic lemonade. Be
cool: drink Kinkajool. Once again she seemed to be in the wrong
kind of film; the victim of a cruel editing trick, improbably cut
and pasted in. She wore things made up of white cotton, possibly
calico, under a chunkily buttoned woolen cardigan set off by a
just-above-the-knee skirty thing of shimmering colours and sparkly
glass, like a Siamese temple. On her feet were white calf-high
cotton socks and ostentatiously round-toed blue sandals. Sensibly
beefy, schoolgirlish kickers. This girl was either so sure of her
appeal that she didn’t have to try or else she was making a play
for the kind of punter who would scorn slutty but might just buy it
off the girl next door. I suppose she was exploiting her
niche.



   “I was trying to buy some dope.”



   “Come.” She leaned into me, languidly whispering the
invitation as if it were pillow talk; exhaling faint promises of
sweet spice and oily, aromatic hashish through perfumed breath
which streamed warmly from her puffy lips onto my own. It was hard
not to breath her in, to savour her as a momentary delight, an
amuse bouche.



   Then, alarmingly, I was being led across the road and
into the crowd. Her hand closed around mine with touching intimacy
and surprising compression. It felt warm and protective against the
winter chill in my own finger ends. Despite my fear of coming to
harm, I allowed her to draw me in, recognising the sudden softening
of reason against the melting honey of her breath and the tugging
urgency of her enveloping palm. Her six inches or so of exposed leg
revealed tendons tautening provocatively as she pulled against my
empty resistance. In the bilious light her flesh took on the
lavered slickness of raw kidney, though the endearing dimples of
her rear knee appeared darker against the gleaming white
hosiery.



   What the fuck are you doing? You don’t know these
people; these are people on the street. They are probably whores
and pimps and drug dealers. They could be muggers for all you know.
You could end up maimed or dead in an alley somewhere. You mean
nothing to them; you’re just some white bloke. You’re not even a
local white bloke. They could do anything they want with you and
get away with it. And they know it.



   Oh yes, there were doubts, even some incipient panic.
Yet there was also the fear of the alternative, of breaking free
and running, of being rude, of appearing offensively racist. True,
I didn’t know these people but why should I pre-judge them just
because they are hanging around on an infamous street corner with
at least one common prostitute? Then there was the common
prostitute herself. I didn’t want to be needlessly boarish to this
intriguingly becardiganed and oddly humorous harlot who seemed to
breath the promise of exotic pleasures and pulsing warmth into the
cold night air. And so, rendered inert by the conflicting demands
of libido, self-preservation, social conformity, liberalism and
timidity, I allowed myself to be led into their circle like a
bridled stallion following a mare.



   As it turned out, it was more like being a Grand
National victor being walked into the winners’ enclosure to general
and noisy acclaim. The crowd divided and I was riotously surrounded
by men slapping my shoulders and by women reaching through to
stroke my flanks. The camera now began to cut rapidly from one
perky face to another still perkier and from there to a face
evidently attempting to set the gold standard for perkiness. 
Without question, this was a lively and friendly crew. So much so
that to convey the full warmth of my greeting it is necessary to
imagine that this particular ensemble was not simply a random group
of race goers, but a special gathering of gamblers who had all been
fortunate enough to have placed a sizeable sum on my nose just
prior to the off. There was hand slapping and hand shaking and much
expression of enthusiastic approbation.
HeymansweetniceoneIdidn’tthinkyou’dcomehereboywellcoolwickedmanrespectguywhats’appeningheybroyoufuckinmadboppinrightintothefuckinposseorwhatyoumadorwhatman. 
Such was the melee, in fact, that it was hard to make it all
out.



   Everyone was laughing as we eased deeper into the
crowd like a machete into a watermelon. At some point, presumably
to lay firmer hold on her claim, the girl moved to station herself
at my hindquarters and gripped me firmly around the waist while
moulding her body into mine. All moulding apart, the action also
seemed to involve a fair amount of sensuous kneeding and even a bit
of discrete frottage, particularly at the lower levels. This,
combined with what you would have to call a nuzzling of her head
against the back of my neck, produced what I took to be the effect
she desired. While scarcely something a racehorse would have been
proud of, my penis, sensing that it had been placed under starter’s
orders, palpably stiffened to the challenge.



   “This man; he don’t want to buy my pussy. He want to
buy dope instead.”



   Now the funny thing about this remark is just how
funny it seemed to be. Are you old enough to remember the cute baby
elephant on Blue Peter showing us all some urine and faeces he’d
just that moment made? Laugh? Especially when he went on to give
his weedy, balding, earnestly bespectacled keeper an even closer
look into his business by dragging him around in it while running
amuck in the studio.  The elephant wasn’t the only one to wet
himself. On the same theme, you might remember the local news
presenter doing a piece on ferret fancying when one of the fancied
ferrets sunk its teeth into his finger and wouldn’t let go. While
the anchor wayhayed around the studio with a ferret locked to his
bleeding digit, roaring in agony live on air, the phlegmatic
fancier himself sat impassively assuring the region that the
creature was only playing, only doing what you’d expect a ferret to
do. Honestly, I thought I’d cry laughing. What about the time when
you saw that jogger running down the road, striding confidently,
easy, easy, easy, exuding the sense of superiority known only to
the healthy and wealthy, when … Bang, he stops dead in his
tracks. He’s run full tilt into a road sign that he didn’t see
coming because he’s too busy smiling at the camera. He ends up flat
on his arse, humiliated, hurt and with only himself to blame for
being such a stupid, posturing, smug little bastard without the
sense to watch where he’s going. It was hysterical, I couldn’t get
my breath I laughed so hard. But whatever it was that caused you to
laugh and however uproariously you might have laughed at the time,
the near cast-iron certainty is that you didn’t laugh as hard as
these people did at this one liner. That is unless there’s
something the matter with you or you were doing it for effect or
you were high on drugs.



   These people, and there were at least two dozen of
them, guffawed and shrieked and slapped their thighs and each
others hands and bent themselves double at the perceived hilarity
of the remark. They whooped and brayed and held onto each other for
support. One man, a huge, bald-headed, round faced, amiable-faced
man dressed in lightweight grey track suit bottoms and a tee shirt,
physically too intimidating to kowtow to the cold, held on to my
shoulders and the girl’s arms while he tried to explain the joke to
my face. With tears running down his cheeks he fought to keep his
composure for long enough to focus on the formation of words. But
he couldn’t manage a coherent sentence before the thought of what
he was about to say set him off again in spasms of uncontrolled
laughter. This was punctuated by the manic slapping of his foot on
the ground as he fought to gain enough control of his shaking frame
to begin his story.



   “She – this woman here – she, she shehehehehehehe hah
hah …



   No, no, you see man, we’s standin ere now an
youhoohoohoo hoohoojeow; yousooo …



   The thinng, uhuhm, no the ting is that this girl she
say her phuhhuhhuhsee eeeeehhheeeeeeeeheheehehe …



   This, while other, scarcely more intelligible remarks
were also being thrown randomly into the mix.



   “The man don’t want yo pussy, that’s it girl,” hooted
a tall and slender woman in her mid twenties dressed in a
figure-hugging white jumpsuit and sporting a spectacular
multi-waved bouffant hairdo which made her look like a Vandella or
a Supreme. She was strikingly beautiful and so I smiled at her as
winningly as I was able in an effort to imply general good-natured
agreement with her judgement on the pussy matter.



   You just better get along home now girl; no one want
you here any more, advised a man wearing a Tampa Bay baseball cap
which he removed and shook delightedly in the direction of Ladbroke
Grove before solemnly replacing it back on his head the wrong way
round.  Sagely nodding in agreement at the severity of his
judgement,  "Go on now Althea," he instructed, before
presenting her with a wide stagey grin, which could have doubled
for a wide stagey snarl before it broke down under pressure of the
general laughter.



   "That’s right sister," jeered another, more stocky,
more fiercely shorn woman. Her large and lunging mouthful of teeth
forced her lips apart to appear sneeringly wide and contemptuously
curled, "you go back home and see how you’re laughing there." While
this too carried the same exaggerated emphasis of histrionic good
humour, the incisive dental arrangement, standing out gummy and raw
in the brazen light, lent a harsh, abrasive, quality to the voice
whose sneering tone hit a discordant note amid the prevalent
atmosphere of indulgent mockery.



   So far as I could see, if there was hostility among
the crowd, for God-knew-what reasons of street-corner harpie
harlotry, it was something to be ignored. Ignored for tainting the
surprisingly uplifting experience of being suddenly immersed in
these people. An experience which had unexpectedly and magically
cast me as the wonderously welcome white tourist in a Club Med
advertisement promoting the friendly vivacity and carnivalesqe
high-spiritedness of Caribbean culture. By this time I was fully
prepared to receive my large and foaming Pina Colada, served in a
hollowed-out pineapple by a large-breasted, smiling and provocative
Antiguan wearing a thought-provoking bikini and a libidinous
expression. I remember once feeling slightly saddened by Quentin
Crisp’s recollection of his moment of most complete happiness as an
effeminate homosexual. It took place on the dock side in
Southampton when he encountered a large group of sailors. These
men, rather than taunt or abuse him, flirted with him, laughed with
him, admired and absorbed him into their crowd before passing on,
leaving him feeling anointed by their absolute acceptance of what
he was and their sense of celebration at having met him.  When
I first read this recollection it seemed pathetic that so small and
chance an encounter had provided Quentin with the greatest
happiness of his life. But at that moment I could see what he was
getting at. Sure, I’d had plenty of better times than this. The
night I first got Sam to come back to my room after that debagging
incident in the university bar for one.  But what had happened
so far was certainly pleasurable enough for me to want to stick
around and find out what was going to happen next.



   Whether or not Althea, who was still draped around my
neck, caught the note of asperity in her girlfriend’s voice, or
whether she was motivated by other considerations I don’t know.
Now, of course, I have my suspicions, but for whatever reason she
certainly became less tolerant of their mock abuse. Twisting away
in irritation, she took my hand again and began to pull me,
somewhat reluctantly, away from the gathering. Let’s get you out of
here mister, she urged before stopping briefly to shout, "These
people are not good for your health."



   When I protested that I was trying to buy some hash
from someone, she grew almost furious, barking out at me and
pointing accusingly at the general assembly, "These people aren’t
sellin no 'ash. These are bad people. They sellin crack man, crack
cocaine, an’ you know from reading the newspapers that that shit
will kill you. These people should all be locked up in prison man.
We need to get people like this right off the street for the harm
they do. Right away from respectable people. You know what I’m
saying? You come with me an I’ll get you a nice piece a ‘ash and
get you right away from these men. These are bad men."



   Needless to say, this barracking produced more general
hilarity in the crowd. I heard someone shout, "Watch out, she got
you now man." And to a limited extent, I knew that she had. Yet,
for the time being, I handed over control to Althea recognising
that whatever was going to happen next was going to happen between
me and her. And, in spite of myself, I was intrigued to find out
what that was going to be. In any event, she said she’d get me some
dope.



   For a short while we walked silently into the gloom
past a row of once-grand-now-shabby stuccoed houses down towards a
small dimly lit parked area which I knew from experience is
occasionally used for cover by some of the more cautious drug
dealers. As we turned onto the cobbled walkway winding through the
few sparse hedges and stunted blossom trees, Althea showed no sign
of slowing down, I stopped and said, "Look, I don’t know what you
have in mind, but I’m not going to pay to have sex with you. I just
want to buy some hash or grass." By then she was walking with one
arm companionably draped around my waist, her hips occasionally
grazing against my own, but now she turned to face me, grasped my
hand and wrist and flounced down onto a park bench. From there she
looked up at me with a small girl’s pouting petulance and a grown
woman's gaze of longing. I assumed neither effect to be genuine but
I had to admit that the contrast was provocative. 
Particularly pretty was the way the hot brown core seemed to
deliquesce into the cool enameled whiteness of her eyes, as though
delayed desire was melting her from within.



   "Why not? I know you want to," she wheedled. The
childlike plea came out as calculated self-parody which she archly
aligned to the more adult strategy of hooking the right upper of
her clubby footwear along the back of my left calf and coaxing it
upwards into the sensitive hollow behind the knee. It was clear
that Althea was something of an actress, and her next line was
delivered in the heavy gutteral rhythms of up-country Jamaican
patois, "I feel you growin' de big bamboo back dat place man." At
the same time, she released her surprisingly firm grip on my wrist
and began to pull my hips towards her face, peering studiously into
my groin as though looking to confirm it as the site of recent
tumescence.  Slowly her fingers moved towards the zip
fastener, clearly intent on initiating a yet more intimate genital
examination.



   To prevent her from exposing my bamboo to the big wide
world, I plonked myself down beside her on the bench. I knew that I
should leave but felt somehow involved, somehow drawn into her
plot. We had shared a moment or two that for me at least was oddly
compelling, unexpectedly vital.  And having Althea rub herself
so insinuatingly against me throughout the experience had hightened
the sense I had of truly being there. I wasn’t about to have sex
with a prostitute, but I did feel that I owed it to her to explain
why not. To let her know that if this were a different sort of
meeting, then I would be fully attracted to her and want her as
much in my mind as I did now in my loins.



   "Look, I’m sorry. I know this has gone a bit too far
and perhaps you feel – you know – that I’ve committed myself to
something in some way. But I didn’t ask you to hijack me like
this … and, as enjoyable as it's been, there is no chance that
I would ever pay to have sex with anyone. It’s nothing personal.
It’s nothing to do with you."



   She didn’t reply. She sat motionless on the park
bench, her cardigan pulled tight around her. She looked to be on
the point of tears and was, unquestionably, sulking.



   "Look, Althea is it?" I put my hand on her hunched
shoulder in a businesslike, face-up-to-it-like-a-man sort of a way.
She shrugged my arm away from her in the manner of a girlfriend
with a grievance. I had to stifle the impulse to laugh. "Listen, I
know that … er in your line of work you must meet up with all
sorts of sexual quirks. You know, likes, dislikes, kinks, that sort
of thing."



No answer.



   "Well, I don’t know why I should tell you this, but
since you’ve been so sweet and so really really sexy, I want to
explain something to you. It’s that for me, if sex is going to work
at all and I do mean at all, then I have to feel, well desired. You
can blame my mother if you're looking for someone to blame. I know
I do. She was … well she was very emotionally demonstrative,
very affectionate, you know? I've always put it down to that but
for whatever reason, for sex to work at all for me I have to feel
wanted, you know liked, lusted after, loved even. It’s never been
enough to simply do the business. I need to feel that the person
I’m with genuinely fancies me, wants me, and that the sex is what
she wants too. And that’s the important point. Almost the most
exciting thing about screwing someone for me is knowing, really
believing that the woman is getting off on what I’m doing to her.
It’s either an ego thing or an insecurity thing but I could never
have sex with a prostitute. It’s not the paying for it that’s
necessarily the problem. It’s just that I’d know it was only about
money and not about attraction or pleasure. Know that she - you’d -
be mentally gritting your teeth through the whole process.
Pretending to enjoy it but actually loathing every minute. Waiting
for it to finish as quickly as possible, yet despising me whichever
way it went, long, short, whatever. And even though it would be
long by the way, there’s no point my boasting about it ‘cos it’s
not going to happen. For me it’s no good just …   picking
up pussy. I need the whole person to go with it.



   I could sense that she was thinking about my
explanation. For a minute or so she remained silent. And since the
last thing I needed in my life at that point was a huffy hooker, I
got up to go when she swiveled around to face me and gestured for
me to sit and look. She put her feet on the bench between us. She
pulled her legs up under her skirt. She stared hard into my eyes,
her peevish expression replaced by one of smirking
speculation.   



   "So then mister, how you come by the hard on?"



   "What?" I knew immediately what she was getting at,
but chose to brazen it out. After all, there was nothing at stake
here.



   "If you don’t want to fuck prostitutes because you
know they just wantin' yo money, how come you got a hard on back
there? You givin the pigeons sometin' to perch on or were you just
thinking about how much your wife’s going to shout and scream when
you get back home and push it into her? Oh sugar, your cock feels
so fine, you sooo goood in there. Is that what you doing? ‘Cos you
know what I was sellin and you still grinding your arse into my
pussy on the street back there. Seems to me like you weren’t
thinking too hard about whether I was in love wid you then."



   "That’s not true. At least not how you’re making it
out. You took me by surprise. I hadn’t any time to think. And, what
you were doing was very …   pleasant …   very
arousing. And, as I said I do find you attractive. I’ve always had
a thing about black women; but that doesn’t mean to say I’d pay to
have sex with one. The erection, what I felt, was just a physical
reaction. It doesn’t mean that I want to do anything about it. For
one thing I know it wouldn’t work. I wouldn’t want it to work. I
wouldn’t find it exciting.



   "That’s bollocks man and you know it. Are you
married?



   "Yes."



   "So you pass up on the best pussy you ever gonna get
‘cos it’s just physical? Physical is what it is man. For you and
for me – nothing else. Nothin! And if I was your woman, I’d sooner
you paid for your fresh pussy than go fuckin' some home wrecking
slut who's usin' her pussy fo man bait to take you off of me.
That’s real betrayal man. When for what you pay for two eights of
weed you can do me good then go home and forget about it… . except
when you want to remember."



   The last remark emerged as more husky than angry. And
with the seductive note came a much more seductive display. As if
to confirm the truth of all she’d been saying, Althea very
deliberately pulled the hem of her glittering dress up onto her
thighs and, with her feet still flat on the bench, spread her knees
apart. Wide apart.  The effect was to open up a slick-sheen
cone of material into which I couldn’t help but peer knowingly,
like the HMV dog into its megaphone. With its curtains so prettily
raised against the limey light, the shimmering almost luminescent
mantel of cloth suffused Althea’s private stage with an alluring
glow.  A glow any director could use to establish the mood
inside Cleopatra's boudoir or Cressida's tent.  Again I
wondered whether this apparently artless hint of the sublime was a
fluke or whether Althea was a true cognoscenti; a talented
street-walking original; a diva-like daughter of the game in full
command of the full range of blandishments at her disposal. There
was certainly no denying that her set design drew her audience in.
No question that here was a cockpit that was promise crammed. Her
imaginary space in the round; her hidden, O. was One such as I'd
Often dreamed of stuffing.

 

From the front stalls the way she set out her stall said
take a look at the merchandise. It said let's do the
deal. It was an incitement to move from window shopper to
trouser dropper. Her thighs were slim and long and glossy.
Touch me and you buy me! they said. Smooth, and firm and
tapering to the knee. Come on! Touch me! Palm me down. I'm
waiting. Deep down, black against white. The ultra-violet
gleam of her whory pants. The flattened aubergine-coloured flesh of
her bargain-basement buttocks bisected by a teasing flap of flim
flam. Material; clinging without shame, damp, asymmetric, rippled
and clumped to the right as I looked at it, tried to look past it.
Past one island-girl gluteus maximus, curling away from the splayed
rotundity of the other, pulled apart, railed askew by the
snaggletoothed planking of the gnarled bench. Stroke me!
Nothing obscene to be seen; no Portobello porn, no visceral vag, no
calling cunt, nothing definitive on display down in the
notting-hole market place that she'd opened up for nothing. 
But just enough. Buy me! Just enough clever stuff, the
suggestion of muff and folds of chuff, to make a man want to put
his hands in his pocket. Buy me! To snap up the snatch of
the day. To leave a deposit. To shell-out a few pound to access her
mound. Lay out some cash to have fun with her gash. Rent the ho and
take in the full show. To linger with a finger. To prong with a
dong. Take me! Taste me! Do what you will with me! I'm money
well-spent.

 

Suddenly released, the musky exhalations of feminine simmering
escaped from the amplified dress into the chill evening air. A
medieval imagination might have taken this sudden suffusion as more
warning than warming, sensing the sulphurous crack of hell seeping
its sinful and contaminating fumes into God’s etherial creation.
But at that moment I was leering rather than Learing, preying not
praying. I can't speak for the practices and predilections of the
HMV dog, but for the long minute or so that I peered into the
pefumed cone exhibiting Althea's nether arrangements I'm pretty
certain that my secret salivations were pretty much on a par with
the kind of pervy pooch that feels itself free to stick its snout
into the snuffler of any unfortunate female that happens to be
passing. I hoped I was carrying out my carnal considerations with a
tad more insouciance than your average tail-wagging truffle-hound,
but nevertheless I began to inhale her intimate odours as though
they came from a hookah rather than a hooker. And it wasn't long
before I felt her essence begin to surge through my bloodstream,
like the first smokey tang of ganja from a well-primed chalice.

 

I had to pull myself away from the hit before I was lost to
it.

 

"Look, Althea, I really do fancy you. At the moment, I can’t
tell you how much. And I say this as someone who has always been
faithful. And if we’d met in some other way, at a party or at work
or something, then I would want to have you. Want to ask you out,
hopefully get to know you, talk, have a laugh, perhaps a bit of a
fling. I would do it, honestly. I find you … let's leave it at
very attractive … and I think it might be quite …
delicious to get to know you in that way. But, unfortunately, it
isn’t like that and so … I think I should go."



   "My name is Pearl," she said flatly. Without altering
her position, she continued to stare into my eyes, though by now
the look of erotic promise on her own face had been replaced by a
study in bleak desolation with tears openly and freely flowing down
her cheeks.



   "Pearl? That’s a good name. It suits you. You’ve got
the same kind of lustrous quality you get from a pearl. Not hard
and flashy like a diamond. More a gentle glow that seems to warm a
cool night. Look, er… Pearl, surely these tears can’t be because of
me can they? There must be plenty of blokes someone as lovely as
you can pick up on a Saturday night."



   Sniffling throughout, Pearl set her legs together and,
resting her forehead on her knees, spoke into the folds of her
skirt in a thin, this time genuine-sounding, little-girl’s voice.
"This isn’t the kinda life I’m used to guy. You won’t believe me
but this is the first time I’ve ever come out tartin. And I’m not
proud of it if you fink I am. Got no job, no proper clothes. And I
got responsibilities to consider. A lot of serious commitments you
know? That’s what they was all laughin at back there. I was scared
‘cos it was the first time but I bin thinkin about it for a while
so tonight I thought perhaps getting a bit high might help me go
through with it. But I got no money and the boy there tell me if I
can get someone to buy three rocks then he’ll give me a lick and if
not then I’s going to have to sell my pussy anyway to get the
money. They were all high already, going down to a club near the
flyover, so when you come down and says you don’t want pussy an the
only drugs you’re after is hash they all think it’s so funny. I am
glad everyone finds me so fuckin' funny though ‘cos at least it
means someone is getting some pleasure out of my life ‘cos I know I
aint. It is a joke 'cos I'm a joke. Can’t even get to be a whore
‘cos I’m fuckin useless at it. I just hoped you'd make the first
time easy for me.



   I didn’t know what to say. I knew nothing about her
life, though it was easy enough to guess that the last thing
someone in her position would want was some middle class white
bloke telling her that she had lots of better options. For all I
knew, perhaps she hadn’t. I could see how, pushed by poverty, a
girl might put on whatever glamorous clothes she had and try to
make something out of the one asset she’d got. I could also see how
she’d probably need to get high on cocaine to go through with it –
at least for the first time, though more likely for every time.
Maybe this was what having nothing meant in Notting Hill; perhaps
this was the vicious circle on the circle line.

 

I felt I should say something though, however trite it was. So I
did. I said, "Isn’t there something else you could try? You seem
bright, you’re funny, lively, attractive – beautiful even. All of
these things have a value. Even if you can’t find a job, there are
loads of blokes around who would really go for what you’ve got. Go
properly I mean. Couldn’t you try to meet someone in a different
way to this. Someone solvent. How about advertising – you know
lonely hearts stuff. You’d get lots of dates, have a nice time with
him paying and you never know something permanent might come of it.
And you wouldn’t need crack to go through with it … even petty
crime would be better than this, shoplifting or fraud or something
with a bit of self-respect to it."





   "You know what mister, you’re right," she
declared.  And, as she continued, an enigmatic hybrid
expression played across her face as though she was struggling to
get to grips with a range of emotions; self-contempt certainly, but
equally aggression tinged with dawning realisation, even
enlightenment, "I knew that when you were speaking before. Talking
about needing to be wanted and needed and being understood and all
that. I used to think that was all bollocks ‘cos I’d never had
anything like that. But it’s not is it? Listening to you talk, I
thought that’s what I want. All the men I’ve ever known just treat
me like shit, ‘cept when they after pussy … hah,  then
they just treat me like pussyshit. That’s it. No one cared about
the way I feel and they treat me like a prossy even without paying
for it. They never give me no cause for self-respect so I never get
none. And so this is how I end up: showing off my bad bits to a
stranger in the park. Pathetic, I know iI'm fuckin pathetic. Then
listening to you just now made me fink that this is the kinda man I
need to meet. Now that man is what you call fucking ironic innit
mate?



   A breakthrough or a breakdown? I didn't know what it
was but it was moving to see and hear. I put my arm around her
shoulders: a pearl of suddenly greater worth. At that moment, her
story didn’t seem so far-fetched, given the corroborating details.
There was the unusual approach she made. Even I knew that it wasn't
the come-on of a seasoned street-walker. Then there was the naïve
clothing and her friends’ derision at her abortive attempts at
hooking-up with a client. And I could certainly understand how
someone in her position, just about to embark on a brutalising
lifestyle, might suddenly be deflected by a glimpse of a more
life-enhancing point of view. Especially one that was sincerely,
even eloquently expressed at such a defining point in her life.

 

But even as I sat there with an arm around my Mary Magdalene I
knew that in the past I’d been too ready to give women the benefit
of the doubt. I knew that I had a track record of going against the
odds when it came to fancying the fillies for a place in the
winners' enclosure. And it was certainly the case that the wife
whom Pearl had invoked had many times been scornful of what she saw
as my tendency to both degrade and deify women in the same impulse;
to put those she called sluts and slags on pedestals. And though I
didn't necessarily sign up to her diagnosis of a so-called
whore-goddess complex, it was true that I exhibited some of the
symptoms. I had, for example, latterly become a big fan of Madonna
and all of her wickedly wonderful works. I think maybe having no
sisters and an all-male schooling underlined the trend, but I can
not deny that when it came down to it I found it difficult to
believe that women could possibly be as egregious as I knew most
men to be. And in spite of everything, I think that's probably
still the case.  Yet on that late winter night, even taking
due account of my natural (and on occasions in the past
misconceived) tendency to believe in the essential rectitude of the
fair sex, I still felt inclined to believe in the veracity of
Pearl’s abrupt change of heart.

 

Because when all was said and done, it wasn’t too big a stretch
to imagine that a Damascus experience could occur in a grim
walkthrough in West London. Especially to someone who badly needed
change from a life of bullies, sexual oppression and emotional
brutality. It was the type of thing that happened all the time in
churches and tabernacles and through street ministries throughout
the land. And it could happen in the Royal Borough of Kensington
and Chelsea. It was just that on this occasion the reluctant sinner
felt a sudden surge of longing not for the Lord but for a life
transformed by a sensitive, caring and fulfilling lover. And for
such a kerygmatic desire to become manifest to her at the very
moment that she was facing a future of debasement, abuse and hard
treatment at the hands of men was all-the-more plausible. There was
even a hint of inevitability about it. A possibility that I was
always destined to become her unwitting saviour. 

 

And so, we sat for a minute or so in silence while Pearl pulled
herself into me against the growing cold. Cigarette packets,
squashed drink cans and other nameless bits of parklet detritus
swirled around our feet in a sudden eddying surge of wind. My face
began to sting in the moving air, and when the light from what was
in any event a weak half-moon disappeared behind a mask of cloud, I
knew that I should go. I didn’t want to get involved any further. I
didn’t want to begin seeing this person as a person or I might
begin to care for her or at least feel that I had to pretend to
care, which in some ways was worse.

 

"So, what are you going to do?" I asked.



   "I fink I’d better go home an fink about it. I’m sorry
about messin' you about in this, but thanks." She kissed me gently,
even chastely on the cheek, "You’re a nice man – the best first
trick a working girl could hope for."



   I shrugged, made a dismissive gesture and grinned in
what I expected was a charming and boyish manner. She was a lot
younger than I was. I could see that now. My original guess had
been around twenty-five or six. But looking at her with the pert
confidence drained from her smooth round face, I thought that she
may well have been younger. Twenty-one or two perhaps?

 

"Well, I hope I’m going to be your last. Anyway, good luck.
Maybe I’ll see you around sometime." I put my hand out to ruffle
her hair as a parting gesture. A last human touch. An
acknowledgement that we’d made some kind of contact, established an
understanding.



   "Do you live round here then?"



   "No, I live in South London: Streatham."



   "Streatham: I always thought Streatham was for
geeks."



   "No, it’s where the good guys live."



   "I wish you did live closer. I liked the things you
said; they make me feel like I’ve missed out on you … or on
something. Anyway, why you duckin' and divin' here if you live in
Streatham. Ain’t there no places to buy weed over there?"



   "Well yes, but my long time man has gone back to
Antigua. So now I’m older and back on the streets. I live near to
Brixton and there's a lot going on there; but you're less likely to
get ripped off over here than in Brixton. I don't know if it's
because of Portobello market but Notting Hill is a bit more
cosmopolitan drugs-wise."



   "You been ripped off much have yer?"



   "Well, it’s happened over the years. I’ve been sold
pieces of wood soaked in water and wrapped in clingfilm; chunks of
liquorice in money bags; herbs and grass clippings called skunk but
didn't even smell like it; once even a wine gum rubbed in the dirt
until it looked and actually felt like a bit of hash wrapped in
silver paper. I’ve had money snatched out of my hands before I even
got hold of any dope and there was one time when I was given the
grass by one bloke and then surrounded by others and forced to give
it back along with the coat I’d got on. That was scary. But when
you think that I’ve been doing this for a long time, I haven’t had
too many problems. You come to learn the types of tricks that
people can come up with and look out for them. You have to take
care of yourself, ‘cos you can never report the con to the police
so it’s risk free crime. Now, unless it’s someone I’ve dealt with
before or I’ve had a chance to look at the deal I never hand over
any money unless I’m certain that the person's kosher."



   "You should find a house where you can go to. It’s bad
on the street. Everyone out here is desperate in one way or
another; that’s how come they’re here. Anybody is gonna rip you off
if they can. People selling from their house man, that’s different.
That’s a business. These guys want you to keep commin' back and
anyway you know where they live so it’s r-I-s-k-e-e-e to rip people
off else you come back home one day an’ find someone poured petrol
through your letter box or something."



   "Well as I say, I lost my house connection, but I can
cope, it’s just a question of being careful."



   Suddenly springing up from her snuggling position and
effortlessly shaking off any signs of lingering melancholy, Pearl
excitedly performed a theatrical ‘quick, quick, I’ve an idea’ kind
of a shimmy, her hands and arms wildly presaging the importance of
what she was about to say.  With every indication of scarcely
controlled impulsiveness, she then plonked herself down on my knee,
put both of her arms around my neck and pulled my face
conspiratorially close to her own. I was immediately aware of two
things: first, that she was light and sinewy as she wriggled
herself comfortably into my lap, second, that her arse was hot. It
should have been as cold as my own after its chill-out on the park
bench, but her hard round West Indian backside felt as hot and
vital against my thighs as her beseeching breath felt against my
lips. 

 

"Listen mister, … what’s your name anyway?"



   "Gerald," I lied.



   "Gerald? I said you was a geek didn’t I?" she snorted
before proceeding in a more business-like tone, "Anyway, listen
Gerald … what I propose is this. I know where I can get you
some good grass at a friend’s price O.K? These are serious guys and
wouldn’t deal with you if you even if you went knocking, which I
wouldn't advise any case. So that’s what I’ll do for you. If you
like, I’ll do it for you whenever you want. I’ll be your Notting
Hill connection. Now, what will you do for me? What you will do is
this. When we’ve got the spliff, you come back to my place with me.
My mum’s got my kid, so there’s nobody there and we can roll a
couple and talk a little while before you go back to yo 'ome in de
deep Sowf. Now I’m not asking you for money or not'in', but like
you said, it would be nice to talk and I don’t want to be on my own
just yet. What do you say Gerald?"



   What did I say? On the one hand, it was a very bad
idea. On the other, I wanted to do it. And when I thought about it
what I thought was, if you’re settled down with a wife and young
family and you don’t get out so much anymore, how often do you get
a chance to meet someone completely new? Someone strange and fresh,
living outside your circle of friends and their friends, outside of
work and your own neighbourhood? Not very often as it turned out.
And even if you do meet someone new, how often are the people you
do meet lubricious and amusing young women, not without
intelligence and wit, wrestling with an interesting moral and
social dilemma? How often are they drawn to your point of view and
clearly in need of your company? More to the point, how many new
acquaintances meet all these criteria and also currently happen to
be rocking their rubbery buttocks back and forth over your
hardening penis? In my experience up to that point, only one and,
moreover, she was one who could not only become a reliable source
of cannabis but was also a beautiful black pearl in Notting Hill
who could be befriended without it necessitating any real betrayal
of said wife and family. I thought I could do it.



   "Sounds like a good idea."



   And that’s how it all came about. First off, I walked
with Pearl down towards Ladbroke Grove tube station to get some
money from a cashcard machine there. I only had the cash for an
eigth but she said that the boys she needed to see were big-time
operators and wouldn’t normally sell small bags. As a favour to her
though they would let us have half an ounce of the best grass there
was; sensimilia, sans flower, the virgin bud. I'd never had this
type of weed before but always wanted to try it. What I’d been told
made me think of it as the Jane Austen of Mary Jane. Like the
writer, the female plant from which the bud comes remains
unpollenated and, as such, is freed from the dissipation of
reproduction to devote all its creative energy to producing oils
and essences of such strength that the resultant sensi sensibility
is renowned for its outstanding quality. 

 

And so, for me at least, our short journey together started off
focused on the business in hand; the dope-buying business. But
somewhere on the road between the bench and the bank my block on
betrayal, my self-imposed injunction against infidelity, began to
falter and finally, spectacularly, to fail. Admittedly, it had
started to feel tenuous from the point Pearl rejected
prostitution.  Then, soon after, seductive considerations of
potent female essences, cannabinoidal drifting into carnal, had
weakened it still further. But it was being taken on sensi safari
by a servicable Notting Hill native that finally won me over to the
dark side.  Tracking down one source of pleasure put me in the
mood for another. And it wasn't long before my sights began to fix
on bigger game than ganja.  Predictably enough though not at
first to me, my heightened hunters' senses, homed in on hedonism,
began their active pursuit of more illicit meat. Very particular
meat too. Not a general, theoretical quest for new experience or
abandonment in the moment. But rather the active determination to
bag the very baggage who was my guide; have her (without
conscience) in her own habitat; shoot her 'till she squealed; be
like the big white hunter and take her for a trophy; nail her to
the wall; skin her raw and then gorge myself on the big-bore
bonanza promised by her porky posteria, tangy twat and wild wanton
flesh.

 

Flesh that I was certain was still on offer and free to be taken
in adultery. And in the end I thought why not? After all, I'd
resisted her as a whore and that was surely moral stamina
enough.  That in itself was something to be proud of. But now
that she'd made it clear (and that rasping rump had made it as
clear as could be) that she was mine for the wanting and wanting to
be mine for my own sake; well, it was too much to turn down after
all that had passed between us.

 

So as she took my hand and took me to the hole in the wall for
the wherewithal, I confess to feeling no pain. I confess to
thanking the lucky stars that were about to bring me two firsts in
one night; the well-good unwed weed and the willing bit on the
side.  In fact there is no point in pretending to myself that
I wasn't actually cock-a-hoop at the prospect of three firsts. Not
only was Pearl about to be my first woman-out-of-wedlock but she'd
also be my first long-longed-after black girl, as lovely and loose
and lithe and fragrantly, spicily, pungent as any I'd ever
imagined. And I'd imagined plenty. So yes, there it was in close
prospect before me: a hat-trick of cherries about to be popped; an
almost unbelievable, fantasy-filled Treble. Get in there my
son! 

 

Admittedly, there was nothing very Jane Austen about Pearl. Or
even very virginal. Unlike sensimilia, she was not so much without
flower as deflowered and, if what she said about a kid was true,
she'd been well and truly pollenated. But that was fine by me. That
was exactly what was wanted in a free fuck-buddy, a booty-babe.
Someone who knows the score. Someone who knows your score but
doesn't care what it is. Who plays for the love of the game rather
than the winning of it. Who simply thrills to see the ball banged
into the back of the net every other Saturday or so. At least I
thought so. I thought it was a figure that would do Pearl well
enough, especially as it was backed up by a teammate from the same
lineup. This had her as a premier-league slut saved from a
humiliating slide down the divisions into non-league harlotry and
semi-professional slapperdom. On this estimation, I'd kept her in
the top-flight. Made sure she was still available for selection at
the highest level. At my level. And that was a solid defensive line
of thinking for me as I walked away from the cash dispenser with my
exciting new signing on my arm; a great young prospect that my
maturity of vision and talent for talent-spotting had lifted out of
the hostile parks and abusive bung-culture that defined the sport
in and around Notting Hill. Just, I imagined, as Pele, the first
Black Pearl, had similarly been rescued from a Brazilian slum by
the intervention of an agent of salvation interested in preseving
the cause of decency and fair dealing in the beautiful game. 
And so it was, with a riot of inner self-congratulation for such
righteous intervention, that I walked with all the calmness it was
outwardly possible to simulate towards the first big match of the
season. A match in which I expected Pearl to reveal the full range
of skills, stamina, flexibility, versatility and physical
commitment expected of a top player in the modern arena.



   But whatever action the metaphorical mind games I was
playing with myself might have kicked off, there was precious
little need for me to make my move towards the cenre circle. Once
the practical business of walleting the wonga had been negotiated,
Pearl returned to her earlier close marking tactic and proved to be
anything but stand-offish. She took position close by my left side,
let go of my hand and slid the released appendage into my back jean
pocket. "You say you like black girls Gerald?"



   "Well, yeah, I … "



   "What you like about them?"



   "Well, I couldn’t say I like all black women just as I
don’t like all white … "



   "I’m not interested in your liberal squirming Gerald,"
she sounded my assumed name as though she were a schoolmistress
scolding me for taking my cock out in class, "I want to know what
it is in particular that makes you say you’ve always wanted to fuck
a black girl." She squeezed my right buttock (with a wake-up dig of
nailends into sensitive channels to act as a spur), pulled my right
arm tight around her waist and put her lips  to whisper into
my ear, the steamy urgency in her voice underlining the
lasciviousness of her line of questioning."Is it their big brown
tits, or their fat lips on your cock or is it their big round arses
that you get off on? Which do you wank about? Tell me so I know
what to do with you." The pursy warmth of her thick breath and the
teasing trace of her tongue-tip on my ear caused me to shudder
involuntarily. Oh my life, this girl was going to be good. "I know
that you like my arse," she practically slavered, "I know that you
like it a lot don’t you Gerald? I could feel that you liked it when
I was rubbing it into your prick back there. Would you like it if I
rubbed it into your face as well?"

 

"Oh God yes."

 

Her right hand now moved to grip my groin. The manoeuvre was
decisive enough to halt our progress along the dark backstreets
she'd chosen to lead us toward her destination, wherever that was.
It was firm enough too; the grip of a girl who knows that she holds
sway when she's holding a pair of balls. In fact as soon as we'd
turned off the main drag it became clear that Pearl wasn't exactly
in tune with my little bent-bwana scenario or the mature manager
reverie come to that. Because it was during this part of our
perambulation that she began to make all the running. Which
paradoxically started when she stopped. Stopped to tug roughly on
my testicles; an action that put another stop on whatever sense of
sexual control I had left. Whether she did this by dint of her own
pushy predilections or out of a precocious ability to read the
runes, interpret the involuntary inflections of a man's mind and
body I couldn't say. But it was an astute call. It was a call that
resonated with me. It was a good call. She gave my penis an
evaluative squeeze between her thumb and forefinger. I like to
think that she found it to be as resolute as a woman might wish.
"Go on Gerald," she instructed, "I want you to feel my arse now. In
the street, just like I’m feeling your tool. I want you to feel
what you’ll be getting after we’ve got the drugs. You want to do
that don’t you?"



   "Yes," I managed to croak.



   "Well go on, feel me now. Feel me while I tell you
what I’m going to do with you when we get indoors." She turned,
took my right hand very firmly and slid it beneath the elasticated
rear waistband of her glittering skirt. She was right about my
liking it. Running the flat of my hand over the top of her buttocks
felt like fondling a pair of smooth and waxy rounds of ripe Dutch
cheese, hefty and dense but warm enough to be pliant and
yielding;  or else like palming two fine-grained and
luxuriously upholstered kid-leather muskmelons; or still yet like
petting the pert and thrillingly tactile posterior of a young and
sexually vibrant West-London strumpet. Whichever way you went,
there was nothing not to like about it. I eased my palm beneath her
knickers. She allowed me to insinuate first one and then a second
finger into the zesty furrow that briefly relaxed and then clasped
tight around my exploring digits resisting further progress down
the lush crease. To allow this type of touching she'd faced a set
of locked gates (to the Frank Harris Professional Development
Centre) and braced herself on the wrought-iron railings while she
presented and purred softly and rolled her head from side to side,
pushing her rumpy bum against my raspy hand with every show of
pleasure.

 

But she knew how to keep a backside back for later did Pearl.
And how to clam up as well. Because just as I'd freed my fingers
from their tushy trap and made to move them down and round towards
that much touted cat-basket of hers, she laughed knowingly and
twisted decisively away from any further probings. Smoothing
herself down, her expression became one of wide-eyed severity and
her voice a combination of allure and the command. "Oh no you
don’t. You don't touch my pussy until I say when and how. Do you
understand?" Fuck a diddlediday, did I? Of course I fucking did. I
was bang on that message all right. It was hard not to be once
she'd further clarified her position,  "Now, we’re going to go
and buy this grass quickly and then I’m going to take you back to
my flat and we’re going to get high and then I’m going to sit on
your face and rub myself off all over it. You’re going to suck my
pussy and my arse and you’re going to do everything that I tell you
to do. All right? I want you to think about this Gerald. I want you
to know that the thing that really gets me off is rubbing myself
off on dirty little wannabe PC white men like you. I’m telling you
this Gerald because I just know that you are the sort of white man
who lies in bed at night so smug and pretend proper with his wife
just dreaming about having a black girl rub her arse and her pussy
into his mouth and all over his face. I know because I've met your
type before. That is the sort of white man you are isn’t it Gerald?
Isn’t it?"

 

"I could be."

 

"What do you mean? You either are or you aren't. Don't play no
games with me.  Remember I don't have to do this Gerald, I
just want to. But if you don't then forget it. This is your last
fuckin' chance, so what is it?

 

"I am."

 

So she smirked a complicit little smirk; a delicious,
dismissive, appraising, nasty little smirk, and told me to follow
her while she strode-out in a back-to-business bustle up the
street. Intimacy was now postponed. She'd established her position
and she knew it was a position I was keen for her to occupy. Knew
too that so far as the upcoming erotic encounter was concerned my
own position was under her thumb, indeed, more subservient still,
under her bum; literally pinned beneath the hippy fundament that
was just then swaying purposefully away from my gaze back up the
incline in the direction of Westbourne Park. I started after her;
staring after her, keeping my eyes on the prize. It's not so often
in life you meet someone who's the opposite side of your sexual
coin, her tail to your head. And I didn't want to let her slip from
me now. She was too intuitive to ignore. Too white-eyed and
imperious to disobey. Too openly filthy to run away from. There was
something to be said I thought for catching a would-be whore on the
brink of whoredom. She had no need to pretend. Why be demure when
the pussycat is out of the bag with its tongue in the cream. Why
not make the most of the situation and say exactly what you want
for a change and try to take charge so you get it. Oh but she's
going to get it all right because I'm on hand to give it to
her …  



   "O.K. Gerald hurry now or I might decide to piss all
over your face when I’m sitting on it."

 

"Err … I'm not so sure I … "

 

"Oh for fuck's sake Gerald shut the fuck up and get a move
on.  I'm cold and I want to get in."

 

I caught up pretty quick and she steered me through her manor,
with its mix of mansion and maisonette, as though I were an
undisciplined dog that she'd been landed with taking for a walk
without the requisite collar and lead. There were no strokes along
the flank or Good Boy pats on the head, but sharp tugs, irritated
exhalations, prickly silences and the clipped body language of
displeasure. It was so exciting. If I'd had a tail I'd've wagged
it. As she strode out, her face assumed a mask-like, unyielding
quality; as though she was inwardly rehearsing her forthcoming role
as a dominant; preparing herself to put on the persona of control.
Although I knew it was only play acting and that in reality Pearl
had too few advantages to be genuinely my superior, it felt
deliciously humbling to be being dragged through Notting Hill
behind this woman towards a sexual destiny of her own devising. All
I knew was that however prominently her backside was going to
feature in the proceedings, she would be the top while I played the
role of bottom. It was a part I was eager to undertake and ready to
be as rude as possible, particularly once she got that ass on my
head.



   We came to a halt outside one of the 1960s blocks of
flats that punctuate the area. It stood, incongruously enough, amid
the prevailing early nineteenth-century architecture, built on what
had clearly been derelict land left behind by wartime bombing, road
construction or West London subsidence. Opposite the flats, there
stood a Victorian gem of a pub now modishly renamed The Bitch &
Vixen.



   "It’s in here," she snapped. As well as being vocally
snappy she underscored her peremptory tone by actually snapping her
fingers and holding out her hand, "give me the money and wait for
me in the pub."



   Not being entirely stupid, I had to demur at this
command, even though to do so was to damage the delicate web of
sexual promise and tension that had been spun around us. I didn’t
want to do that, but simple common sense made me say, "No, I’m not
giving you eighty quid and letting you walk off. You might never
come back again once you get in there."

 

Pearl’s pearly whites flared in frustration and she pinched my
ear hard using the same raking nail tactic she had with my rump
earlier. And she used her talons to pull my head round to face her
own, which had taken on an indigo sheen in the bilious light
spewing from The Bitch and Vixen. But though her
countenance had the hue as well as the expression of the
high-handed, her voice, though essentially as cooly authoritarian
as a domina’s must be, also contained a note of weary tenderness,
"Look, you realize that I’m going to make you regret this? Now,
I’ve told you that these boys in there are for real. If they think
I’ve bought some stranger to their door to know where they’re at,
then they’ll cut me up, let alone you.  So do as I say now.
You know that we’ve got somefin special going here don’t you?
Somefin that’s connecting between us. Well can't you see I want
that too? So give me the money and we can get on with what we're
going to do." To underline what that was, she tweaked my nipple not
too painfully but with plenty of drawn-out suggestion. While she
was doing that she did a cockatrice stare thing that lanced through
my eyes and into my vacillating vassal heart, all the time slowly,
significantly, licking her lips at my wincing,  loose-kneed
response to her semi-cruel caress.



   "No," I persisted, "I’ll come into the building with
you and watch where you knock on the door and go in. Then I’ll come
and wait for you in the pub. Look, I want to trust you. Get this
over with once and I will always trust you, but you could be
scamming me and if I let you get away with it just because I want
to believe you’re what you say you are, it won't play well with me
at all. It's not just about the money, it's about self-image …
self-respect. I don’t normally think of myself as a mug, see. In
fact I like to think I’m quite sharp."



   "O.K.," she sighed, "give me the eighty and follow me
in. If you stand on the staircase you’ll be able to see where I go.
Then come and wait for me in the pub. If you know what’s good for
you though Gerald you’ll stay right away from the door. Do you know
what I’m saying?"



   So, I did as I was told. I saw Pearl into the flat and
went to wait in the smoky Saturday night atmosphere of the pub. I
hadn’t realized obedience training could be so exciting. I took a
seat by the window and sat sipping beer looking out at the doorway
from where she would emerge. Yes, I was anxious to see her return
but I also wanted to make certain she didn’t try to leave without
me. But after half an hour of sitting I couldn’t sit any
longer.  The thrill of being in thrall had waned and I needed
to go walkies. I had to go back into the flats to see what was
happening. I had no intention of knocking but thought it wouldn’t
do any harm to have a sly listen outside the door to see if I could
hear her voice. Maybe she was in trouble or more likely held up by
any one of the innumerable hitches of drug dealing. Yes, I thought,
I’d go for a little listen. I knew it was a risk. And I knew that I
really, really didn’t want to do anything to make things go arsy,
at least not until after things had really, really gone arsy. But
sweating it out in the pub; thinking about her arse, wanting it to
come back to me and wondering where it had got to, I knew that
waiting was no longer working. Not as more and more minutes mooched
by. I had never been so antsy. I needed to do something decisive to
make the next few hours begin very soon. To make them mine. 
And besides it was bitchingly hot in The Bitch. Just as
hot as her raunchy rear had felt against my half-frozen hand a few
minutes before.  And my stomach was in meltdown. And I was
dizzy. Was it desire or dyspepsia; a common cold or concupiscence?
I wasn't sure where being on heat ended and feverishness began. I
didn't know if I was ill or inflamed. If I had the dithers or the
diarrhea.  I knew I had two choices. I had to abandon my
vantage point by the window and leg it into the lavvy (no fucking
way fella, not on my watch) or get out there and get on with the
game.  I knew that I had no choice.

 

   Because I had other evacuation issues too. Pearl
had given me a dose of the priapic flu and then removed herself and
with it the medicine my condition required tucked away in her
drawers. Left untreated, this virulent virus had  mega-mutated
into a yet more rampant form; a stonking case of slavering
satyriasis.  However unsure I was about my other ailments, I
was crystal about this one. Its defining symptom was free floating
fuck fixations. And I moved from being eaten up by the thought of
Pearl’s bivalve bossing to being consumed by the thought of what I
wanted to do to every woman I saw in the bar and what I wanted
every woman in the bar to do to me.  Yes, one eye stayed
focused on the exit to the block of flats over the road; but the
idiomatic other, with all the warty wandering reptilian rapacity of
a chameleon’s on a rock, was swiveling and scoping out the
possibility of sticky-tongued action on every scuttling little bed
bug savory or bung beetle desert that crossed its line of
sight.  And I suppose it was just about as grotesque as it
sounds. Because I had head off them all in my head, not
systematically but feverishly, ogling out the libidinous
possibilities of whatever bit of femme flesh I could find. Looks,
age, likelihood; none of that mattered. It didn’t have to involve a
whole person. A grammy’s shrunken mammary glimpsed through a glass;
a varicose calf legging it to the ladies; a bow-fronted blouse
bobbing about in a crowd of blokes, all were equally up for it,
gagging for a gorging, dribbling, slack-mouthed seeing-to. 
Every puddingy swelling from head to show was painful in its
promise of pleasure. Each open mouth spoke only of cock lathering
fellatio. Of openly opening up and doing the rounds round my porky,
punctuating penis.  And I knew with disturbing lucidity what
Shakespeare’s circle knew, that every pair of pursing female lips
was made perfect by The Lord to pout out the story of O; to mouth
the words orifice, orifice, orifice, O holy, holy, holy come fuck
me in the holy of holies you big bad fucker …   God
almighty and Pearl notwithstanding, I had to get out of there
anyway before someone beat me up for o … o … o …
ogling his woman.



   So when I got to the door Pearl had knocked on before
shushing me away my heart was pounding. Then it dropped through the
floor. On the lintel was a small aluminium sign that said 401 to
404. I looked at the other door off the landing: 405 to 408. 
How could I have not noticed that even looking up the stairwell
through a glass entranceway from the floor below? So I'd been
cheated after all then? I felt dismayed but more than anything
disappointed. Disappointed that it wasn't going to happen as I'd
hoped and needed. But also massively, sickeningly and, considering
how I’d met her,  unaccountably disappointed in Pearl.
Disappointed that she didn't exist in the way I'd hoped and
believed. Dissapointed most of all that my faith in her had been
genuine when she was now clearly revealed as a fake. I pulled open
the connecting portal and saw as expected a gloomy strip of
corridor with two identical doors on each side. I stepped into the
dismal passageway pausing briefly by each entrance but could hear
nothing that gave a clue as to which one Pearl might have entered.
If indeed she had entered any one of them. She could have simply
ducked into the passage to wait until I'd gone out to the pub and
then gone on to any flat in the building. 

 

But then I thought I heard her voice. It was coming from the
place on the bottom left. Was that her voice? I couldn't be sure. I
thought so but I couldn't be sure. I went to stand outside to see
if I could hear anything. No it was a man's voice. Perhaps Pearl
was in there and her subterfuge had just been a way of protecting
me from whomever. And protecting herself into the bargain. You
couldn't blame her for that. There! Then there was laughter.
Definitely a man but maybe a woman's too. If it was Pearl then at
least she wasn't in danger. I moved in closer still. I was about to
put my ear to the door when it burst open to reveal a tall muscular
black man wearing loose-fitting army combat trousers and a white
string vest. Through his close-cut arc of moustache and goatee
beard it was easy enough to see that if it had been him doing the
laughing then he had now finished doing it. "Yeah: what the fuck
are you doing listening at my door?"



   No suitable answer presented itself at the point the
question was put to me, and even if it had I'm not sure I'd have
been able to provide it, as my peregrinatious heart had now vacated
the pit of my stomach and taken up rapid residence in my mouth. In
no manner mollified by shocked silence, the work-out warrior
abruptly seized the lapel of my jacket and dragged it violently
into the room, pulling me with it.  If I had thought that my
stomach was in meltdown earlier, then I overestimated the
experience, because it wasn’t until the moment I was pushed back up
against the door with a vicious-bladed knife held to my throat that
I knew what the real thing felt like. So volatile was the liquid
churning of my guts, that it was only extreme fear of the man’s
reaction that prevented me from demonstrating my understanding of
being shit scared by allowing the entire contents of my
gastrointestinal tract to cascade down my trouser legs and onto his
living room floor.  In the grip of many modes of panic, the
one with the tightest hold was linked to the desperate struggle to
clench my sphincter ring tight shut. I wasn't sure I'd manage it. I
wasn't at all certain that I was keeping my face free of the
gripping indeces of bowel control. In a state of true terror I was
trying to appear as honest, open and unthreatening as the
circumstances would permit but I don't know if I managed it.



   "Look, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean any harm."



   "Then what the fuck are you doing creeping round
outside my fucking door you fucking lying cunt? Are you one of
Sammy’s fucking slags?" I felt the knife cold against my throat
and, despite the beer I had just drunk, smelled the spirit alcohol
on his breath.



   "No, no, look, honestly, I was looking for a girl
named Pearl. She had some money of mine. I was waiting for her in a
pub over the road. She didn’t come back so I was looking for her. I
didn’t mean any harm. I wasn’t eavesdropping or anything. I thought
I heard her voice. I don’t know anyone name Sammy. I was just
trying to buy some grass. Honest. Honestly."



   Taking down the knife and instead holding me against
the door with his hand around my throat he turned and called out,
"Sherleen, get in here." Pearl entered from a room off the living
room. If her entry wasn't nonchalant in the face of the angry man's
furious summons then at least it put on every appearance of
nonchalance. "Have you bought this man here with you girl?"



   "Course I haven’t. You know I wouldn’t." She cast an
appraising but dismissive galnce towards me, still pinned to the
woodwork, regarding me as she might a beetle in a specimen case.
Refusing to catch my eye both of which looked at her for some kind
of deliverance she spoke cooly to her companion from across the
room. She had taken off the chunky cardigan and was holding a mug
of something hot. "I told you about him. He was the punter I jus'
left. He must have followed me here. I’m sorry Leroy, but I left
him down by the park." Leroy glared at me anew as though trying to
verify Pearl's - Sherleen's - account. From behind his back Pearl
gave me a hard look and shook her head. I couldn’t tell exactly
what she was getting at but it clearly involved keeping
quiet.



   "This the guy you got the fifty pond from?"



   At her nodded assent Leroy consolidated the grip of
his left hand around my neck, pushing upwards to force me to stand
on tiptoe. "Well, we just bin talking about you boy," he laughed.
It was an unpleasant bray of a laugh but at least amusement was
preferable to rage in a man with a big knife.  You’re the boy
who give her fifty pound to sit on his face in the park. Is that
what you do boy? You put your tongue up her arse huh? That’s the
kinda sick shit you like doing huh? So what you want now huh? What
you follow her for?



   "Look Leroy, I told you, he’s a pervert. He wanted me
to piss in his face after I’d finished queening him. I didn’t want
to get piss all over myself then walk over here in the cold, so I
told him that he was a dirty little bastard who wasn’t even worth
pissing on. I left him on his back on the bench. I’ve come across
his type before. You can treat them like shit because that’s the
sort of treatment they like. I thought I’d lost him. He’s harmless
though. Look at him, he won't do nuffin. He's shittin hi'self. Just
tell him to piss off."



   "Is that true boy, you want her to piss on your face?"
This time his malevolent expression broke out a contemptuous sneer
accompanied by further equine guffaws.



   "No … ," I spluttered as earnestly as I possibly
could before Leroy’s hand tightened still further around my throat
causing the flow of sound to choke to a halt.



   "Well we can’t have one of Sherleen's customers saying
he ain’t got his money’s worth now can we boy? It won’t be good for
getting any repeat business innit? And this girl is in crying need
of all the regulars she can get. int that right sugar puss?" Though
partly directed at Pearl, Leroy spat his words into my face from
close range. I hoped my expression didn't betray the disgust I felt
at his spittle-spraying, acrid, expostulations. Although with
hindsight I don't think he was very finely attuned to the nuances
of the situation he'd suddenly created.  From close up his
eyes looked as glazed and finely cracked as the bottoms of fifty
year old earthenware cups. Except this crazed capillary flare-up
wasn't the colour of inground tannins but rather a hypertensive
blood crimson. Clearly, alcohol wasn’t the only drug helping him to
modify his perception of events at that stage. I didn’t know what
he was on, but and if there’d been a bookie in the room I couldn't
have got any odds on him being on downers. Or on the skunkweed
Pearl had promised. Judging from the pupil-popping leer I was
coming in for, there was something a lot more edgy than dope doing
the rounds in his heart and mind. He was high up on something high
end alright. He continued with his hysterical laughter longer than
was remotely funny and was starting to seem pretty finely cracked
himself. Then suddenly he shut off the cackle. "Sherleen, give me
your knickers now." Leroy’s barked command was accompanied by a
waving of his right arm behind his back with his hand flapping open
and closed in peremptory expectation of delivery. Pearl put her
finger to her mouth to convey again the need for silence before
briskly hooking her thumbs under her airy skirt, dragging down her
pants and placing them wordlessly in Leroy’s now snapping
fingers.



   What happened next happened quickly but with all of
the brutal clarity of a pornographic film. The low budget sort of
porn whose chief erotic charge comes not from any artfully managed
cinematography or sensuous production values but simply from the
shocking, jolting unfamiliarity of seeing the normally unseeable.
Squelching penetrations, hairy overspilling flesh-filled gashes,
arcing ejaculations and the metronome swingings of scrotum sacks
wrinkled like walnuts – all shot in lurid close-up colour from
over-exposed angles impossible to the naked guy or gal actually
doing the business.

 

First off, Leeroy gleefully forced Pearl’s salty underpinnings
so tightly into my already gagging mouth that it was scarcely
possible for me to breath, let alone talk. He then twisted my arm
up my back and pushed me into the bathroom and bundled me down in
the bath. Again he took out the butcher's knife, but this time he
levelled at at my groin and ordered me not to move or he’d slice my
cock off and watch me bleed to death like a pig. I lay
exaggeratedly still while. scarcely more gently, he bustled Pearl
into the small room and told her to squat over me with her feet on
the edge of the bath. While she clambered into position with no
more than a mild sigh of resignation Leroy himself took up position
on the toilet seat and looked down at me with a manic expression.
"Make sure you can get him right in the face Sherleen, 'cos he aint
gonna move a fucking muscle are you boy?" I didn't know he expected
a reply until he gave a prompting prod into my ball bag. "Are you
boy?" he bellowed. Satisfied with my bleated assurance that I
wasn't, he sat back to direct the action. From my camera angle, the
lighting was inadequate. But I was far from in creative control, so
I simply focused on Pearl’s spreading shanks and calves up past
splayed, dun-coloured thighs at the tightly-curled, purple-fleshed
cunt (this was no pussy) which they framed.  I just had time
to notice that the pressure of hunkering down was causing her anus
to protrude slightly like a small brown volcano seen from above,
and, before other matters took my attention, remember hoping that
it was dormant. Whatever Leroy might have supposed, I wasn't even
that keen on getting my money's worth in the manner being
mooted.



   "Piss on him now."



   "Look Leroy, I’m not a dog or something you know. I
can’t just do it when you say so."



   But then she did do it. I was looking hard into her
snatch expecting to see some sort of preliminary indication or
warning of what was about to happen, perhaps a widening or a
dampening or something, but there was nothing like that. One moment
all I could see was no thing; the next a lancing rod of hot liquid
fizzled straight and hard out of her smiling crack across the short
space that separated us. Piss was thrumming onto my forehead and
running warmly into my hair and smartingly into my eyes, which I
had been unable to close in time. I remember hoping that my contact
lenses wouldn't be hosed out in some unthinkable fashion. So I
closed my eyes not daring to turn my head in any degree. In some
ways I now wish I'd seen the whole show, but accompanied by the
sound of Leroy’s delighted whoopings, Pearl proceeded to use her
fifteen seconds of aim to good effect, making slight adjustments to
her pelvic plane and causing the cable of urine which temporarily
connected us to pay a squiggling, drunken visit to the rest of my
face. First, drumming more heavily than I'd've expected against
each eyelid as if to demand access to the sockets beneath. Next
spurting against my upper lip and forcing stinking, choking piss
water into my nostrils. And, of course, piddling down onto my fully
opened mouth, completely soaking the knickery bung and causing me
to retch against the dribbling sewerage oozing past and through the
sodden wad to trickle down into the back of my throat.



   And it was all over in a whiz. All over once the
whizzing was done. All over once the last few drops of muscled-out
micturation had dribbled down all over me. All over because Leeroy
decided that it was time for me to stand up dripping and be bundled
out of the flat by the soles of his boot. Now that I was soaked in
Sherleen’s waste he seemed less keen to handle me and once I was
levered out of the door with a warning that I was not to darken it
again he seemed content to let me find my own way out of his
Notting Hill bolt hole. Looking back the real pisser was that it
was the last I saw or heard of Pearl. She said nothing when passing
water in my face and nothing to my face afterwards. The one comment
she made was made looking at my back as it was propelled past her.
She said, "leave it now Gerald, now you’ve got what you wanted, go
home to your wife."

 

   I didn't leave it though, not really.  I never
stopped looking out for her when I went up there to buy dope. Or
when I just went up there on a Saturday afternoon or for a walk
round on an evening after work. I never saw her again though even
though I often went dangerously close to Leeroy’s place.  It’s
all water under the bridge now but I’d still like to speak to her
about that night. Just to hear her side of the story. Whether she
was a victim or a vixen; a slut or my saviour. Or all these
things.  But there you go; that’s Notting Hill for you, you
can never be certain with people from that manor. And even if I did
see her what could I say after all this time? What would she say?
The truth? More lies? Something? Nothing? Who can fathom it? I’m
pretty clear that there was something between us though. And I do
still think about her more than I should.  For one thing I’ve
still got her knickers and get them out quite regularly. There’s a
hole in the fabric close to the waistband, which I find quite
touching. At the time £80.00 seemed a lot of money to pay for a
pair of pissy pants. And they’re a bit stiff now what with one
thing and another, but they’ve certainly lasted a lot longer than
the grass would have done.
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October 20th

 

Sam and I actually had a good time last night. We got the kids
to bed early and started smoking some of the good grass I’d managed
to get from Notting Hill over the weekend.  We started off
watching TV and really got into it, the way you sometimes do when
you’ve turned on the right channel and tuned into the right brain.
The colours were colourful, the on-screen jokes and the non-joke
jokes and the off-screen in-joke jokes were all so much funnier
than they were and we laughed till I thought my jaw ached. And
togetherness buzzed through the air between us like a shared sense
of danger. We were still dangerous dudes and complicit in it. 
We weren’t getting out of it alone like sad fuckers, we were
getting into it together like Bonnie and Clyde and it wasn’t cosy
it was racy. And sexy in the sexy kind of way that lets you know
that if you did have sex it would be fully filthy but you won’t
have sex because you’re just having too much mutuality to want to
fuck each other. And that feeling was mutual. Synchronious. Or at
least it was for me anyway.



    At around 10.00pm a stand-up comedy show came
on. In one act a stridently feminist fat woman with nice tits did a
routine based on what I suppose you’d call sexual linguistic
politics. It more or less hinged on the old point about there being
hundreds of defamatory terms for promiscuous women (slapper, slag,
slut, shag bag, seraglio, etc) and very few for promiscuous men
(though I think slappee, stag, scunt and ballbag could all
work).  In some ways working against her first point, the
porky pushover then went on to complain that women were also denied
the vast range of terminology available to men to describe wanking.
She came up with what she thought were a few suitable suggestions
including ‘the kit kat shuffle’. Sam didn’t get it and asked me how
it worked. I said that I assumed it had to do with the fact that
there were four fingers in a Kit Kat. Sam said that it was no
wonder she hadn’t got it because she would never use four fingers
on herself. This started us off thinking up versions of our own.
Because of the dope, some of them sounded so funny that we ended up
crying with laughter. At one point Sam said that we should write
our ideas down or we’d forget them in the morning. So, I got some
paper, switched off the T.V. and that’s how it started.



    Being stoned doesn’t always make you as creative
and original as you might think at the time. And, when the morning
came and I looked at them straight, our ideas with a few exceptions
tended to be lacklustre variations on three or four already
over-worked themes. By this time of course Sam had lost interest in
the list and even got quite tetchy when I insisted on reading it
out with the coffee-in-bed I’d made her. Which was irritating
seeing as it was her idea to compile the bloody thing in the first
place.

 

Certainly I felt the exasperated groans and bitchy remarks
directed at yours truly were more than a little unfair; hurtful
even. And while I agree that she was largely correct in her
negative assessment of our collaboration overall, I’d also say that
her head-beneath-the-blanket criticism did blind her to several of
the formulations that had at least some meretricious merit. For
example, out of the rhymed offerings of the ‘Hit the Clit’ variety;
Grease the Crease, Snatch Scratch and Wet the Pet stood out from an
admittedly undistinguished ensemble. Though I suppose even these
are at best derivative and very possibly out-and-out duplications.
All fillies that would fail to find a ride in the Newmarket
Runny-Cunny Stakes at any event.

 

But there was some better business from the slew of those that
waxed metaphorical or simply obscure. I liked Placket Ping-Pong,
Digital Dating, Slit-Sliding, Pushing the Boat Out, Tipping the
Waitress, Dancing in the Dark and Chasing the Rabbit. And it was
from this rather charming, zen-like notion of a young girl pursuing
a rabbit down its bunnyhole that we came (by way of Doing the
Dormouse, The Clitoral Quadrille and Curtsying to the Red Queen) to
what for me was the richest vein of Muff Mining that was struck
during the entire pussy-prospecting session.

 

It involved using girls’ names as soubriquets for ladyparts.
Alice came first of course: so it was Go Rasp Alice; Take Alice to
the Palace; Empty Alice’s Chalice and more simply Arouse Alice.
Which in turn provoked an alphabetical rash of mainly alliterative
nether-regional nomenclatures. We got stuck in that particular
groove for some time and run the whole gamut from Awakening
Arabella, Bonking Beryl, Creaming Clarissa and Dunking Dolores onto
Manipulating Mary, Knuckling Nora and Oiling Olive before ending up
with Working (on) Wilma, Petting Yvette and Zeroing (in on) Zena.
The possibilities seemed almost endless. And as dead in the water
as most of these were, it was this stream of cuntiousness that took
us via a quickening flow of thought (Dampening Dora, Lubricating
Lois, Soaking Susan, Juicing Jessica) to what for me at the time
was the end of the quest: Moistening Muriel!

 

Moistening Muriel: it  had - has – everything you
want in a euphemism for greasy girly glissandos or wry womanly
rubbings. It’s gentle-sounding for one thing and gives the act of
groinal gyration a coyly cosmetic connotation, as though pussy
pampering were an essential part of every lusty ladies beauty
regime, bringing a glow to the cheek and a sheen to the lip. 
And I don’t know if there’s such a word – but it’s onomatopoeic in
the mouth. To say it is to become slightly damp-lipped:
mmmmmmmmmoist. Yes, moistening Muriel is melt-in-the-mouth
mellifluous and therefore so much more befitting an activity most
commonly conducted with gentle nudges and canny circlings than the
plosive jerks that are called upon when Beating the Bishop. 
There’s even something of the quality of mercy about it – innocent,
unstrained and dewy-eyed. It’s not vulgar but jocular and
affectionate. And it’s that essential comic undertone, that slight
hint of self-parody, that’s puts it alongside all the best wank
witticisms. Overall it manages to be both decorous and indecently
descriptive at the same time. Something a mother might use for
decency’s sake without realising that in so doing she’s giving away
more about her little girl’s lubricious lathering than if she’d
gone for the franker option: Well Dolly I’ve never been so
shocked in all my life. I walked into her bedroom and there she
was, large as life, legs akimbo, wa … ma … Moistening
Muriel for all she was worth. I didn’t know where to put
my face. It could work. I would like it to work. And not just
because I was the one who thought it up. I would definitely like to
make it work. To see Moistening Muriel slip into the language like
a foraging female finger into a foaming fanny …  



    So for the rest of the day, I silently nagged
away at the prospect of so penetrating the OED, and by bedtime had
knocked a plan sufficiently into shape to ask Sam what she thought
about the idea of a book on female masturbation entitled
Moistening Muriel.  I made the point that our
invention would make a great title for such a compilation. And, I
went on, it could also set the tone for each chapter heading. We
could ask a range of women to provide us with their favourite
sexual fantasy to go in the book. Each fantasy or linked group of
fantasies could form a separate chapter I explained and the chapter
title would be the best, most creative or inventive name for female
masturbation the contributor(s) came up with. You know: ‘Buffing My
Best Bottom’ by Brenda Bennet, Chartered Accountant aged 29 from
Romney Marsh.  I said that I thought it would perform a
valuable service on a range of levels for a wide variety of readers
of both genders. I thought but didn’t say that it was quite a sexy
spin off from my Wing project; the sister publication or
erotic alter ego to my own literary pursuits.  Sam, trying not
to be too dismissive for once, guardedly agreed that it might make
an interesting read but said that there was no way any woman was
going to volunteer that sort of information out of the blue (sic)
to anyone, let alone a man. You’d have to get some sort of
guaranteed commission from a reputable publisher first she thought.
Then, she supposed, there might be some take up from the tart
sorority. Even then, you’d stand more chance if you were a woman
she said. I said that we could do it together for charity. All
proceeds to go to fighting female circumcision in Namibia or some
such place. The suggestion got no more than a non-committal grunt
before she rolled over and went to sleep.



November 17th

The Commissioning Editor

Massed Regiment of Books

123A Russel St.

Bloomsbury

London

WC1 3EZ



Dear Madam



Over the last two months the women’s group to which I belong – the
playfully named Lewisham Ladies League – has been discussing the
topic of female masturbation. As a collective of women we have
taken the view that one of the more entrenched bastions of
patriarchal oppression has been the suppression and repression of
the auto-erotic impulse among women.



We believe that the time is now right for a volume which, without
prurience, documents and celebrates women’s strategies for
achieving self-induced orgasm; particularly where those practices
fall outside the tawdry arena of phallocentric sex-play.
Accordingly, I have been nominated by the L.L.L. to put forward a
proposal that I act as editor of a collection of accounts submitted
by women from all walks of life detailing their most successful
masturbatory practice(s). We have what we think to be a most
engaging – and eye catching – title for the proposed volume:
Moistening Muriel. In the spirit of this witty and apt
euphemism, we also intend to ask each contributor to think up her
own, hopefully original, descriptive expression for masturbation to
serve as a suitable title for her own piece. If nothing else, such
descriptors could go some way towards redressing the linguistic
imbalance that exists within the patriarchy which has hundreds of
formulations denoting male masturbation but scarcely any which
commonly refer to its female equivalent.



The completed collection would, we anticipate, feature the frank
accounts of some hundred women from a variety of backgrounds,
cultures, age-range, sexual preferences, professions and public
positions. Given that the book would not be pornographic but rather
an encomium to a neglected aspect of female sexuality, it is our
hope that a number of women with a high public profile could be
induced to contribute.  I, for one, will be bitterly
disappointed if Madonna can not be persuaded to say something on
the subject. Celebrity input would, of course, have the dual
advantage of helping further to undermine the taboos which still
inhabit the topic, even among women, and, more prosaically, of
helping to promote the work more widely.



It is our belief that women who are able to reject or lessen the
guilt surrounding the act of masturbation will emerge as happier,
better-adjusted human beings. Research has shown that the incidence
of mental imbalance is greatly reduced among women who are able to
achieve a more frank understanding of their own sexual needs. As it
is our sincere view that such a compilation could work to the
general benefit of all women, we feel that the volume would be most
correctly presented in support of an appropriate charity. While
this aspect of the venture could be open to discussion, I would
willingly offer to undertake the editorship (on an expenses-only
basis) with the profits going to the support group Sisters United
to Confront Clitoral Circumcision (SUCCUM).



Our request, then, is that you commission the proposed book. A
letter of intent from yourselves endorsing the compilation would go
a long way towards helping secure individual participation in the
venture. Clearly, should you be interested, you will wish to meet
to discuss the project further. At this point, however, you should
know that I am a qualified clinical psychologist with a strong
background in research into and working with women’s sexual
problems. I recognise that you must receive a number of unsolicited
proposals such as this one, but would ask you to give the matter
some real consideration before rejecting it out of hand (sic).
Apart from anything else, the book will be fun to do and could end
up selling in significant numbers if it is marketed properly. Any
assurances you require can easily be provided.



In any event, thank you for your consideration. We look forward to
hearing from you.



Yours,





Samantha Love







 November 28th.



    No reply yet from Massed Regiment. And nothing
from Bloodstain Books or Ova Oeuvre either. I’ll give it until
Christmas before I try something else. One way or another I’d love
to get this book on the go. I think it’s exciting. I can hardly
wait for the fantasies to come flooding in. So it stands to reason
that there’ll be plenty of others wanting to know just how women
wank.

 

Though when I showed Sam the letter she’d written she was …
well, what was she? Scornfully incredulous? Mockingly contemptuous?
Outraged and derisive? Yes all of that and just as discouragingly
she reckoned that I’m wasting my time. That its already been done,
both pornographically and academically. She even brandished a
couple of volumes from her bedside cabinet that I didn’t know
existed. And although she whisked them away before I could get a
good look at their contents it was clear enough that she was right
judging by the front covers (Distaff Dreams: The Secret Erotic
Lives of Women and Fingering for Dykes: A Guide to
Pleasing Yourself (and Others); this last from an outfit
called, appropriately enough I thought, Sapphic Press).

 

And her spoiling tactic was sufficiently successful to divert me
momentarily into a line of questioning about her own fondness for
Sapphic presses. But she wasn’t in a mood for diversion and went on
vehemently to make the point that even in the unlikely event of one
of these companies going for the ludicrous idea, they’d want to
meet with Samantha Love first and there was no chance of that ever
happening so I should forget the whole thing from the upshot. And
once she warmed to that theme she began to take the thing quite
personally, attacking me for expecting her to write to a
hundred prominent women asking them to tell her how they jerk out
their own jollies. Running the risk of getting her arrested for
sending obscene requests through the post. And all simply to
gratify some pervy obsession she accused me of having. I did try to
placate her. I told her that the women don’t necessarily have to be
famous. That she could ask her friends, or go round the clubs
interviewing people, she could even do it over the internet if
things got really desperate. But she was having none of it.



    Yet for all that I think she’s wrong. I don’t
even think most of the women would want to be given anonymity or
aliases or whatever. You’ve only got to switch on the telly these
days to see how far people will go to to get into the media. I bet
most women would tell her something worth hearing, especially if
she were prepared to dress for the occasion and look the part of
serious but sexually liberated researcher. Be prepared to catch
them when they’d had a few and tell them they’re contributing to
some high-end academic study with an altruistic purpose. Then
they’d be only too willing to flaunt their favoured finger
technique. I could get her one of those journalists’ tape recorder
jobs. And obviously she’d want a healthy representation from the
lesbian and bisexual brigade. You never know, she could even get
lucky.



    So I can’t really see her problem. But forget it
had been her reply in the tone of voice she uses to indicate that
the topic is no longer open to discussion.



I think that she’s being a bit selfish. She has her fun when she
wants it. You’d think she’d be glad to have the kind of husband who
actively encourages her to be sexually adventurous. Yet she seems
to be getting more and more sullen. So, as with so much else these
days, I suppose I’ll have to start thinking about going it
alone.

 










Chapter 8
The ongoing literary journal of E.C.Love, apprentice novelist


   Well, no one could say that Grass isn’t more of a
story than Toss. But is it a story worth telling? That’s the
question.



   On balance, I think it is.  True the subject
matter won’t be everyone’s cup of tea. And you wouldn’t need to be
any kind of puritan for the ending to leave a nasty taste in the
mouth.  Curling the lip at cunt and cannabis could be
considered a bit prissy in a new centurian. But balking at a
barrage of piss to the gob doesn’t make you a Malvolio, even in
this day and age. Because when all’s said and done it wasn’t
gingery cake and spiced ale that was hot on Gerald’s tongue. It was
sweaty whore gusset and liquid sewerage. And that’s an acquired
taste that is. That’s definitely a dollop of caviar for the
general. That’s mainstream rank enough for most people to get faddy
about.

 

   But it’s supposed to make you smile not seriously
sick.  I think Shakespeare would have chuckled at it anyway. I
reckon it’s his type of thing. It’s a story of carnal, shoddy and
unnatural acts. It features Bully Bottoms and fallacious
fundaments. There’s unwonted urination and cash dispensed to a
cunningly false whore. A fair-seeming strumpet who, purposes
mistook, moists her punter with her own petard by blowing from the
moon.

 

   O.k., so maybe it’s more Miller’s Tale
than Hamlet, but at least it does a decent job of
depicting a narrator with all his imperfections on his head. And in
that sense the piss really does make its point. It’s not just
gratuitous. The message is in the micturation. And though
there’ll be people (people like Samantha no doubt) who’ll probably
feel that Gerald ends up feeling far too pleased with himself for
their liking, they can’t expect fiction to be routinely
retributive. And in any event no one could say that he completely
‘scaped pussy whipping. Which is a moral of sorts for those that
want one. Though Gerald himself learns nothing worth learning of
course, even from the sting in the tail. And I suppose I have to
accept that I’m probably not in the best position to judge how
far-fetched that makes him seem. Because I’m not so sure that the
lessons I learned from the real-life incident were the correct ones
either. But so far as Pearl is concerned, certainly someone’s
errant daughter, that’s just how I remember her myself. Enigmatic
and street-sassy: a genuine near-miss.



   I still wonder what’s become of her. And I wonder what
she’d say if she read the story as it is? Probably that it – that I
- was full of crap. A lying bastard. Still, I doubt that she’d
recognise elevated whimsy if it came and pissed on her. So
hopefully, any readers I get will be a tad more sophisticated than
the average west London hooker.



   Yet for all that, she was quite sharp and fun to talk
to. And she was as witty and mercurial as I tried to make her in
the story. I remember the hurt I felt on the drive home after our
encounter. It was as though I’d been dumped painfully and
perversely by a gorgeous girlfriend of some standing. I couldn’t
get her out of my head. Even though she’d quite cynically conned me
out of money I couldn’t afford to lose, I simply wanted to see her
again. And that feeling followed me around for weeks and weeks
afterwards. 

 

   And as brief as the encounter was, it proved to be
a real turning point for me sexually. Of course, you never know
with sex whether a chance incident sets you off down a completely
new road or whether that road was always there, hidden beneath the
undergrowth just waiting for the bricks to be laid bare. In one
respect of course, hidden or new it makes no difference. The
neurological pathways are suddenly better signposted, the route
more clearly mapped out to consciousness and you’re free to ramble
to your heart’s content down strange ways into a new country. Up to
that point I’d never had any special thing for black women. They
were just a sub-class of women in general and as such neither more
nor less likely to be used as wank fodder. After that night in
Notting Hill though, rubbery-reared West Indian women could never
complain that they were not disproportionately and exhaustively
represented on the visitation schedules and intineries of my erotic
excursions. Jamaica? Well no, not in the flesh, but I’ve certainly
given her a lot of lurid thought. As well as to Tribadism in
Tobago; arses from Barbados and dominatrixes from Dominica. It’s
even a topic that Sam has more than a passing interest in; one that
I can sometimes get her to talk about when she's in the right sort
of mood.



   The erotic jolt that I must admit writing the story
gave me is a bit of a worry though. Especially as it may well
colour the representation of black people generally in ways I’m not
seeing properly. While Gerald is meant to be even more of a prat
than I was myself that night, and while I think he does emerge from
the piece as its principle plonker, I can’t decide whether it would
be legitimate to call the story racist or not. And maybe that’s
because a big part of me finds it sexy. But there’s no getting over
the fact that Grass has black people on the street
bitching and whoring and taking drugs and running cons in exactly
the manner depicted in the most mechanically cranked-out crime show
on the box. ‘Characterisation that is predictable enough to call
banal if only it were not so unusually offensive,’ (Simon Monserrat
The Independent on Sunday). Well, OK Simon my old son, but
having said that let’s try not to forget that one theme of the
piece is the way in which we stereotype everyone, black or white.
And lest you miss the point, remember who ends up pissing on
whom.



   In any event, the bare bones of the story must ring
true because it did happen. I was conned by a West Indian hooker
into giving up money for drugs that didn’t exist. And I did fancy
her without having the slightest intention of using her
professionally. And she was quite clever in the way she pulled me
in. And she said her name was Pearl, though I have no idea if it
was. So I guess I have some right to write about what happened and
to add a bit of artifice to the raw truth. That’s what writers are
supposed to do after all.



   And in that respect I think it is a clear step
forward. Toss was a collection of observations about
wanking which, I think, stand on their own. And even though I
wouldn’t want to align myself with absolutely everything that’s
said in the piece, the ideas are essentially my own. Grass
is loosely based on my own experience but in lots of other ways is
pure fiction. Rubbing her arse into my groin, sitting on the park
bench looking up her skirt, agreeing to go back and have sex with
her and, of course, everything that happened after the pub never
happened. Ditto a lot of the dialogue. I made it all up; simply a
product of my imagination. I’m proud of that. It’s clearly the way
to go. Start off with what you know but take it further and further
as fiction, make it something beyond yourself. Give it a shape that
your own experience only really hints at; spark the flame of truth
from the rough flint of actuality. Yes, that’s what I need to do.
Let’s have more of that, let’s have much more of that.

 

   After all, it’s not as if there’s been any shortage
of pernicious women in my life, either before or since Pearl. It’s
not as if there aren’t more adders fanged for me to work on; more
distaff Rosencrantz and Guildensterns to marshal me to knavery or
collude with me in craft.  In fact sometimes I think that if
it wasn’t for my mother, I’d have a completely jaundiced view of
the fair sex.

 

 










Chapter 9
Two crafts directly meet


 

 Let it work;

 For ‘tis the sport to have the enginer

 Hoist with his own petard, and’t shall go hard

 But I will delve one yard below their mines

 And blow them at the moon. O ‘tis most sweet

 When in one line two crafts directly meet.

 Hamlet III.iv.207 – 12



    “So, you say that you write books?”



    “I try to.”



    “What do you write about?”



    “Relationships.”



    “What man-woman?”



    “Yes. Sometimes even man-man and
women-women.”



    “So how do you get to know about them?”



    “What lesbians?”



    “No, not lesbians.”



    “Men and women?”



    “Mmmm.”



    “What are you asking me?”



    “What qualifies you. How come you’re such an
expert?”



    “I’m not an expert, more of a student really.
I’m interested in the glues that keep people together. And the
forces that rip them apart. I think a lot about my own
relationships. I look at other peoples’, analytically. I read a lot
too.”



    “And you think that helps you to write?”



    “Well obviously it does, yes. Reading is
key.”



   The girl left her well-ordered desk and with careful
deliberation carried her chair over to my own. A result. Although
I’ve actually done little more than seriously think about writing,
I have noticed recently that talking about myself as a writer has
seriously increased my stock with women. Whether they are attracted
by the bogus scent of sensitivity, the synthetic colour of the
creative life or by the desperate hope of at last finding a man
whose feminine side extends more widely than his ability to locate
a clitoris, I don’t know. But I do know that my chances of getting
laid have increased significantly since I’ve started talking openly
to women about my writing. Which is as well, because I’ve reached
the time of life when monogamy and masturbation aren’t doing the
job they once did for me. When I feel the growing urge to have
actual sex, not virtual or imagined, with someone I’ve not been
married to for the last 13 years. Almost anyone would do, but
someone like the precisely aloof Ms Perkins would do very well
indeed.  I had already spent several extended periods of
reverie that week musing on how her calmly inscrutable face and
gracefully controlled limbs would react if she were jiggling up and
down on the end of my cock for an hour and a half or so.  And
now, here she was, rising to the corned beef like a foolhardy carp
about to blow its years of prudence on a tasty morsel.



   Placing her chair in front of my desk, she sat still
for a moment before she lit a cool cigarette and blew a
supercilious cone of smoke across the clutter spread out in front
of me. She appeared to be evaluating the evidence of shoddy working
practices and unprofessional conduct exhibited in the ramshackle
piles of documents covering the working space that separated us. My
impression was that she found me guilty as charged.



    “Tell me how,” she demanded. Her manner was
abrupt. Her tone jeering. I thought how satisfying it would be to
change that to frantic and pleading.



    “What, how reading helps to understand
relationships?”



    “Yes.”



   Her choice of words was measured. Nothing was
superfluous. Her voice was as clear and sharp as cut crystal. It
sounded as though it belonged in a public information film made
during the 1950s warning service men of the dangers of venereal
disease. Her look on the other hand was less dispassionate, though
scarcely any warmer. It was a look which had been directed towards
me on an almost daily basis since I joined the company a month
previously. It was a look of pert scepticism.



    “I never read anything that I don’t have to.
That isn’t to my clear advantage. I want to know what you think you
get out of it.”



    “I’ll tell you if you like, though I suspect
you’re only asking to confirm your opinion of me as
ridiculous.”



Without abandoning its pert scepticism, the look now took on the
additional suggestion of wounded innocence.



    “I want to know or I wouldn’t have asked. Tell
me. You never know, you might convert me. I might want to write a
story of my own.”



   The ‘me’ was Charlotte. A chilled chablis blond with
pallid vinho verde eyes and bumper burgundy lips that were all the
more potent for being that bit squiffy, that bit skew whiff and so
hinting at twisted promise and imperfectly contained red-blooded
repressions. And it was this that for me made her such an
intoxicating mouthful. She was that perfect project: a visibly
imbalanced ingénue whose incipient potential for perversity was so
far deliciously unrealised. And every time I looked at her across
the office I knew that I wanted to realise the arse of her. She was
mid-to-late twenties but still had the only-half-swollen
late-pubescent morphology and artless skein of damp-looking hair to
be expected of an upper VI lacrosse player, now in uniform but only
recently out of the shower. She was the sort of woman you had to
remind yourself not to refer to as a girl. And, to be honest, she
invited the misnomer herself, especially when she pulled the kind
of face she pulled at me next; a sullen moue of irritation
imitating the peevish petulance of a ten year-old refused a
chocolate.

 

   Clearly she had no idea that my own reluctance was
only feigned, nor that I would have gladly delivered an hour-long
lecture on social and sexual mores in the English novel of manners
if doing so could have helped me get my fingers up her cunt. But I
was the guileful hunter and she the innocent quarry and I was
patiently waiting for her to commit herself to the bait, take it
into her mouth so that I could drive home my deceitful lure through
that red flesh and begin to reel her in for a hot supper.



    “Look, no matter how thoughtful you are or how
many experiences you have, you can never hope to meet, let alone to
understand, the full range and complexity of human behaviour.
Reading fiction gives you a better chance. It gives you many lives
in one. Reading about how different people in different times and
situations have thought and felt and loved and lost has resonance
for your own life and of lives generally. Otherwise you’re isolated
in your own lifespan and imprisoned by the accidents of your own
biography. And,” I added with not entirely feigned warmth, “you get
the chance to be intimate with the thoughts and feelings of more
creatures than you could possibly be intimate with in your own
life.  This helps both to feed our hunger for intimacy and
make us much better equipped for it when the real thing comes
along. Much better equipped. Particularly as reading also puts us
in touch with the great exponents of language, the greatest
interpreters of life and events that have ever lived. Reading
Shakespeare and Donne and Hardy and Saul Bellow not only makes us
more emotionally articulate but also more emotionally literate.
Better able to touch the minds and bodies of other human beings and
to know and respect their feelings, their deepest needs, their
fervent desires, their secret motivations … and how they might
best be satisfied.”



   As chat-up lines go, I knew that this ran the risk of
appearing pompous, but I thought that a bit of passionate intensity
and covert suggestiveness was my best bet with a girl like
Charlotte who would undoubtedly be frit by anything too direct. And
it seemed to work. She appeared to be rebuked, scolded. Her tone
was no longer jeering or even querulous but rather pensive.

 

   “When I had to read books at school, I always
thought that the people in them were easy to understand. It seemed
so much more complicated just being me.”

 

   Her lower lip quivered slightly as she said this.
And her previously pert pneumatic pout grew suddenly moist and warm
and tremulous. Now they were you-can-kiss-me lips not
you-can-go-kiss-my-arse lips. That trademark swollen slash of
overblown colour, a warning red fuck-off foreground flaring out
against a milky smooth complexion that was also the background
blazon of indifference softened into something altogether more
pleasingly vulnerable and plaintive. We were in the office alone at
lunch time and I was as surprised as I was delighted to realise
that sexual tension seemed to have entered the room uninvited and
sat down beside us in the guise of silence.  



   I don’t know how long Charlotte would have allowed the
quiet to gather around us while she stared impassively into my
face, or what might have happened had I not, irritatingly, lost my
nerve and destroyed the potential of the moment by retreating
back into the role of expert.

 

   “That’s exactly my point.”

 

   And now I’ll never know how our story would have
been different if I’d carped her diem and plonked one on her pucker
from the get go; but I didn’t so I don’t. Though it’s not beyond
the bounds of possibility that we’d’ve ended up with a
heat-of-the-moment shag in the stock cupboard. But sadly for the
spirit of sexual spontaneity that didn’t happen and things went on
and happened in just the more sedate way I’m about to describe.
Which, so far as my actual response was concerned was that I
settled for returning her gaze with what I imagined to be the
reciprocated intensity of a man in thrall to a fascinating literary
critical debate.

 

   “Real life is just too complex, too messy and
contingent for us to understand all our own motives and meanings.
Our interactions are so multiple and complex that it’s often
impossible to separate the truly significant events and long-term
trends from the irrelevancies, blind-alleys and quotidian workaday
junk that we all have to pick our way through. In fact, we’re all
too many stories jumbled together in one. Some are interesting,
some aren’t. Some contradict or cancel out others. Some will come
to something, others wont, while many never start at all and remain
latent. And not a single one of them is finished yet. And, as if
that weren’t confusing enough, there’s the simple rush of
consciousness: the sensory flood and the emotional flow that comes
with waking up in a morning. Then, there are the contradictions of
personality, the fact that we sometimes behave in ways that even we
don’t expect. Possibly because of subconscious promptings that we
can’t fully know about, possibly because the very idea of
psychological continuity is an illusion and that in reality we are
no more than the incoherent sum of our responses to circumstances
and events.  Art, writing, doesn’t have to provide us with the
illusion of character consistency. While it can present people as
intelligible, it can also expose them as inchoate and incoherent.
Show people behaving in ways that are incompatible with other
things they’ve done or said or believed.  But it should always
clarify these things because it can select and focus, refine and
sift experience for us. Order the flux.  Give us some sense of
coherence, even if the coherent sense we are offered is the view
that we are all essentially unintelligible. All likely to do wild
and crazy things that can’t ultimately be explained or predicted
beforehand.”



   Given that this is itself writing, the reader will
surmise that I didn’t say all this in quite so coherent a manner.
I’ll bet that I didn’t use the word quotidian. At least I hope I
didn’t. And I’m certainly certain that I will have refined a few
things here and there. What I’m equally certain of, however, is
that I did say something of the sort. This being the case, readers
can be forgiven for coming to the legitimate conclusion that I am a
tedious and pretentious twat with as much chance of engaging in
successful sexual banter as the Deli Lama. I’d be inclined to
agree, but, as I said, overt sexual banter doesn’t seem to come
half so naturally to me as commitment and intensity. Which
fortunately for me is what many ladies, at least ladies writing on
the topic in magazines and the like, say they find attractive in a
man. And, as luck had it, Charlotte appeared to be one of those
unexplained and unpredictable ladies.

 

   Because, while others would have had little
hesitation in leaving me alone with silence, Charlotte stayed right
where she was. In fact she showed every sign of swelling interest.
She smiled as though amused by her own dawning insight. She nodded
in grateful recognition of revealed truth. She brushed her hair
from her face with her hand, twice, each time in a rather winning,
unselfconscious manner. And she slipped off her left shoe and put
her slender stockinged foot underneath her right thigh in a
one-sided lotus. This was a digging in of position, signaling her
desire for further discussion. But it was also a manoeuvre which
caused her dress – a mid-length gym-slip affair – to tighten
against her hips and thighs and the hem to rise up towards her
crotch (which in fairness was obscured by her covering calf). It
was sexy nevertheless and even at the time I thought that she did
this knowing what she was doing. But little did I know how very
very knowing.



   “So, what you’re saying she said is that you’ve read
more than I have so you understand romantic relationships better
than I do.”



   Well, on the evidence that I had given her, that’s
exactly what I was saying. But it’s hardly a view you can easily
own up to, especially while you’re trying to catch a furtive
glimpse of your interlocutor’s knickers and hoping that – in the
long run – you may be able to persuade her to take them off for
you. So what I said was, “no, I’m not saying that. I don’t know
what your experiences have been or how naturally intuitive you
might be. I don’t know anything about you. What I am saying is that
reading provides me with a kind of structure, a grammar if you
like, for thinking about relationships. It also gives me the words
to think with. That’s why I hate it so when people say that reading
is just second hand experience. It isn’t at all. Although the
events being described may never have happened to you personally,
you do experience the words, the flow of language as directly, as
viscerally as … “



    “Shall I show you what I learned from books when
I was at school?”

 

   She stood up, kicked off her right shoe and went
through a brief routine of arching and stretching her spine. Each
movement, held taut for a moment, pushed her pelvis towards me. Her
dress was still slightly hitched and I could see the red
indentation left on the spot where her foot had been pressing
against her thigh. Leaning lithely across my desk, she selected two
of the bigger books from the general chaos. She then stood
perfectly straight and, smiling with unaffected delight (I saw it
there for the first time), placed the books carefully on the crown
of her head and paraded smoothly around the office. As she walked,
her hands turned outwards from her hips, giving the effect of a
graceful, though slightly sashaying flapper. Daisy, a bit tipsy
over at Jay’s place. When the books finally clattered to the floor,
she walked away from them frowning slightly.



    “Deportment you see. I’ve lost it though. Miss
Spirogira would be quite cross. Actually, I never was terribly
level headed. I remember one year on my report she wrote
‘deportment – erratic’.”



   Her accent, which was always high and round to my
demotic ear, took on the full ringing implacability of the ladies’
college. She grimaced theatrically as she climbed back into her
shoes and asked, in her own voice, “Do you play squash?”



    “Yes, I can do.”



    “Think you’re too good to play with me?”



    “I shouldn’t think so. My wife always beat me
when we used to play together.”



    “I’ll book a court then should I? For Thursday
after work?”



    “Yes, that would be good. I need a run
around.”



    “Yes, I think you do.”





   The air-conditioned court was cool. Its walls were
cooler still as I let my finger slick across the smooth plaster
coated with its film of condensation, perspiration and I supposed
rendered human fat. I began to warm up the ball, whacking it back
and forth against the front wall, watching it quicken in the
rebound, gathering heat and speed, bringing it up to the required
responsiveness as it fed off the strength in my arm.  Like a
woman, a squash ball needs to be properly attended to before the
game proper can begin. It’s the price you pay for a satisfactory
bounce.



   Charlotte appeared in her customary gym-slip covering,
although now it was white and magnetically scanty. On court she
exuded confidence. From her deep-throated racket to her clubby,
pink-trimmed, non-skid, non-affordable squash shoes she looked
every inch the part. As did every inch of her parted legs, which
rose in slim parallel from her endearingly dimpled knees to that
sweet place where they vanished from sight at the hem line two tiny
inches below her teasing twat.    



   The game itself was a crash course in court control
delivered by a dashing dominatrix.  With its high walls and
empty echoing spaces the court might have been a torture chamber or
a cathedral. Either way, Charlotte was at home there. An epiphany,
she penetrated space like a whisper in church. Excruciating turns,
bone-crunching changes of direction, sinew-tearing stretches to the
side and to the front; all of these manoeuvres and more oozed from
her in a vascular, pulsing flow. With a fierce intensity and fixity
of purpose she tracked down the ball wherever I tried to put it to
ground. Each shot, from the arrogantly punched volley to the
wickedly top-spun drive was hit with cruel calculation and an
almost embarrassingly open desire to inflict damage and maximise
pain. Yet the strokes she played disguised their inherent
brutality; so easy on the eye were they, so fluid, such balm was
there to be found in their rhythmic grace, that she seemed to be a
benign spirit at play, without malice or guile.  Though the
ball ran totally without mercy. Time and again it launched itself
from the net of her racket towards the far corners and desolate
spaces of the court as if, like some primeval black urchin scooped
up from the Marianas trench, it hungered for depth.



   Only once did her composure falter. I had slashed in
desperation at a passing shot and mistimed the stroke, sending the
ball arcing eccentrically off the edge of the racket towards the
nick of the court. Charlotte, having anticipated my intended shot
had to sprawl awkwardly to regain position, and, although she won
the point, ended up on her back in an undignified heap. Composing
herself, she stood up and walked sadly back towards the box with a
parodic, though to my eyes charming, Chaplinesque gait. Once there,
she announced in mock, or maybe it was not-so-mock, self rebuke:
“You see, deportment erratic.”



   It was a game but not a contest. I was quickly
disposed of and embarrassed to have taxed her so slightly. I was
also worried that my poor showing was hardly the stuff to get her
vaginal juices flowing. Still, she seemed to enjoy the experience
of having stuffed me so easily.

 

   “I thrashed the pants off you,” she boasted in the
pub afterwards, relishing the roundness of the expression on her
tongue. On court, though, she had been more gracious. Versed in the
etiquette of victory she shook my hand quite formally and wished me
better luck next time. When I said that she could hardly want
another game as one sided as this one, she hesitated before
replying. Taking a step closer towards me, she said:

 

   “Oh, you’ll do much better next time. I won’t wear
this dress again, I think it must have put you off.”

 

   Given the ease of her victory, I noticed that her
face was surprisingly flushed. Sweat had trickled down onto her
upper lip. In the booming overhead light, it was possible to see
that she had the most delicate of moustaches, tiny cilia producing
a matt glow set against the slick sheen of her cheeks.  For a
moment, I felt my weakened knees weaken further under the giddying
impulse to press the one on-court advantage I possessed, strength,
to press her salty lips hard against my own. To taste how she
was.



   More lamely, though probably more wisely, I settled
for upping the ante on her earlier inhabitation of my personal
space. I took a step closer and clicked to full-beam eye contact.
One day, this sort of male dating ploy will be exposed by an
ever-vigilant feminist community as face rape. But for now you can
get away with it.  I let my finger slick across the smooth
contours of her beaded forehead and huskily observed that she’d
burned off a few calories so the game couldn’t have been a complete
waste of her time. Suddenly (and I could scarcely believe how
successful the old space invasion, eye contact, husky-voiced
routine could be), Charlotte reached forward and used both of her
hands to pull the cotton shirt from out of my shorts and,
Cassio-like, wiped the sweat from her face on it. The fact that the
thing was already as wet as mid-Wales and steaming like a
polar-bear’s breath would normally have sent me squirming away in
embarrassment, but the combination of surprise and galvanising
intimacy kept me as still as a towel-rail.



   “I sweat a lot,” she ventured by way of
explanation.

 

   “I’m not terribly athletic considering how long
I’ve been playing, but I do adore winning. You don’t mind being
beaten do you? I mind terribly. I get so demoralised when I loose.
Especially to Paul. He gives me the run around and laughs when I
get cross. But I’m going to beat him one day. I’ve told him
that.”



   Paul was Charlotte’s husband and formed the main topic
of our conversation in the pub afterwards.  I learned that he
was a tall, gifted athlete who, rather like a squash ball himself,
was generally unresponsive until brought to life by games. 
Sport and games of strategy were his main diversions in life and
Charlotte made no attempt to disguise her view that she did not
excite the same degree of passion in him. And for reasons I was
about to discover, once she got started she needed little drawing
out to turn the conversation towards more intimate disclosures.

 

   “So, what’s he up to tonight,” I asked.



   “Don’t ask me. I’ve scarcely spoken to him for three
weeks. He’s been wrapped up in preparing for some big war games
tournament next weekend. He’s out every night playing soldiers and
God knows what else. Or so he says.”



   “And you don’t get involved?” 

 

   Her eyes widened while, her mouth crumpled into a
corrugated ‘what do you think’ grimace.

 

   “That’s part of the trouble. He thinks I should. He
wants me to be there on the touchline, talking strategy, being
supportive, being fascinated. I think he thinks I’m a bit of a let
down.”



   “I can’t believe that,” I filled the silence
thickly.



   “Oh he does. He’s told me that he does. He thinks he
could have done a lot better for himself. And he could. He really
is beautiful. When I first met him at a party I almost fainted with
longing. I was there with somebody else but I couldn’t bear the
idea that he might leave and I’d never see him again. So I asked
him to dance. I was quite single minded about it. I gave him my
phone number, he gave me his and I made sure we hit it off from
there. Sometimes he accuses me of manipulating him into marrying
me. Sometimes I think he might be right.”



   Just as things had seemed to be going so well on the
seduction front, this was not the kind of disclosure I wanted to
hear. Particularly as it was easy to spot the signs of animation in
her voice as she relived the moment. More than animation, more like
arousal. At one point she actually closed her eyes and grinned to
herself at some private thought, biting into the tip of her tongue
as if to experience the sharp sensation anew. Still, I had to bat
on, and in a situation where ingratiating wit and displays of
feigned enthusiasm were likely to be inappropriate, I was left
developing my role as sensitive exegete of love’s bumpy
course. 

 

   “I wouldn’t take it to heart … Sometimes,” I
found myself opining, “people in long-term relationships say cruel
things to each other. They take their frustrations out on the only
person close enough to lash out at. It can be a sign of faith in
the stability of the partnership. Knowing there’s someone who’ll
put up with your spiteful bad-behaviour. I do it all the time. I’m
ashamed to admit it, but I do. So I know that people don’t always
mean what they say. I can’t speak for Paul, but I think I’d be well
satisfied.”



   A spasm of pain or nausea crossed her face.

 

   “But he hasn’t been,” she snapped, then, with more
control added, “satisfied I mean. Four months ago he … screwed
some bitch of a secretary from his company when I was in Norfolk
visiting my parents for the weekend. Which rather scotches your
expert opinion … ”



   “How? … Sorry, I mean how did you find
out?”



   “Does it matter? I found out. He didn’t come clean and
confess if that’s what you’re getting at. That would be too simple
for Paul.”



   “Well yes, it might matter a lot,” I said much louder
than I should have. Too loud for someone who hoped he was still in
with a shout at seduction. Too peremptory for someone playing the
role of sensitive shoulder. Too public for privy disclosures in a
public house. Especially as I’d barked some way before I knew what
I was barking at, and didn’t actually have an immediate view on why
it might matter, even a bit. I simply found out as soon as she said
she found out that I wanted to know how she found out. Just for the
sake of knowing. She’d given me a flash of something seamy and from
that instant I wanted to ransack her mind for whatever degenerate
detail it could be made to reveal. I wanted her there dispensing
the dirt so that dirtiness would fill the space between us, like
neon in a glass tube ready for the electric spark that would excite
inert atoms into garish light.

 

   And so the spontaneous bluster to boost myself onto
the need-to-know list of her husband’s nefarious knobbings. Yes it
made me lose sight of my softly softly shag a simian strategy; but
on the plus side my uncalculated ejaculation did amplify the
current passing between us. And my turning up the volume knob from
sotto voce to Sturm und Drang at such a moment of
vulnerability seemed to catch Charlotte off guard. There was a
sudden quiver of compliance, a stiffening to attention, as of a
girl back under the control of Miss Spirogira. The look of defeat
after resistance that crossed her face in the gathering silence
made me believe for the first time, rather than simply hope, that
she might after all be caught on the rebound, plucked from the air
like a warm squash ball full of bounce, ready to be pummelled back
into play.



   Charlotte hesitated for a moment longer. Then with a
slight shrug of submission she looked down at the floor, hiding
behind a fallow veil of hair, and intoned dully:

 

  “When I got home I was putting my clothes away and found
a used condom under our bed. We never use them, ever. The shock of
it made me throw-up right from where I was kneeling. All over the
duvet. When he came back in that night, I made him admit it. He’d
bought a girl back on the Saturday. I asked him why he left the
condom there for me to find and he said that he thought he’d gotten
rid of them.”

 

   She glanced toward me and away again, as though to
check that I had understood the significance of ‘them’. I certainly
had; the jammy bastard.



   “That was what drove me crazy. You know, hysterical.
I’d been quite calm up to that point. But after he said that I
screamed at him until he’d told me everything. Every last
detail.”



   “Was that a good idea?” I asked with mock concern,
endeavouring once again to disguise my eagerness to hear every last
detail, every private perturbation; to know as much as I could
about her deepest and most humiliating pain.

 

   Again immediate instinct urged me to be gentle
johnny-on-the-spot so far as this emetic johhny-on-the-rug episode
was concerned. To salve her sores with sly sensitivity. To be the
bloke who became the balm in her girly head. To massage and
manipulate my way from her grief to her groin; from her huff to her
muff, then blow her house down. But before that, it was all about
sucking out the sting and sucking up the gratitude. About
sustaining the delicious analgesic ease of disclosure. About
keeping her cosy in indiscretion as a prelude to possession. I
wanted her to feel so fucking relieved that she’d opened up her
mind to me that her legs would follow like mindless baa-lambs,
spreading their cunt hair behind them. I wanted her so fucking
receptive to the follow-through friend-fucking that she’d fold with
all the resistance of an unfurled prophylactic. I wanted her as
unconsidered in adultery as a vague afterthought.



   “Of course it was.” She looked irritated, as though
the question were ridiculous. “I had to know everything. She was a
little slut named Debbie. Debbie,” she repeated bitterly. “I’ve
seen her a few times. She’s the exact opposite of me. Black hair,
brown eyes, big tits of course. Apparently they couldn’t keep their
filthy hands off each other. They were up all night …  
doing everything you can imagine, all over the flat, my home; in
the shower, everywhere. He … fucked her five times, along with
all the other things he did to her which I … ”

 

   Tears began to run wetly down her cheek and her
face looked suddenly crumpled. I remembered similar faces from
similar circumstances before my marriage. Faces which had seemed to
be crude mock-ups of the original, faces with features so collapsed
in hurt that they appeared to have been roughly bulldozed into
shape. I was struck by the notion of how alike even very different
women are; how easily damaged they can be by what men do to
them.

 

   “I’m sorry,” she sniffled miserably, “you don’t
know me well enough to see me cry.”



   “So what did you do?”



   “I left. Until seven weeks ago I was living at
Joanna’s. I couldn’t stay with him. Everywhere I looked I could see
the two of them. He didn’t so much as contact me for a month. Too
busy screwing I imagine. Eventually he asked me to go back. I put
up a show of resistance but we both knew I’d cave. But I don’t feel
any better for being back with him. The hurt’s not going away. The
sickening pain and the paralysis. I can’t summon up the will to
leave again but I don’t want to be there either. I can’t get rid of
the thought of the two of them in my bed. I’ve tried to make it go
away but I don’t know how … I thought that maybe you could
help.”



   The idea of helping to mend her relationship seemed
grotesque. Seemed a travesty of my true intention; which, looked at
realistically, was to fuck about with it. I wouldn’t say that I had
any idea of fucking it up completely but it was true to say that
given the chance to fuck Charlotte I wouldn’t give a fuck about her
marriage. In fact I was delighted to hear that her marriage was in
difficulties as that increased my chances of fucking her. Which
only seemed fucking great so far as I was concerned.

 

   For all her aloof airs and gentrified graces,
Charlotte had given me a good long leer at her dirty drawers. And
there she sat, rucked and rumpled; dumped on and gagging for me to
sort out her mess. Her misery excited me. The bruising collision
between her sang-froid and the nasty sod gave her an interesting
air of desperation. Pretty soon, if only to affirm her own sense of
self-worth, she could be desperate for it. Her damp-looking,
tawny-coloured hair hung in abject ounces around her face. It would
be a relief to grab it by the handful, pull her head down toward my
cock and hold it there.



   “It’s amusing to think that I could be of help in
anyone’s private life. I know a lot of  people who’d think the
idea was hilarious.”



    “I don’t expect you to put things right,” she
countered; putting, I thought, a disagreeable emphasis on the word
‘you’. “I want to hear what you think. You said you think about
relationships, so think about mine. Pretend it’s the plot for a
story you’re going to write.”



   I considered my position. If I did as she asked, I
would need to keep the balance of sympathy tilted in my direction
while appearing to be of help. But I thought I might get away with
such disingenuous double-dealing if I emphasised the importance of
free and frank communication between us. So I did just that.

 

   “Well, we’d need to talk more about your marriage
and there’d be no point unless you felt you could be completely
open about … er potentially difficult subjects. But from what
you’ve said so far, one thing that springs to mind is that your
finding out may not have been entirely accidental.”



   “What do you mean?”



   “Well, you know Freud’s idea that there are no such
things as coincidences and accidents; that they’re the result of
subconscious impulses to achieve some desired outcome.”



   “No, but go on.”



   “When I was an undergraduate I was seeing someone on
the side while I had a proper girlfriend. I wrote her a long,
erotic letter all about the things we’d done and the things I
wanted to do to her. I wrote it on an old Amstrad word processor
that I had at the time and my real girlfriend found a copy of it
when she came to type up an essay. Now I knew that she used the
machine all the time but for some reason I didn’t cover my
tracks.”



   “You wanted her to find out?”



   “Well, not consciously no, but with hindsight things
couldn’t have been that great between us could they? We certainly
needed to talk and my faux pas certainly made sure we
talked.”



   “So what happened?”



   “Well, we split up. But that’s not the point I’m
making. All I’m saying is that there are clearly issues that you
have as a couple that you need to talk about, to sort out between
yourselves. These things build up in all relationships and not
everyone knows how to address them. Perhaps the condom might have
been a subconscious plea for understanding, a safety device in more
ways than one.”



   Charlotte glowered at the attempted levity.

 

   “So why take a month to contact me if he needed to
talk?”



   “I don’t know, I’m winging it here. Look, maybe by
letting you leave he was punishing himself for what he’d done.
I’ve done this awful thing and I don’t expect to get away with
it; and now I’ve not been because she’s left me.  He may
have left the condom out of guilt and a subconscious desire to be
punished.”

 

   Careful, careful I told myself, don’t go taking the
sensitivity too far. Don’t go turning him into a fucking deserving
case.

 

   “Of course, on the other hand, he may have left it
out because he doesn’t care all that much about your feelings, or
because he wanted to initiate a break up. What do I know? I’ve
never met him. Sometimes I don’t understand men even though I am
one. I often think that women are far-and-away the more admirable
arm of the species.”

 

   My index finger lightly touched and fondly traced
an inch or so of womanly forearm as if to verify in Charlotte the
incarnation of superior being and to establish commonality of
feeling within the modest yet sincere limits of manly
compassion.



   “He does feel guilty I think,” she said, too eagerly
for my liking. “He feels guilty for hurting me. He says he wants me
to have an affair to pay him back, to make him realise what he
nearly lost.”



   “Does he mean it?” I couldn’t help but rasp.



   “I think so.”



   “And are you going to?”



   “I’m thinking about it.”






   Driving home, I was thinking about it too. Thinking
stroke hallucinating in fact, as the car headlights played on
cloven things; horned satyrs with voluptuous sluts in tow, leering
from the purple shadows, their yellow eyes five fathoms full of
priapic frenzy. Fantastic enough stuff, but worrying as well when
you’re trying to steer an overheated phallus down turgid South
London back streets against the febrile flow of a myriad more
traffic hazards out of the same mythic-manic stable. A fabled
frisson of orgiastic words and bacchante images streaming in from
steamy sources; from letters’ pages, bonk books, chat lines,
mother-fucker fraternities, perv cams, contact cornucopias, swap
shops, chuff shots, porn fests, shaved nests, gusset grinds, open
blinds, spambots, butty hos, runny slots, raunchy pros, roving eyes
and swing-bis alongside every other split crotch, wife-watch
vidette that hit the psychic screen unsummoned like a psychotic
skin-flick promo set on over-revving fast forward.

 

   But, despite these louche distractions, by the time
I pulled up outside my house (and before I dashed inside my house
to pull off), the thinking I had managed to squeeze in had proved
productive enough for me to reach a reasoned conclusion. And,
encouragingly, it was a conclusion that confirmed the supposition
that surged up the moment Charlotte told me about her hubby’s
magnanimous offer. Which was that Paul was as likely to be
motivated by guilt as my efforts to help his wife were motivated by
the earnest desire to assist a colleague in difficulties. In
essence, my deductive powers, when applied to the evidence before
me, lead me to infer that Paul was a crafty lying bastard, as well
as (almost certainly) a dirty cunt to boot.

 

   I was helped in reaching this conclusion by the
sure knowledge that there were legion less righteous reasons for
husbands to suggest that their wives impale themselves on some
more-or-less anonymous prick. I also knew that most men pushing for
this point required little in the way of guilt to prick them on.
These were mind games they could scare up quite remorselessly from
a clear conscience. Those latent homosexuals; snuffling
spunk-hounds; soft-rooted sexual inadequates; submissives;
humiliatees; would-be wife swappers; voyeuristic wife-watchers;
cynical marriage breakers; porn-drunk fantasists; jaded roués;
sexual swashbucklers and opportunistic sexual adventurers needed no
sense of tit for tat to propose a spot of quid pro
quo.  They were usually only-too-willing to bundle their
missus on board the S.S. Cuckold and stand waving from the dockside
while she slips her moorings. Not all of them know why but every
man jack of them wants wifey to be othermanhandled by some
jack-the-lad jack tar, splayed out and flapping like a cod on a
deck while she’s boned and filleted by a brawny fish-fingered
fucker with a big rod and a strong seaman’s smell.



   It’s not as if I didn’t understand the conjugal con
racket as well as Paul seemed to do. After a few years of playing
with the same partner using the same slackening equipment, it
stands to reason that a few new balls and a tighter bit of gut can
make all the difference to your game by restoring some of the lost
bounce. I even suggested it to my own timorous little backswinger a
bit back. Naturally I put some topspin on it by saying she could
take on other singles if she liked, while I would confine my
activities to partnering her in mixed-double exchanges at bona fide
couples events. It was all quite considerately done and invitingly
served up. I even said  - practically insisted - that she
would be free to play the all-woman game too (singles or doubles)
as well as the mixed.  But all to no avail as my approach shot
was immediately deemed to have crossed the line.. She refused to so
much as knock it around court a few times to see if she warmed to
the idea and in subsequent vitriolic rallies smashed home the point
that my game plan struck her as sickening and degenerate, and
insisted that it never be proposed again if I hoped to continue
with her as a playing partner. She made it clear that crossing the
net in any way meant the end of the competition. And that was the
end of it for her. Yet despite being ruled out of court, the idea
lived on in my own tactical appreciation of the event. Sometimes,
in fact most times, during long and predictable set-tos, I’d inject
new excitement into our sport by imagining the impact her forehand
might have on different opponents. Even today, I often find that
the best way to stay in the game is to imagine she’s playing it
with someone else. Then, the familiar tactics – the silky dink, the
dropping lobs, the two-handed grip, the backward stun volley off
the throat of the racket and the rest – take on a new potency when
seen as fresh responses to different strokes served up by strange
opponents to a more promiscuous playing partner.  But these
are merely matches of the mind, not real tennis. She was not to be
coached into polyandrous play in the way Charlotte was positioning
herself to be. In the way she was all-bar begging for. In the way
that conflated doing her with doing her a favour. And doing her
husband one into the bargain.

 

   I was in effect getting the green light on a
guilt-free fuck. Or maybe I owed my Little Mo a little guilt. But I
was definitely carte blanche for a feel-free fuck. Because whatever
Paul’s particular game was, I didn’t have to worry about it. All I
had to do was do the dirty and through the alchemy of transgression
transform his goodwife into the soiled and sultry slut of his
dankest dreams. Turn her secret sacred places into rampant rights
of way. Such was the rank paradox of having a poised and cooly
self-possessed lady like Charlotte in your connubial cot. In the
end it’s a persona that starts to piss you off. And it’s only human
nature to want to see it unmasked and unloosed.

 

   So, yes, there was something to be gained all round
by introducing her to the naughty-sty and giving her a good
porking. And mess her up a bit in the process. Smear those prissy
pink hams with the ordure of orgasms out-of-wedlock. Defamiliarise
the superior little sow until even she’s not sure which little
piggy went where. Bone out the swinish subcutaneous seethings
crackling away beneath her hidebound hauteur. Grub up a few piggy
squeals and porcine grunts from under the manicured lawn of
laryngeal legitimacy laid down in elocution lessons long ago. 
Swill away every sneering pseudo-sophistication she lays claim to
until she cries suey to the suggestion that she’s a
truffle-snuffling little fuck-pig snouting around the trough
sweating on getting serviced by a boar with the balls to bang her
back bacon to buggery. And that warty hog; that tusky fucker; that
great curly-tailed gainer-in-chief; the big farmyard best-in-show
brawn-bandit humping her till her tripes hang out was going to be
me. I could sense her pheromonal pleading. It had the rank savour
of blood-pudding simmering in a pan.

 

   Yes, I was going to be the one. The one to violate
and vitiate the calcified carapace of correctness that currently
covered her carnal cravings. It was only a matter of common sense
whichever way you looked at it. If she didn’t want it to be me, if
she wasn’t putting me in the fucking frame then why tell me about
Paul’s proposal in the first place? So yes, yes, yes: here was the
opening I’d been looking for, longing for if I’m honest, for the
worst part of 13 monogamous years. And if she needed the pretence
of being persuaded into it then that was o.k. by me. I could be
very persuasive. Persuasive enough to penetrate her pants, no
problemo.

 

   But the more thinking about it I did, the more I
thought that I could persuade her past the point of penetration.
Persuade her to delve much deeper in the dirt than that. For
starters I didn’t want to be blandly beckoned into her pants with a
sang-froid shrug or (worse still) a tepid tremor of suppressed
suffering. I wanted no suggestion of supine sex or surrender sex
settled upon in sufferance for the sake of saving her marriage. I
wanted her knickers to be wet and warmly welcoming of the
licentious liberation they were letting themselves in for. Indeed,
so far as her prissy pants represented any form of physical or
mental impediment to my intended ingress, I didn’t want them there
at all. I wanted them waved in the air with an air of sexy
submission. Or else I wanted her to crave their ruthless removal;
have her beg me to snatch them off her snatch and fuck her
feckless. Boff her till she blisters. I wanted her to want me to
lead her through a dance of depravity into realms of filth and
fulfilment that she’d only heard of or dreamt about but now prayed
me to make possible.



   When I got back into the office late the next day,
she’d left me a note on my desk.



   Dear Gavin



    Thanks for yesterday evening. It helped a lot to
talk. I’ve been thinking

about some of the things you said. You may be right but I’m not
sure I

understood it all. I would like to understand more than I do and
not just about Paul and I. There’s also the other little problem
I’m supposed to be thinking about. What should I do about that? I
hope you can help me there too, though I find it a difficult
subject to discuss. Maybe you could write something that would help
me make up my mind one way or the other.



Would you like to play squash again early next week?  You
could ring me

on Sunday to confirm if you like. I’ll be on my own as Paul is out
playing soldiers. You know, boys and their toys.



Charlotte



She had typed the note but underneath, in a precise hand, had
added, I hope you manage to see this. Why don’t you clean up your
desk? It’s like a pig-sty.



   I called her as she suggested and we exchanged some
pleasant jibes about our respective desk tops. I told her than mine
represented creative confusion; the productive association of
apparently disparate entities. I mentioned Donne’s poem A
Valediction Forbidding Mourning as having famously described love
in terms of the operation of mathematical compasses. I quoted a
little bit of it as tenderly as I could (prepared before I’d rung
up) and mentioned Johnson’s famous squelch about heterodox objects
yoked by violence together. I told her that in the twentieth
century, to poets such as Eliot, this intended put down came to
offer a useful definition of poetry’s ability to make us see
familiar things in a new light. My desk, I asserted, was therefore
analogous to my own state of mind and that it represented the
random complexities and creative associations of life at the end of
the century. It bought the centre to the surface and was, in short,
a post-modern desk. Yes, I know I should blush (and looking back
frequently do), but I was trying to be openly disingenuous. I’m not
sure that Charlotte saw the tongue in the cheek, however, because
she rather tartly stated that she didn’t see how I could function
amid such chaos. I replied that hers was simply a different way of
functioning. Anal as opposed to oral. Her desk represented the need
to control and order experience, mine the desire for instant
gratification. At that, her voice became even more superior than
usual and she rather lamely fell away from the level of banter by
pronouncing that at least she could find things on hers.



   Then, unexpectedly, her defensiveness fell away too.
Whether my mock mockery hit home harder than I’d intended or
whether it simply connected with issues she was already struggling
with, I don’t know; but, with a catch in her voice, she apologised
for being a bitch then went on in a self-pitying semi-whimper to
make an uncharacteristic confession. She said that all she was
doing was trying to find a way of coping. Sometimes she wanted to
say fuck it too and let everything go to hell. And yes, she could
be efficient, but she wasn’t a robot. How could she be? But now,
everyone expected her to be Miss Perfect all of the time. Including
me by the sound of things. Yet she couldn’t be Miss Perfect. She
wasn’t Miss Perfect. She didn’t want to be Miss Perfect. Especially
now when it felt as though her life was falling apart. When the
worrying thing was that something inside was telling her to sit
back and let it. To let others take responsibility for her for a
change. But no one will allow her to do that. Even Paul who
destroyed everything expected her to put it all back together. And
it was so unfair, unfair, unfair: the pressure of holding
everything together and the temptation of simply letting go.



   I told her that she could learn as much from my desk
as I could from hers. I told her that she needed to relax a bit. To
forget all about the deportment and have some fun. She said that
she’d been working on it but it didn’t come easy. I told her that
as far as I was concerned it was as easy as she wanted it to be. I
left the implied suggestion to hang in the air, like a thought
bubble.



   For the rest of the day I cried off domestics and
worked upstairs on a poem.  She’d requested I write something
to make her mind up for her and, as per her request, I wanted to
work-up a way with words to convince her that shagging me was the
best solution to her situation. I didn’t want to frighten her off
with anything too crude though. Then the conversation about the
desks and the Donne and the compasses inspired just the angle of
approach I was looking for haha. But seeing it was one thing and
constructing it proved to be quite another. And while I spent the
Sabbath grappling with the unfamiliar constraints of the sonnet
form, listening to the eloquent huffings and puffings of frustrated
housewifery fulminating beneath my feet, I wondered more the once
whether I was in the grip of a dangerous obsession. I saw that it
was possible but determined that I was having too much fun to care.
I’d penned a few rhymes before but I’d never been so motivated to
write poetry as I was that day. And I felt just fine about it. And
quite happy with the result as I crawled into bed well after
midnight to a cold shoulder that I didn’t allow to deflate my sense
of present and imminent satisfaction.

 

   Early the next morning before I left the office for
an appointment I placed it in an envelope on her desk.



   Escritoires


            Can you
wonder that I think you’re scatty;

            Look at
your desk – it’s quite chaotic.

            (Yours is
graceful, smooth, mutely erotic;

            Surfaces
beckon, papers spread out flatly).



            I wonder
whether you’re a flirt or catty

            And,
though I wish my filing less quixotic

            Run for
cover in the proud-demotic:

            Inside my
head you’d find it just as tatty.



            Oh, but
it’s hard to keep your desk-top pristine,

            You say
you long to let your standards slide,

            And that
your office virtue’s often sorely tried.

            I know
that hard-won order works to your renown;

            That
there’s slackness which is not obscene;

            And that I
ache to turn your drawers upside down.

            

Underneath I wrote, Hardly John Donne, but the best I could do.
Could we talk after squash?



   The second match was even more one-sided than the
first. Charlotte was in dominant form from her first stroke to her
last.  She made few mistakes and no tactical errors that I
could see and she went all-out to win every point. It seemed this
time that it was not enough simply to beat me but she had to
humiliate me in the process. She played a bewilderingly disguised
game composed of every bluff shot, boast, deceptive drop-shot and
feign in the book. I barrelled about the court like a Labrador pup
in training, eager to play but easy to dupe, never calling her
shots but scampering from one naïve position to the next in
tongue-lolling attempts to keep our exchanges going long enough for
the contest to be a competition. But though my hopes ran no higher
than giving her a good work-out, they failed even at that.
Charlotte was mistress of bamboozlement and strolled her way
through the session with easy calculation, breathing evenly and
moving in measured strides to toy with me and trick me from nick
shot to never-been-so-knackered, only calling it to a halt when
she’d worked me to near-collapse.

 

  “I think you were being easy on me last week,” I panted
at her from a tangled heap of my own trashed limbs, “I haven’t even
scored yet and I’m totally done-in.”



   “Writing poetry must have weakened you.”



   Back in the pub I crumpled into yet another corner, my
entire body an over-indulgent host to the gatecrashing forces of
entropy that had turned my muscle mass to mucus and my sinews to
string beans.

 

   My mind, though, was a haven of calm; awash with
endorphins (those opiates of the over-active) and flooded with the
reassurance of the about-to-be-laid. A double-bubble of serene
supposition. True I’d lost lamentably and to an unnervingly
determined viatrix. But in spite of that rackety remorselessness I
didn’t think Charlotte was so keen to persecute me out of hostility
and contempt. Quite the contrary. I was sure she was simply
desperate to save face. Seeking superiority through sport to offset
her soon-to-be-supine submission in the sack. That was the
conclusion I’d reached driving from the crucifixion on court to the
out-of-the way boozer she’d suggested we go to. It was obvious
enough when you thought about it. Posh pussy like Charlotte didn’t
put out without putting down certain markers of status. And beating
me breathless was merely one such marker. She was simply
heightening her hauteur as a prelude to debasing herself on my dick
without feeling too diminished or demeaned. And so I sat, as sure
as legs are spread that I’d be the moggie mopping up the cream come
end-of-play. Victor Ludorum, vagina vanquisher, valiant vanguard of
the viscous vulva. I knew instinctively that the next hour would be
decisive.

 

   Charlotte returned with the drinks. Unusually, she
was wearing jeans and a T-shirt. Her hair was still wet from the
shower and her scrubbed face was a damask shade of pink. If she was
expecting this to be a moment of high sexual tension, her
appearance made little concession to her desires. Still, she put
the drinks down with a sarcastic hint of a curtsy, smiled her oddly
arousing lopsided grin and said, simply, “So let’s talk.”



   “Well, you’ve read the poem so I’ll come right out
with it. Last week you said you were considering having an affair.
Now I’m asking you if you’ve considered me. I’m saying that I’d
like it to be me.”



   She didn’t look particularly surprised but her
reaction was unnerving in spite of my recently acquired calmness.
At first she said nothing but met my own level gaze, staring
wide-eyed and expressionless, until I had to look away in confusion
and anxiety. I couldn’t make out whether she was angry, transfixed
or somehow neutral.

 

   “But you’re married and I’m married,” she
eventually observed.

 

   So, tell me something you haven’t known all along;
bloody typical, I thought but didn’t say. She wants to claim the
high ground, she wants me to put the case for the pervy opposition,
to persuade and make her feel justified in doing what she knows she
wants to do anyway. It was hardly the response I was looking for
but it was deflating rather than desperately damaging. So, OK, let
her cast me in that role if she must. But only so far. I have some
pride, I told myself (and at the time of telling was certain that I
did).  Pretty soon I’d want to see some kind of commitment
from her. Some acknowledgement of what she feels, what she wants.
And, if not, well … well I wasn’t entirely sure what my next
move would be but it wouldn’t be Mr Compliant I could tell her
that.



   “ Well as I said, you read the poem so I hope you get
it.  This isn’t just about me fancying you. Fancying a quick
fuck in the way I’ve fancied one woman or another, lots of women,
every day of my adult life but never done anything about and never
felt particularly driven to beyond the fleeting impulse of the
moment. With you it’s different. I find you very … disturbing.
Sexually, emotionally, personally, you’ve really got to me on every
level. I can’t get you off my mind and it’s … it’s …
  I don’t know if it’s something you feel too, but I don’t
think it’s just me. I hope it’s not just me… . So, If you do feel
that, anything remotely like that, then I know we have the chance
to experience something special, more than special, something so
meant-to-happen it would be a crime against nature not to let
it …   let it just be, be and become everything it
should”

 

   At this point, with something like resentment, I
looked up from the pint glass to meet again the level gaze that
Charlotte still had fixed on me.

 

  “God knows it’s been long enough since I’ve felt anything
remotely like this. And, pathetic as it sounds even to me, I don’t
think I’ve ever felt anything as intensely as I feel about you
right now. Ever. Do you know what I’m saying? I’m not just talking
about sex. That’s easy enough to get without the embarrassment of
propositioning someone I have to work with every day. What I’m
talking about is the kind of intimacy of connection you stir up in
me. And make me long for. I’m talking about us connecting on some
fundamental level of mind that goes beyond marriage. And about
being there for each other. Yes, we’ve both got our problems, but I
want to touch your life in some way to make it better. I genuinely
yearn to do that and for you to touch mine in the same way… . So
far it feels as though all I’ve done is give you lectures. That’s
not me. That’s not how I want to be with you. I want to bring you
happiness and joy, the kind of joy I know you were made for and
that you know deep down you need to experience.



   It wasn’t a script I’d prepared and I was surprised,
even a tad alarmed, that the whole thing came out spontaneously in
quite the way that it did. Though it’s true to say that the points
I put to her were those I’d known in advance that I would make if I
had to, I wasn’t expecting to have to. And, in mid-flow, I felt a
moment of panic, a premonition of frailty that an unexpected
undercurrent of feeling dragging beneath the surface wave of
seduction had pulled me off course. Had sucked me into the
dangerous waters of sincerity whose hidden depths might have been
as unnerving for Charlotte as they were for me. Certainly the brief
grimace that crossed her face suggested unease at some level or
another. Perhaps I’d gone too far when she was waiting to be won
over by something more superficial. To be tempted by the simple
sinful pleasures of a no-strings-attached attachment. To be told
that no one would get hurt. To be persuaded that paying back was
psychological pay dirt.  To be won over by recreational sex
rather than be steamrolled over by the life-changing forces of
libidinous liberation. Then, just as I was considering the wisdom
of incorporating some of these bullets into a supplementary
polemic, Charlotte reached out and took my hand in hers. The
tenderness of her grasp was unmistakable. I’d nailed it after all.
And surely it couldn’t be long now before I’d be nailing
her …

 

   But the surge of triumph was short lived, lasting
no more than perhaps ten silent seconds before, with a  rueful
look at our innocent digital embrace, she withdrew her hand from
mine with an expression of pained resignation.



   “I’ve felt like that as well. I don’t understand why.
But … ”

 

   She shook her head reflectively and I noticed the
tip of her tongue protruding from between her lips. She looked like
a child, caught in the act of concentration over a piece of writing
she didn’t know how to end. But she made a stab at it anyway.

 

   “I’ve spent the last four months trying to make
things work out with Paul and I. And now I’m thinking about you.
It’s a confusion I didn’t want. When I found out about him and his
tart I swore I’d never hurt any living soul like they’d hurt me. I
think that what he – they – did to me was a crime. Seriously, I do.
If he’d blacked my eye or broke my arm everyone would want him
charged with assault. Hate him for being a wife-battering
bastard.  But what he did was worse.  He’s ruined my
life. He’s destroyed the happiness we had forever and so far as
everyone’s concerned that’s just par for the course. Even my own
family think I’m over-reacting.”

 

   A few predictable tears began to flow,
silently.



   “But you said he wanted you to have an affair,” I
snapped peevishly and too loud. I felt my chest tightening. What
did you have to do to get laid these days? It’s not as though I’d
got nothing to offer.



   “He does. Or he says he does. But I don’t think he has
any idea how much hurt it will cause if I do. I don’t even know if
he thinks I’ll go through with it. And anyway, like you said, if I
went to bed with you now it wouldn’t be like I was fucking some
little slut would it? I did consider going to bed with you. It’s
true. But now it would be too big a betrayal. Much worse than when
he betrayed me because it would be something I really want.
Something that would be special. I … I do feel that. And
that’s why I can’t do it. I had to pull my hand away just, because
as soon as I touched you I wanted to hang on. I’m so sorry. I
wasn’t leading you on. I …  



   Her face softened with compassion or self-pity. The
whole weight of her body slumped down onto her seat.



   “Bloody hell! These are hard rules you make up for
yourself.”

 

   I wondered whether my fears that I’d taken the
wrong tack had been justified or whether I had any influence over
this conclusion at all. Was it worth having another go? What could
I say?

 

   “Why would he have to know about it anyway? Christ,
we’re going to have to work together feeling like this. What are we
going to do? Ignore one another? Be ‘just good friends?’ Try to
pretend nothing’s happened?”



   “I don’t know,” she said flatly, “I’m trying to tell
you how I feel. To be honest with you.”



   “So, that’s it then? I’d like to, but I’m not going
to.”



   “Yes.”



   I exhaled my frustration in a malevolent hiss. Her
self-righteousness angered me. Frustrated me. I wanted to slap the
woeful expression from her face but instead ran her argument
through my mind again, more slowly. Looking for a loophole. My
fingertips drummed the table in agitated disbelief. To have come so
close.  So fucking close …



   “Look, please don’t be upset. I can’t stand upsetting
you,” she smiled wanly, “you could always try and change my
mind.”



   So that was it.

 

   “Look Charlotte, what am I supposed to do? I’ve
told you how I feel, I thought it was important to let you know
that, even though I feel like an absolute prat now. And you’re
expecting me to carry on humiliating myself by trying to seduce you
against your better judgement, like some lounge-lizard Lothario.
No, I’ve told you how much I want you, but it’s time for you to let
me know if you want me too. I do have some self-respect.” 

 

   Even I was taken aback by the preemptive nature of
this reaction. But sometimes you say what you say in spite of
yourself.



   “I do want you. I’ve told you that haven’t I?. There’s
so much at stake and I’m scared. I don’t want to stop seeing you
like this, but it’s all been so quick and so much against what I
thought I was trying to do with my life. Help me. I’m always asking
you to help me, so help me again. I loved the poem you wrote for
me. I keep reading it with a silly smile on my face. Can’t you
write something else for me to think about?  Like you say,
something sexy but passionate, intimate and raw. Something to show
me what I’d be missing. Something to turn my drawers inside
out.”



   “Upside down.”



   “Whichever.”



 



   And so that was how I came to write this.



Dear Charlotte,



   There is a much quoted line of William Blake’s which
says sooner murder an infant in its cradle than nurse unacted
desires. In the past you have asked me to share some of the
insights of my reading to help you come to terms with the dilemmas
you are facing. And so, it would be easy enough (as well as in my
own interests) to claim Blake’s authority for saying that not
acting on your desires is worse than infanticide. Except that you
know that’s not true as well as Blake did.



   The real issue for you and me contained in this line
is the recommendation that desires which are destined to be
unfulfilled are better being choked at birth than sentimentally
nursed and allowed to grow into vigorous children whose clamorous
demands are a constant torment to their fretful parents. 
Whose very existence is a life-sapping reminder of things that
might have been but weren’t.



   Read another way, the line tells us that it is those
desires which are weak enough to be repressed that should be put
down. That it is only the longings we have no choice other than to
pursue that truly deserve our celebration and define both who we
are and what we must become.



   So where do we fit into this? Well, from my point of
view, if I can’t have you I can’t have you and so I’ll have to try
and strangle you at birth. I don’t relish the prospect of sitting
in the office month after month suckling some illegitimate
attraction until I dry up inside. But, if it goes like that, if I
can’t murder this particular darling, then I suppose I’ll have no
choice other than to live with it.



   What about you though? Can you knock us on the head in
all innocence? Have you asked yourself why you conceived the desire
in the first place?

 

   Have you considered what your feelings for me are
telling you about your relationship with Paul, for example? I’d be
interested to hear your response to that one.

 

   Then there’s the other one. The big one. Have you
asked yourself how you’d feel looking back over a life of unacted
desire? Dare you risk the damage, the perversion of self, that
doing us in might entail?

 

   All I’m getting at here is that you should consider
whether you and I represent something that must be, something you
must do?



   I wouldn’t want to influence you against your will
even if I could. Only you can decide for yourself. But I know what
I want to do, feel I was made to do: and this is it. So read and
imagine it happening as you read. See how it grabs you. You’ll have
to concentrate hard though, because, like the poem said, I intend
to disturb your concentration. After all, you’ve disturbed
mine.

 

   So first I am kissing you hard to whet you to the
task. Tonguing your mouth, smearing and trailing the scarlet
lipstick across your cheek and down onto your chin. Leading you on
to literature looking as abandoned to lust as I know you truly are.
Know you want to be.



   Now sit and read on while I tack in behind you,
fisting your hair two bunches tight, fixing your glare, eyes wide
open and fixated. READ ON. Read, while I nip and nibble at the
place where your neck and shoulders meet, reining your head in
against the reflexive squirm. Read as raking teeth transmit their
puff and prickle to privy parts and the warm burst of arousal
starts its trickly run and dampening spread.

 

   Savour these words. Taste their tang. Their viscous
slurp. Lick and tongue poke every sticky cavity. But slowly;
consume this cuckold candy slowly. Suck slow suck slow in the ebb
and flow of each shallow breath. Suck and blow suck and blow to the
silent secretions, the creaming wet curl, of your cunt; seeping and
pulsing, seeping and pulsing.

 

   Quicker now, I bite into your neck. Harder now. And
then bite and tongue-out your ears; both ears, rolling your skull
from side to side while you whinny and bridle against such
assurance of possession. Chewing on lobe and swabbing with tongue
into each deliquescent swirl, lapping on convulsed shudders. Until
jerk by jerk resistance melts (along with pretence) and you loosen
like a rag doll ready for loss. But longing for gain.

 

   So when the locality of lust is dislocated by
desire until it reverberates with every teasing tweak and torrid
touch from nipple to clitoral and from flesh to toe and you’re
zonking out by zeroing in on one big zerogenous zone and you’re
arching your back and panting your pants and mouthing thick moans
and staring Pop-Eyed at the ceiling and squirming cross legged in
the Olive-Oil then I plug the gap in control and bend you back down
again to the grubby grindstone and you buckle in the heat. READ ON.
Read on to the place where you will be fucked like a farmyard
animal writhing in a pool of your own brackish secretions. Read on
to that dank place.



   What else shall I do? Read.

 

   In one fluid stroke your dress zips down and gapes
as wide from behind as your labia will so willingly when its
splayed by the arch and buck of your back while you beg on your
knees to be taken from the rear like a sow in its season of
supplication.

 

   My hands penetrate the fabric and press on in
search of greater violations. They are not hard to find by horny
man-fingers that roughly enter the narrow valleys of your rib cage
and, like longboats in fiords, forge their way through tight
channels, full of pillaging intent.

 

   You know where their curving leads, and with a
grateful whimper of surrender you submit yourself to ravage, giving
up both breasts to the rapine of rubbing, rubbing, rubbing by
scourging skin on vanquished flesh and bear your weight down deep
on the aching centre of feeling that tips each undefended mound. As
blood-bloated as the torrid tackle that you gasp now to first feel
batoning against your spine, these turgid crimson tit-tops,
bell-shaped and brazen to the core, proclaim their arousal across
the length and breadth of occupying palm. But even as you shudder
and scour yourself off on these slaking scrapes of calloused flesh,
you know as well as feel that their abrasive gratifications will
not extinguish but only intensify the fire which is now burning out
of control in the grate-open hearth of your inflamed twat, so
flagrantly put to the torch by these brutalising barbarian
invaders.

 

   And it’s instinct beyond experience that tells you
that to put it out you must pull out all the stops to put out. And
that’s an instinct you instinctively want to go along with, quickly
and without restraint or compromise, and so feed fire with fuel and
let the bonfire burn and burn and burn down to its last erotic
ember. Close your eyes and imagine the hours of humping, the
frottage frenzy necessary to fuck out the firestorm now raging
through your guts. And feel the tremble of anticipation that comes
with knowing how many times you’ll need to come, how many times
you’re going to come.

 

   Then feel the same marauding muck-forks do their
dirty digging down towards the curve of your waist and the bow of
your hips. There they go the blatant bastards. Go now, go right now
you urge them inwardly, onwardly; down and dirtier still past that
hippy tipping point and down to where they must do and do
and …

 

   Doooooooohhhhnoooo, the delving stops, and the
caressing starts again and unbefuckinglievably, un-fucking-bearably
yet-a-fucking-gain, with its leathery featherings. With its
belly-cupping insinuations. With its teasing single digit trailings
and its just-not-quite-far-enough tendrils of touching and its
tantalising sub-pubic skirtings, and it’s have-me-sitting-in
a-puddle-of-slime remorselessness; until, until …
yes  …   oh yes, … oh no; no, no;  it’s
too much, too much, too fucking much now.  You’ve submitted,
you’ve surrendered, you’ve waved the white flag and now you want to
be put to the sword, churned by the plough, cleaved from chuff to
cleavage. It’s no more than you deserve.

 

   Frustrated by the script and moved to make meaning
you half rise from your swampy seat and seek to snare those
slickers and feelers in your claggy snatch, but squelch down with a
gasp as the pudendic push ends in failure, causing the scouting
party to abandon route one in favour of a rearguard action and push
on themselves, diving down the diversionary splice of your plashy
buttocks, exploring slithery route B and spreading out as they go,
opening out to cup and weigh the squirming maximal mass that once
more rises and proffers and wriggles its readiness to cede entry
into whatever secret passageway might be desired, before again
crushing down in unfulfilled exasperation onto the inadequate
friction of the seat, antsy for abrasion, desperate for dick.



   And so it goes on and on to the writhing rhythm of
raised arousal and denied gratification. Goes on at least until you
learn the error of trying to lead by subtle ways, of topping from
the bottom, by angling with your arse. Learn rather to persist in
passive if panting perseverance through the patterns of possession
prescribed for your pleasure by your director of debauchery.

 

   Because it is written now that he lets you know you
must abandon hope of guiding the hands that feel you and be simply
supine to await and endure (with bitten lip) the detailed intimate
investigations and the secret motivations of their mastery over
your sexual self. That you are simply to focus and flow as by
wilful and crude circumventions they again slither across the
downward slide of your belly, working in stealth inside the
desecrated dress.

 

   Do you read that? Do you read how it is to be
little squash girl? Do you understand now what it is to give
yourself up as fuckmeat and to be so completely taken at your
word?

 

   Your ascent to this coincides (not by accident)
with the descent of ten fingertips onto the inundated swatch of
cotton, the slimy hillock of gusset wear that runs its obscene way
along the convex curve of your overheated drawers. You feel
purposeful padded probing and tracing along this sodden strip. It
is a kind of boggy Braile. A pornographic decoding of the cakey
risings, the eloquent gashes and the compelling plot points that
reveal the not-so-hidden message of the mired mess beneath.

 

   And in spite of the long-finessed longing to be so
touched, just there, just right, your face flushes red and you
groan in passion and shame together knowing that, like
over-effusive blurbage, your pulpy cunt-covering has already given
away too many of the shaming secrets of what was once its closed
book. And now, its oh-so-fluid grammars, its avowed intent, the
delights to be had by the reader once it is opened up for full and
frank perusal have all been runnily revealed and forever
exposed.



   But there’s no time to dwell on shame. You are now
nothing more than an agglomeration of need that needs no more
kneading. No more slippery fingers are called for. No more muff
moistening measures are required. No more foreplay is necessary.
You’re fully primed with nothing to wind. You are the pan-erogenous
end-product of erotic stimulation and mental manipulation. So
you’re ready to go baby. Ready to give suck to your fantasy fuck.
To feel its sobbing cries for nourishment gnaw deep into your
nipples that ache without ease until you wetnurse its big bony
mouth with dripping jugs, sweet, painful, engorged. Ready in fact
to be dragged from your chair and rudely undressed then roughly
cast down among your scattered clothes and impure thoughts to be
fucked free of all inhibition and modesty, shucked and shafted
until you wail like an abattoir bitch in whelp while you come and
come and come and come till you’re emptied out of anything but
convulsed sobs of thankful self-recognition.

 

   This is what the writing is about Charlotte. This
is the pleasure, the headlong free fall, the pumping throb of
release, from viscera to vagina; this is the spring tide of
passion. The grinding, smashing, shingle-raking, tingle-making sun
and moon of a shag, raking on your womb-end in the battering tide
of conjoined attraction.



   Passion is important to you isn’t it Charlotte? I’ve
watched you at that sepulchral desk of yours and seen the look in
your eye that doesn’t reflect the light. The look that consumes
your face when you suppose no one is looking. Well, maybe you are
better than I am in almost every way, better at squash, at work, at
false composure, but I do know that sex and passion are not the
same. That sex is easy enough to come by while passion is too rare
to treat with cool disdain. Anyone – everyone – who hasn’t been up
to their neck in it, who hasn’t sucked it and seen for themselves,
knows in their hearts that their lives have been a sham, whatever
else they might have done to fill the hole, whoever they might
be.



Gavin



   I didn’t know if it would have the desired effect, but
I left it on her desk the following morning. When I arrived back in
the office that evening, both the writing and the girl were gone.
She didn’t come into work the next day, or the day after that. Late
on the third day, I found a fat envelope on my desk when I
returned. It was addressed to me in her large, loopy, characters.
Inside, on eight single sides of A4 cartridge paper, she’d
handwritten this:



   Once upon a time lived Paulette and Charles. Paulette
loved Charles more than she could say. She had loved other men
before him, but the love she felt for Charles went deeper than
anything she had ever known. It went as deep as she did. She had no
space that wasn’t filled by her need for him. And as time went by
and they married, Paulette knew that without Charles her life could
not be complete.



   But Charles was not faithful to Paulette and one day
she found that out. The knowledge broke her heart. She cried and
cried for day after day, but no one came to help her. No fairy
godmother appeared to make her life good again. So, bad weeks came
and went and all poor Paulette had to show for them were buckets of
tears.

 

   Until at last sorrow taught Paulette that her fairy
tale was over and could never, ever, return. Her Prince Charming
was gone for good and she had to learn to live in the real world
again. If only she could remember how to do that.



   It was Charles himself who reminded her.

 

   He said that adultery wasn’t the end of the
world in this day and age.

 

   He informed her that fidelity was a bourgeois
notion anyway.

 

   He revealed that, yes, he needed a more
adventurous sex life, but, no, this didn’t mean he no longer
cared for her.

 

   He proposed that they demonstrated their mutual
affection and maturity by each allowing the other
qualified sexual freedom.

 

   He insisted that this gift of mutual
excitement would strengthen the bonds of trust
between them.

 

   He suggested they become something called
autonomous individuals within a committed
relationship.

 

   He said that since Paulette had been the
injured party she could be the one to have first crack
at it.  

 

   He called this concession an act of good
faith and recommended that they plan her infidelity
together.

 

   He thought that this new stage in their
lives would be liberating and bring them closer than
ever before.



   These were some of the real words Charles used when he
made this proposal to Paulette. Paulette supposed they must be from
the real world because they had no place in her view of marriage,
which Charles told her was a romantic fantasy.

 

   And yet she couldn’t help but think that Charles’
realism was just as mistaken as her own fantasies had proved to
be.



   Paulette saw with sadness that Charles was still a
child with his nose pressed against the chocolate-shop window. She
felt ashamed for him and sorry for them both. Sorry he was so much
less of a man than she thought.

 

   Almost the bitterest pill for Paulette to swallow –
almost as bitter as the adultery he tried to sugar over – was that
Charles, her husband, obviously knew nothing about her at all.

 

   She almost laughed in his face when he said she
could go first. And she would have done, if the offer hadn’t made
her want to cry instead.

 

   Did he truly believe that she would fall for
that?

 

   Had he always been so shallow and
self-serving? 

 

   Had love previously blinded her to the failings
that seemed so clear to her in the hours and days after Charles
made his preposterous proposition?

 

   And the more Paulette thought on such matters, the
more questions there were to answer.

 

   Was she a magnet for liars and adulterers?

 

   Was her radar for cheats and emotional infants
defective?

 

   Or was there something in her that was attracted to
such immaturity?

 

   And if so could she be partly responsible for her
own misery?

 

   Could, in fact, a man like Charles be the cross she
had to bear for being the kind of woman that wanted such a man?

 

   Might it even be that the real Charles, the
non-ideal Charles, was the man she didn’t know she needed until he
revealed himself to her in all his ridiculous naivety?

 

   Paulette didn’t find the answers to these
questions. But thinking about them did lead her to an important
conclusion, one that Charles’s infidelity and his infuriating
response to it had made her lose sight of. Her love for him had not
diminished. He was inconstant and foolish in ways she had not
previously understood, but she had to accept that he was still the
one for her.

 

   Which, as conclusions go, even very true ones, left
Paulette with a problem. She still wanted to be with Charles but he
wanted to be a swinger and he wanted her to swing with
him. But she didn’t want to and she didn’t want him to
either.

 

   It was a dilemma she knew she had to resolve, and,
casting her mind back over her earlier bout of self-questioning,
she found her solution in the answer to one final question.

 

   Could her revised appreciation of Charles be
something she could work to her own advantage?



   She hoped that it could and so one night, not long
after, Paulette talked to Charles about what she might do to become
a slut. She mentioned a man in her office and said he looked quite
nice as well as, perhaps, a little bit desperate. She said she’d be
prepared to give him a try. And from the first Charles seemed very
keen that she should.

 

   They made plans together for over an hour with
Charles growing more and more animated and Paulette restraining
many of his more ridiculous suggestions. Eventually they agreed
that she would show a bit of interest in this person. Invite him to
play squash, flirt with him a little and then let him know that her
husband had given her the go-ahead to start an affair. If he was up
for it this would be the bait he would rise to.

 

   Charles proposed that she should wipe her face on
this man’s squash shirt after the game. At first Paulette rejected
this revolting idea, but Charles grew most insistent. He said it
was sexy without being whorish and that chummy (he started to refer
to the man as chummy) would go crazy for it. He cited Othello as
evidence. And though Paulette found bringing Shakespeare into such
a conversation quite irritating, she had to accept that in some
fraternal way Charles must know what a man would find erotic. She
accepted that sacrifices would have to be made and this piece of
flirtatiousness was marginally less unacceptable than having her
bend over desks all day in stockings and suspenders and the
like.  So she reluctantly agreed to that particular point of
seduction and in turn Charles found Paulette’s sudden show of
willing highly arousing. As she had anticipated, the planning
session ended with the two having passionate sex together (she
could not call it love making) for the first time in months.



   The next day Paulette went ahead as they’d agreed. She
found to her surprise that she quite enjoyed her new game. She had
never behaved so cynically in her life, but she found it amusing,
even a little stirring, to be so fully in control and so obviously
desired. Charles’s infidelity had made her feel weak and
unattractive, so it was refreshing to be longed for once again.

 

   Having Nevil (that was his name) drool over her,
made Paulette feel empowered. Right from the start, that was a good
feeling.



   And feeling good overcame any twinges of guilt she
felt about using Nevil. And why, she asked herself, should she feel
sorry for yet another would-be adulterer anyway?. He was simply
another unspeakable man out to harm his guiltless wife and looking
to use Paulette as his accomplice.

 

   Besides, Nevil was so sure that he knew all the
answers, so absurdly confident that he could assume a significant
role in her life; such a know-all drip really, that she found it
easy to save all her pity for herself.

 

   After all, she was the one whose husband was happy
for her to fuck this total stranger. 

 

   Whose husband was prepared to ruin everything they
had for a few sordid shags. 

 

   Whose husband, let her not forget, was putting her
through this ordeal so that he could go to bed in good conscience
with yet another filthy tart, bringing Christ knows what
contamination back with him.

 

   Whose husband, when all was said and done, was a
fucking bastard who didn’t deserve her love or her continued
commitment.

 

   No, it was poor Paulette, not poor Nevil.

 

   Nevil was simply clueless.

 

   He thought he was a player but he didn’t even
understand the game he was in.



   So, in spite of Charles and regardless of Nevil,
Paulette had absolutely no intention of letting either of them have
their way with her. It was her way she was after now.

 

   So, when Nevil made his intended move, she had her
answer ready to fit the bill.

 

   Though it’s true to say that by the time it
happened Paulette had warmed a little to her wannabe defiler. She
even went as far as to waver in her resolve after he wrote her a
poem; a nice tactful little poem about his desire for her. Of
course, the poem was all Paulette’s idea, part of her manipulative
little plan, but the thing had been unexpectedly stimulating. So
much so, in fact, that when she and Charles read it in bed
together, Paulette found herself moved by the prospect of having
this man shake her up a bit. What was more, she was surprised to
find that her receptiveness to the idea lasted longer than the bout
of heated coupling that it sparked off.  Certainly longer than
it seemed to last for Charles, who, as soon as proceedings had come
to a climax, rolled away from her to fall silently and, Paulette
was pleased to note, sullenly asleep.

 

   But Paulette was made of stronger stuff than her
spouse. She accepted that, like the course of true love, the
course of romantic deception was unlikely to run smooth. She
reminded herself very firmly that the whole strategy wasn’t about
her own meandering desires but about her husbands’. And lying awake
considering her next move, it was not her own entirely manageable
flutterings, but Charles’ pensive post-coital retreat that left her
feeling flushed and confident that she now had victory within her
grasp.



   Though the end game still needed to be played
carefully. Paulette knew that to secure her mate she needed
something more explicit from Nevil than the poem. She had an idea
how to get it but it was tricky. She would have to let him down and
lead him on at the same time.

 

   Paulette worried that her plan to finesse Nevil
into submitting a lewd letter of application for the position as
her lover would be asking too much of his gullibility. The poem
he’d written showed more sensitivity than she’d credited him with
and it was possible he might baulk at being turned down and then
asked to try again in franker terms. But amazingly he bought it,
almost without hesitation. Of course, he had absolutely no idea
what was going on and, even if he had, he’d more than likely have
gone for it anyway because at heart he truly believed that she was
mad for him; mad for his mind as well as his body and longing to be
persuaded into his bed, against all her values and scruples, by a
bit of rude writing.

 

   Paulette had never before had much truck with
feminism, thinking herself more of a traditional kind of
girl.  But really, now she’d discovered how much the
lump of gristle between a man’s legs influenced what went on
between his ears, it was difficult not to believe that women were
the superior creatures.

 

   In any event, Nevil could hardly wait to write his
dirty little something for her. And to be fair to Paulette’s
tactical game plan, that’s how she knew he’d fit the bill right
from the start. The man liked to write things. God knows he was
always going on about it at work. From the moment he joined the
firm, she’d had to put up with a load of literary clap-trap from
him. Well, now was pay-back time. He owed her that pornography.
She’d earned it, and she wanted him to put his money where his
mouth was and write something really filthy about the disgusting
things he wanted to do to her.



   And, after his wanky fashion, that’s what he did.
Although it wasn’t really what she wanted or expected. At first
Paulette thought his effort was a bit too bookish and not at all
crude enough for her purposes. She feared that she may have made a
mistake with Nevil after all. She’d hoped for something highly
graphic, positively sick-making even; the sort of thing she might
have read on a toilet wall or a perverts’ website, only longer and
more detailed. She chided herself for not having the courage to go
for someone more rough trade, someone more overtly crude. She
cursed her timid decision to steer clear of the internet and the
dangers of anonymous hook-ups. But after many readings she decided
to give Nevil’s stuff a go anyway. She’d put a lot of effort into
leading him on; Charles was already primed and she thought she
could probably make up for any lack of detailed obscenity in the
writing by whoring it up a bit herself.

 

   So, that’s what she did and it worked a
treat.



   In what was by then time-honoured fashion, Paulette
introduced Nev’s scenarios to Charles while they were in bed
together.

 

   But this time she couldn’t afford a sullen response
too early on. Nor did she want to be pounced on before the full
dose of medicine had been administered. She needed Charles to be
fully attentive to everything she had to say.  So, with a
boldness she’d been preparing herself for, she instructed Charles
to do something she’d seen and been intrigued by in a collection of
photographs she’d found on his computer after his adultery had made
her suspicious of other secrets he could be hiding.  She told
him to go to the end of the bed and suck her toes while she read.
Paulette had hoped for compliance (Charles often having shown what
she’d thought of as an unusual interest in her feet) but was
genuinely surprised by the immediacy and earnestness of his
response, with him almost literally leaping up and fixing his mouth
hungrily on the little piggies at the end of her left foot.

 

    Paulette couldn’t help but think that Charles
looked and sounded like a piglet himself as he suckled and
slobbered over her toes, letting out grunts and squeals of pleasure
and pain as she read out loud from Nevil’s letter to her. She had
to concede that it was an effect she liked and one that spurred her
on to reading in her most salacious voice.

 

   She lingered wickedly over (and naughtily expanded
on) the erotic images on the page before her. Some of the rudest
she read out again and again, as though fixating on the filthy
times ahead of her, stroking her body sensuously while her suddenly
subby hubby sweated and squirmed red-faced at the bottom of the
bed.

 

   Over the two days which followed, both during and
in between the bouts of sexual intercourse that Paulette
orchestrated and controlled, she made it obscenely clear to Charles
how much she ached for Nevil and how soon she intended putting his
proposals and others of her own into effect.



   During these couplings her words inflamed Charles to
the height of passion.

 

   But, as she anticipated, during their rest periods
his manner began to change. He remained silent, even gloomy.

 

   He began to ask her questions about his own
attractiveness in relation to Nevil’s.

 

   At one stage, he initiated a discussion about the
gap between fantasy and reality and whether it might not be
dangerous to confuse the two.

 

   During these moments of apostasy, Paulette
pretended to miss the drift of Charles’ recantations and continued
to feign enthusiasm for having Nevil fuck her senseless (as she put
it with relish).

 

   But she knew then that the battle was over and she
had won. She was, as she once was at school, viatrix ludorum. In
fact she was surprised by how simple it had all been in the end.
She’d read plenty of traditional tales in which clever women pulled
the wool over the eyes of gullible men but had always assumed they
were the product of wishful thinking by downtrodden ladies. And yet
her plan had worked just as she’d intended. All that was needed was
to let Charles have a little romp around the sty and then begin to
rub his snout into his own filth; rub and rub until the stench
began to appal him and he started squealing to get out.

 

   Which he did pathetically quickly; first
requesting, then finally begging her not to ruin their marriage by
going to bed with Nevil.



   Paulette expressed herself to be very surprised by
this change of heart, surprised and disappointed.

 

   She wondered aloud what she could say to Nevil,
whom she had led to believe was onto a certain thing with her.

 

   She questioned whether she could learn to control
her newly awakened desire for her lover-elect.

 

   She said that what Charles was asking would be very
difficult for so many reasions, but she supposed she could do it
for the sake of their marriage. Though, of course, she could only
consider abstaining on the condition that he was also faithful to
her in the future and abandoned his own pursuit of extra-marital
affairs.

 

   While pretending to be ambivalent, she was secretly
gratified to see how eager Charles was to take the pledge. He cried
salt tears of his own and swore that the whole experience had made
him grow up. He spoke bitterly about the juvenile game he’d been
playing and vowed that he would never again put at risk the thing
he craved most: lifelong monogamy.

 

   Paulette felt that perhaps her husband was too
quick to promise too much, but he seemed genuinely contrite and she
was pleased to see the look of panic in his face as he contemplated
a future in which she was not his alone.

 

   For a while she let him feel the pangs of pain and
uncertainty which had been hers for months, but soon (too soon
really) she relented and solemnly agreed to remain faithful to her
own marriage vows. But, she made it clear that were Charles ever to
falter again, she would have no hesitation in taking up with Nevil
or some other, possibly better, man.  



   And so, in the end, Paulette was satisfied. True she
had lost something of

great worth that she would never regain – unsullied love. But, she
had

held on to Charles as her exclusive companion and, though her
opinion of him

was not all it once was, her heart still yearned to be his
alone.

 

   She saw too that she had also gained something
sexually. Nevil awoke in her not only a taste for teasing and
manipulation, but also a liking for control. She saw that Charles
quite liked the idea of being her plaything himself, and this
submissive caste of mind, as revealed in his recent bed time
sucklings, was something Paulette intended to put to very good use
in their future life together.

 

   So, all in all, the outcome of her adventure into
adultery had been quite satisfactory. A seven out of ten at
least.

 

   And even Nevil had gained something. True, she had
made him her unwitting pawn in a game with greater stakes than he
had realised, but at least now she could tell him truthfully that
she found him interesting and amusing to be with.  Perhaps,
Paulette thought, they could even become close friends. 

 

 

   And who knows? Should Charles waver, it was
certainly agreeable to be desired. It was not beyond the bounds of
possibility that there might be a sequel to their story in which
Paulette and Nevil meet again on different terms.

 

   But that of course could only be possible if it
were to prove impossible for Paulette to live happily ever
after.

 

The End



                                         












Chapter 10
More extracts from the private diary of e c love


 

December 10th

 

   Yeeesss, yiissss yes. Bloodstain books have gone
for it. A letter came today from one of their commissioning
editors, Maggie Fettle, saying that they were interested in the
idea of Moistening Muriel. As Mags herself put it –
intriguing concept … timely … good deal of
interest … have legs … accompanying letter of
intent … not constitute a contract … no firm
commitment … subject matter … legal
requirements  … confidentiality … no
liability … proofs … edit … fax … phone …
keep informed … agent … best wishes. Oh Maggie,
Maggie, Maggie Yes, Yes, YES.

 

   Maggie; now there’s a thought. Maybe I could send a
letter to … . No, on second thoughts, perhaps not. Even now
she’s got more time on her hands I can’t see her using them for
that sort of thing.

 

   But still – this is it. Sam Love – cometh the hour
cometh the (wo)man. Actually, that could even be a fair title for
one of the sections in Muriel; especially if I get any
returns where time or timing come into play – Buffing Before
Breakfast or The Two-Minute Tickle  and the
like.

 

   But, that can come later, first thing is to get the
recruitment sorted – letters, e-mails, personals, publicity. Hype
and puff, that’s the way to do this stuff.

 

December 12th

 

Dear

 

I have been commissioned by Bloodstain
Books, one of the country’s leading publishers of
writing for and about women, to edit a collection of responses
written by women prepared to speak openly and directly about one of
the few remaining taboo areas of female sexuality. Under the
working title of Moistening Muriel, my aim is to compile a
cumulatively powerful series of accounts from women in all walks of
life and cultural circumstances outlining their favourite and/or
most successful methods of achieving self-induced orgasm.

 

While anthologies documenting female sexuality are thankfully
not without precedent, I believe that Muriel will be
unique in a number of important ways worthy of your support.

 

Firstly, Muriel is about masturbation itself as
distinct from sexual experience or fantasy. In this, it seeks to
educate and reassure female readers concerning the delightful
variety, universality and legitimacy of a practice which, even
today, is often considered shameful, unfeminine, harmful or
unhygienic. As such its aim is to promote healthy and sensible
attitudes among women towards their own sexuality and its role in
promoting mental well-being.

 

Secondly, Muriel also seeks to make a significant
contribution to the sexual politics of language itself. As you are
aware, the English language has generated a huge range of terms
denoting the act of male masturbation. Many of these are highly
graphic in a phallocentric, genitally explicit way (eg milk the
mongoose), while others may strike the listener as being more
wittily creative (such as playing the one armed bandit).
The challenge for women now is to develop and celebrate their own
candid feminine terminology to describe a joyous act exercised in a
frankly female fashion. Previously, the (male-generated) cultural
unease surrounding women’s sexual independence from men has
resulted in a paucity of words and phrases that are uniquely
descriptive of feminine behaviours in this area.  This, at
best, has left many women (myself included) feeling like wankers
when forced to use male terminology to describe a process that
seems to have so much more of the distaff than the dick about
it.

 

For these reasons, I approach you as a women with a reputation
for wit, creativity and progressive thinking to request your
participation in the project. In essence I’m asking you to write
about (or, if preferred, record, paint or draw) a favourite
masturbatory practice or fantasy. While your piece can be humorous,
erotic, informative, polemical or anything else you decide, I’d
also encourage you to give  it an apt title; ideally one that
puts forward your suggested twenty-first century term for female
masturbation.

 

By now you’ll probably be thinking that this is an extraordinary
request to receive through the post and wondering how on earth I
imagine you’d ever reply to it, let alone comply with it.  I
do realize that it isn’t every day a complete stranger implies that
you are a masturbator then asks you to admit it in public. But if
you’d read on I hope I can give you a reason to give the proposal
some serious consideration. 

 

Because, although I hope Muriel is a worthwhile and
amusing project for the reasons I’ve explained, it does have a more
serious aim, which is to support Women Against Female
Circumcision (WAFC) by donating all proceeds from the
publication to this important charity working in the field of
women’s rights. I include for your perusal a letter of endorsement
to this effect from Margaret Fettle, Senior Editor (Sorority) of
Bloodstain Books along with a pamphlet outlining the remarkable
work currently being undertaken by the WAFC and a woman-to-woman
appeal statement from the chief executive of the charity, Sukie
Poliamorovich urging your active engagement with this vital
publishing venture.

 

It’s clear though that, however worthy the cause, there are
personal concerns that will inevitably arise in relation to a
venture such as this. It’s therefore important to make the point
that any contribution you do feel able to make will be kept
strictly anonymous unless I am specifically authorized to reveal
true identities. Otherwise all respondents will be referred to
through an alias in the text   And, while I would urge
you to consider the benefits of bravura to the cause of female
emancipation worldwide you are, of course, under no obligation to
be so bold as to reveal your true identity.  In fact, if you
prefer, you are free to submit a return without any identifying
material or information at all. Should you chose this route, my one
request is that you do indicate your age, ethnicity and a general
descriptor of your current role (eg company executive, housewife,
fashion consultant, etc) along with your relationship status and
sexual orientation.

 

I do hope that you will decide to contribute in whichever way
you feel most comfortable. Muriel aims to celebrate the
ubiquity of women in pursuit of pleasure but also the variety of
women and their ways in relation to this secret sexy act.  So
send us what you will in whatever way you want to send it, graphic,
coy, businesslike or arousing.  I believe that any
contribution will make you part of an honourable endeavour, and I
would like to thank you for giving it your every consideration.

 

So do decide to be deliciously daring and help make
Muriel a success by forwarding your contribution to me at
the above address (or by e-mail on evilclove@hotmale.com)  by
April of next year.

 

With best wishes for a moister millennium,

 

Samantha Love B. Sc., Editor.

 

 

December 22nd

 

   Well, much to my surprise, Sam has changed her mind
about Muriel. When I came home from work today, only a
little late after a predictably tame office party (which I left as
soon as I decently could), she handed me an envelope with the
phrase Making Muff Milk emblazoned across one side in glue
and glitter.

 

   “I’ve been thinking about the book,” she said in
her most business-like tone. “In some ways it’s not a bad idea –
women, wit and wanking. It could be a winner. So, I thought I’d
spend my first day of holiday making you a Christmas present. It
might make a decent starting point for your collection.”

 

   I was so taken aback I didn’t speak and even Sam
couldn’t maintain her composure. While I stared in surprise at her
bulky manila offering she looked at the floor and tried to hide her
blushes behind a curtain of hair.

 

    “I hope you enjoy it. I’m going over to Liz
for a few hours. She’s got some friends coming round.  It’s
girl’s only I’m afraid … but It’ll give you a chance to
er … ” she glanced towards the packet and nodded
faintly,  “… I can’t stay here while you erm … read it,
but I’ll see you later if you’re awake … so, er …  
try not to …   get too sore or erm . . . oh, sorry
about the title. I got stuck on the mmm words, but we could always
change it later if you like.”

 

   “I like, and could hardly wait to get her out of
the door in pursuit of Lizzie the lezzie before bounding upstairs
to the computer to read and record the product of her labour. And
now that I have read it, I’m delighted with the finished product,
particularly since I’ve typed and tidied it up properly and made
some sundry additions ready for publication. Having had a few
drinks did make typing a bit of a hit and miss affair, but, on the
plus side, the alcohol certainly meant that I was very receptive to
what I think Sam was trying to say.

 

This is what she said:

 

I’m a 35 year-old data analyst working for a large company,
married for 12 years and living in South London. I have two
children, a boy aged 10 and a girl 7. Although I had many lovers of
both sexes during my late teens and at university, I have not had
sex with a man other than my husband since getting married. I have,
though, continued to have a fairly regular stream of female
partners. These have all been with my husband’s consent (and
approval) though fewer than he imagines have been with his explicit
knowledge. He enjoys my bisexuality and believes that it is linked
to the fact that there was no strong male figure in my childhood
but that there was (and is) a resentful and magnificently
un-motherly mother whose love I had to actively pursue as a child.
The facts at least are true enough. I have never seen my biological
father who left my mother to become a Jehova’s Witness after a
farcical three months of marriage and an acrimonious seven months
of pregnancy. Once I was born, my mother, then aged 19, passed me
on to her own mother to be brought up. My grandmother, who was
herself widowed in her late thirties, was also left with the
responsibility of looking after the family business; a frenetic
mid-range Midlands hotel much frequented by commercial travelers.
She was a strong, hard-working and compassionate woman who gave me
all the love and attention she could muster, but she was always
busy and I was often left to my own devices. My mother lived with
us in the hotel, but she flitted in and out of my life like a feral
cat as she came and went searching for the connection that would
give some meaning to her own. My childhood memories of her are of a
glamorous, mysterious, rather competitive older sister whose
attention I had to fight for, but who was great fun to be with and,
hence, usually worth the fight. She eventually married and provided
me with a half-brother when I was thirteen. I spent the years
before university living in her new home with her new family
desperately trying to fit in, to be loved within the new loving
set-up, but never really managing it.

 

So, I suppose my husband is right. You don’t have to be a
psychoanalyst to conclude that my attraction to women stems from my
childhood longing for female affection. Given my history, I suppose
that some might wonder why I’m attracted to men at all, but, before
meeting my husband during a postgraduate year in London, I had more
than twenty male lovers, mostly one-night-stands or short flings.
Sexually speaking, though, I have to admit that none of them were
particularly rewarding. I found that if I was to get any
satisfaction out of having sex with a man, then I had to fantasise
about having sex with a woman. I don’t mean that I imagined the man
was a woman. I mean that to achieve orgasm while having sex with a
man, I had to think about lesbian sex. I had to run the pictures in
my head to excite myself.

 

When I met my husband it was during a squash competition.
Watching him play, I noticed that he had quite rounded hips and
buttocks; an oddly feminine physique accentuated by his
shoulder-length ash-blond hair. I found this arousing and, in the
bar afterwards, mentioned in quite a playful way that it was nice
to see a curvy man. Within minutes, I was being engaged in the most
erotic conversation of my life about female attractiveness, lesbian
sex and the desirability of sharing sexual fantasies as part of any
healthy relationship. About an hour after that, I found myself in
his bed, disclosing my most potent sexual fantasies, answering his
every explicit question about my experiences with women in equally
explicit detail.  And – really for the first time – sharing
orgasm after orgasm with a man who seemed to find my revelations as
breathlessly exciting as I did. That was it. We married at the end
of the year and continued to have great sex built around my lesbian
fantasies and adventures. Although this might sound slightly
perverse, I counted myself fortunate to have met someone whose
desires fitted so well with my own and who never saw my bisexual
affairs as adulterous so long as I shared them with him.

 

Recently, however, I find that I have grown far less willing to
share my gay side with my husband. I am aware that this reluctance
has increased in line with my growing yearning for female intimacy
and am worried about this trend. In the past, I believed that bisex
was something that I could take or leave and that I took it as much
for my partner as myself. I suppose that this excuse was always a
bit hollow as I continued to have many intimate encounters with
women which I did not tell him about, but I justified this by
telling myself that it was all part of the game we played together.
But I know in my heart that something more than recreational sex is
at stake for me now. About a year or so, for example, I went to a
gay club and was so desperate for a woman’s touch that I could
hardly wait for the normal social niceties to take place. I behaved
like a complete slut and told two total strangers that if they were
to follow me into the toilet cubical they could have me in any and
every way they liked. Which they did, and so did I, until they left
me with bleeding nipples and a well-stretched cunt and arse,
kneeling naked and gasping in pleasure on the toilet seat having
been ravaged from behind by both of them together. As you can
imagine, sharing this and my need for this with my husband is
making me feel nervous about both our own relationship and my own
sexual identity. And yet,  pseudonymously, for this
publication, I would like to release some of the log jam and record
one of my most powerful and productive masturbatory fantasies, the
one I most often milk my muff to. Where it ends depends on how long
it takes me to come, but my method is always the same. I run the
pictures in my mind, dwelling on some favourite bits (such as
Erica’s tits) while using the middle finger of my right hand to
stimulate my clitoris and it’s long nail to add a bit of rough
whenever the need arises. Also, though I don’t know whether this
counts as masturbation or not, I have often thought through this
scenario while my husband is having sex with me (as I did with
previous male lovers). Although I have not shared it with him (as
he would know it isn’t all make-believe), it always makes me come
hard and that, at least, keeps him happy. Incidentally, I never
have to fantasise when I’m having sex with a woman.

 

Here it is.

 

I’m having a casual yet passionate affair with a beautiful West
Indian woman of about thirty. She is a nurse and is someone I
actually know and endlessly lust after. Her name is Erica. She is
tall and willowy. She has fabulously wide eyes and a flawless skin.
Our love- making is deliciously understated at first. It is a
gentle thing of tender whispers and forced sighs, of laughter and
longing. Our relationship is based not merely on physical
attraction, but also on friendship, mutual admiration and respect.
Erica is shy, sensitive and still confused about her sexuality. I
am the first woman she has been with after a patchy history of
unsatisfying heterosexual relationships followed by half-hearted
bouts of celibacy born of guilt, religious scruple and lousy shags.
I understand and share her secret longing and bring her out. I
search her mind and body, revealing to us both the woman she wants
to be. I find my role as sexual mentor highly arousing, especially
as her initially shamefaced inability to resist my caresses gives
way to self-conscious enjoyment and, finally, to bold, astonished
abandonment in erotic pleasure. We meet perhaps once a fortnight in
her West London flat and spend hours together talking, sharing
ideas and feeling good about ourselves. It is so fulfilling to find
a woman I really like whose needs fit so exactly with my own. When
I’m with Erica, I feel like a jigsaw piece released from its box to
fit snugly with one of its intended partners in the big picture.
Somehow we seem to connect.

 

Sexually, everything is beautiful. Love making lasts for hours
at a time and the ebb and flow of intensity reflects the rise and
fall of the joy, sorrow, hunger, urgency, playfulness and intimacy
we feel. This is sex to be lived through rather than just had. It
is as though there were some organic link between what we do to
each other and who we are. As though the interplay between our
inner and outer selves is realised kinetically for no one but
ourselves on the big mattress where we exhibit our private art.
From these divine divan afternoons some particular practices have
developed which thrill me to the extent of my being. When I am
thinking about Erica while masturbating (which is often), it is the
thought of these that can always be relied upon to tip me over the
edge whenever I want to be tipped.

 

Her breasts are staggering. I could try to come up with some
tired old comparison here, but that would only throw a familiar
light on the most surprisingly voluptuous set of tits I have ever
seen on an otherwise boyish body, transforming it mouthwateringly
to that of a woman. Full, round and glossy (for in my mind they are
often lathered in sweat or other secretions), her beautiful brown
bubbas are simply the most gorgeous I know, to say nothing of
nuzzle. While the breasts themselves are just swollenly globular
and pleasingly pendulous enough to provide the perfect feminine
counterpoint to her ribby, limber torso, her nipples – and I swear
that this is true – are the longest, meatiest, most succulent
spears of flesh known to lust. In aching contrast to her demure
pubescence, her teats are the long, slightly ovoid tubes of a
retired wet nurse or sleezy dockside whore. Even thinking of them
makes me go weak at the knees. To ease Erica out of her bra is an
exercise in cognitive dissonance. The half-formed, teasing,
mannequinesque reticence of her lithe, almost angular, body already
has me drooling at the mouth, when, suddenly, those near-alarming
inch-and-a-half long jags of crinkly vermilion flesh caught in
close-up as in some latex-enhanced porno-fantasy have me drooling
in my pants. The contrast is electrifying. It’s like having sex
with a madonna and with Madonna all at once. It’s like discovering
an angel with a pierced vulva. What we like to do, the thought of
which can always make me come, the image I am currently using every
time I milk my muff, is for Erica to sit cross-legged on the bed,
take me gently in her arms and give me suck. Like a newly made
mother, hesitant yet full of the wonder of the procedure, she
brings my head to the nipple which she gently insinuates between my
parting lips, cooing softly as though willing me to feed. As I
begin to suckle and chew, the quiet tenderness of the moment melts
away as something astonishing happens. As her excitement mounts,
Erica’s long, rubbery nipple explodes onto my tongue, swollen with
blood and passion to the extent that my whole mouth is filled with
her hard, pulsing erection. Even the areola is engorged and
puckered, turgid with sudden desire, demanding to be bitten down on
and masticated hard as I struggle to give pleasure through pain to
the urgent chunk of chew chew toy pulsing between my lips. This is
the moment.  My head pounding, dizzy with dirtiness.  My
mouth full of Erica’s thrillingly engorged hard-on. My ears full of
her hysterical, sobbing, blasphemous mother-fucking build-up to
orgasm. This is the moment when my own frictionless climax sears
through my entire body, burning like a thunderbolt, induced by the
electricity of supercharged sexual intensity. After the first
jolting strike, wave after wave after wave of churning, scouring,
deracinating pleasures crash into me and over me and through me.
And carry me away so completely that I am unable to distinguish
between the flow that tingles through my toes or my thighs or my
arms or my clitoris. Except that it is all too intense, too much to
take, causing me to clench hard and grind my molars into the
astounding penetrative length of spongy vascular rigidity that is
fucking my mouth. This semi-involuntary spasm of rough-play tips
Erica into her own long, wailing come-sequence that is itself so
violent, so uncontrolled, and so overwhelming that we maul and
squirm each other to the bed in jerks and fits and the abrasion of
tits. And there we lie as the convulsions eventually subside to
leave us wet and shattered, entwined limply like slimy strands of
seaweed thrown up on the shore. Gasping and weeping and giggling,
almost in embarrassment at the necromancy which possessed us so
entirely and without our help steered us kindly through the tempest
together to be deposited safely on the palpitating shores of
Lesbos, or at least its West London annex.

 

Another scenario sees me sucking Erica’s toes and licking her
feet. I do this as an act of devotion and submission. I love the
humiliation. I also love the deep intimacy and slow sensuousness of
giving her pleasure in this way. We both silently revel in the
knowledge that there’s nothing, no known caress nor taboo-tonguing
that I wouldn’t provide for her, should she wish it. And she’s
crazy about this one. Often encouraging me to continue sucking and
nibbling and cat-lapping for up to half an hour until her feet are
wet with saliva. All the time she’s getting the toe job, she’s
fingering her cunt and letting out little mewing cries of
satisfaction, building up to intermittent and meanderingly obscene
commentaries on the
dirtyfuckintooooeesukaahhbitchtocomuchaaahaahhfooklikindiiiikeycoont
hohore who is kneeling down to oralise her foul feet.  In
fact, her feet are as elegant as the rest of her. They are perhaps
size six, slim, with pleasingly proportioned and evenly spaced
toes. I adore them. I love the plump pads at the underside of her
toes: more pressure points to pressurise. I love their velvet dark
skin and the contrast it throws up with her immaculately painted
nails: always crimson, always arousing. I love the way that working
on her feet will often initiate the most abandoned lovemaking
between us. And the way in which foot play allows us to establish
the rituals of domination and subjection that spills so deliciously
over into the more overt sexual activity that follows, always with
Erica in the ascendancy. First she will sit quite primly on the
edge of her bed or a chair allowing me gently to stroke the soles
of her feet over her black National Health Service tights. This is
enough to gain me her full attention and set her nerves on edge. My
next move earns me a slow, erotic purr of assent. Gently,
wordlessly, I take a pair of sharp scissors and cut along the seam
of the hosiery at the end of each foot, slowly peeling back the
synthetic skin to reveal the plum-black toes beneath. As I do this,
a faint aroma of sweat and talcum and sweet warm flesh is released
and I reverently take each foot in turn to breath in and savour
this delectable, slightly suspect odour. I feel the female
pheromones course through my body, popping and crackling and
hot-wiring every sexual receptor in my brain. I feel her prickle
through my blood and begin to scramble my senses. My skin starts to
itch and there is no stopping it now as the perverse logic of
sexual gratification begins to pervade my every though and action.
This is good and I want more of it; much more. I want to be
inhabited, peopled and possessed by this girl and the musky aromas
she exudes. With a semblance of nonchalance, I take one leg at a
time and, neatly, teasingly, roll the nylon up over her feet and
calves and knees as far up her legs as I can stretch it to go. Even
the tight flesh on Erica’s slim thighs bulges slightly under the
constricting nylon garter which I have created. With both complete,
it is time for a small reward. I push her knees as far apart as
they will go to gain workspace between her legs. This time I take
hold of the seam which runs up her groin like a meridian line
bisecting her slit and tear it roughly apart with my fists, ripping
her open, cleaving her in two. Erica gasps and so do I as an even
more intimate perfume hits the air, eroticising the atmosphere for
us both. Before returning to my primary task, I take the scissors
and snip transversely across the gusset of Erica’s underwear
leaving two ineffectual slimy flaps of material to cover her
vanquished pussy. Knowing that her slick mitten is now mine for the
taking arouses me still further as I trail my wet tongue back down
over her leg, leaving Erica panting like a hot black bitch on a
summer’s day.   Although she is desperate for the sort of
friction I intend making her wait for but not forget about, we both
know that it is she who controls the play, she who directs how much
further I am to take her into excruciating arousal. Taking a
delicate middle toe, I gently lick and nibble its puffy bulbous end
much as I would, as I will, her clitoris when the command finally
comes. Now I delve my tongue deep down into the crack between her
two largest toes. I imagine these as legs being forcibly spread
apart and her whole pudenda being invaded, tasted and ravaged by my
blanketing, burrowing tongue. Now she groans in ecstacy, both at
the act and at the idea which underlies it, at her own erotic
perception of the dutiful servicing she is receiving. I am aware
that it is an effort for her not to pull her feet away from the
electric lathering they are getting and this excites me further
still. I grow more frenzied, mouthing, tonguing, licking, tasting
and sucking every splayed and salty crack, every digit, every
millimetre of her feet which I bathe in my own spit. Erica, who is
unable to restrain herself from rubbing her pussy during this final
onslaught, cries out YES, though with the blood pounding in my ears
it could as easily be PISS. Either way, I know that a satisfying
outpouring of liquid of one sort or another has taken place and I
eagerly await the inevitable instruction that I move up to lick it
from her damp thighs and liquid lips.

 

Lastly and if all else fails, I have to remind myself of the
time when things got really filthy between us, the time when I
really did bottom out. It was when Erica secretly invited a friend
to join us. Her name is Althea. She is strikingly tall and tautly
muscular; an exercise freak who arrives wearing an all-over black
lycra aerobics suit with mid-thigh leggings. She is carrying a
sports bag which she places besides the bed. Her hair is dyed
platinum blond and it is shorn close to her head. She had a
handsome rather than a pretty face. Her nose is fleshy and
generous; her mouth is likewise very large and sensuous, set off by
fine white teeth and a strong jaw line. She wears long, heavy
earrings made up of silver ball-bearings of different sizes. These
baubles lend her a note of femininity, despite her bullish neck and
powerful body-builders’ torso. Her movements are confident and
decisive and, from the moment she enters the flat, she assumes
control. By way of introduction, she takes my hair roughly in
bunches, steadying my head for her examining gaze, before pulling
me into an insolent, full-lipped, deeply penetrative wet kiss which
has my senses reeling and my vaginal lips puff out like a baboon’s
bum. She smells of fresh gym sweat and I also find this arousing.
She locks her arms tightly around my waist and guides me
impassively towards Erica’s bed. As I seem to have lost all sense
of independent will, she meets with little resistance and Erica
looks on with interest as I am pushed firmly backwards onto the
mattress and my shoulders pinned down by Althea’s knees. She
straddles my chest and stares down sternly into my eyes. After a
long pause, she allows her weight to slide forward, bringing her
muff to within an inch of the tip of my nose. Still no word has
been spoken. She begins to circle her twat slowly over my face. I
can see the contours of her cleft clearly through the huggy lycra
and guess that it is completely hairless. I can smell her pungent
cunt as my own starts to stream. I try to say something, pillow
talk, to establish a connection with the woman with whom it seems I
am about to have oral sex.. Suddenly her hand covers my mouth and
pushes me hard into the mattress before transferring her weight
downwards onto my face, smothering me in groin and gusset and
groove. I am able to look up over her long, lean torso to see her
peel herself from the black leotard, rolling it down to below her
waist. I see that a silver star-shaped stud protrudes from her
belly-button and that her rouged nipples are set off with matching
piercings. Cruel spikes of metal like silver floorboard nails. I am
also aware of Erica moving to sit on the edge of the bed. Moving
closer: spectating. Now, staring with cold intent into my eyes,
daring me to speak, Althea slides her right hand into her leotard
bottoms. Then, relaxing the pressure of her pubic bone on my upper
lip, she begins to masturbate using long hard strokes from two
fingers, releasing hissing, rhythmic, hissing, breath from her
clenched teeth. I see clearly the snail path of her two fingers,
working gristle beneath the stretchy material. I hear the gasps
made by her powerful rasps. And not just Althea’s. Looking up
transfixed over her parted pussy, perfectly flat stomach and hard,
nubby breasts, I am able to see out of the corner of my eye that
Erica now has her legs spread and her knickers pulled to the side.
She is also masturbating noisily while she watches. The air fills
with the squelching sound of rubbery wet woman flesh being worked
hard. The room is diffused with the exciting perfume of female
arousal. I am able to identify the individual scent of each woman.
Erica’s familiar curried sardine with five spice, Althea’s
distinctive walrus musk with hints of lemon grass and my own
brackish mussel bed in chervil. Each vulva full of permeating muff
mucus, excitingly distinguishable within the general miasma. The
bouquet of fresh cunt juice is so heady, a touch without a touch,
that I almost faint with frustrated desire. Althea shows not the
slightest concern for my arousal as she comes quickly, lowing out
her pleasure in the release of liquid, like a full-uddered cow at
milking. Having finished herself off, with an insolent sneer she
pulls her two sticky fingers from her underwear and wipes them
messily over my nose and upper lip, briefly inserting one reeking
digit up each nostril. Dismounting, she quickly removes the rest of
her leotard and sports pants, and teasingly trails the sweaty, oily
knicker gusset over my face before forcibly inserting the
multiply-soiled swatch into my mouth with the same two greasy
fingers she’d just been poking into her slot. At this, Erica
signals her own orgasm with high-pitched, juddering, cries which
she allows to subside before leaning across to silently wipe her
own slime-covered fingers onto my hardened nipples and dank pubic
hair.

 

This minimal friction is enough to activate my own ferocious
orgasm, the release of which triggers Althea into slapping my
cheeks and twisting both of my nipples hard and nastily for as long
as the tremors last. She is as aware as I am that this treatment
prolongs rather than cuts short my climax and she looks at me now
with smirking understanding. A look of cruel superiority crosses
her face and she speaks for the first time to ask Erica for her
sports bag. From it she takes an oblong jewelry case and with an
air of menace reveals three studs for her tongue piercing. The gold
ball she lets it be known is gentle and sensuous, the pearl has
more potential for cruel friction around its elaborate mounting
while the diamond-spiked cluster is hard on clitoral flesh and is
designed for severe slut-fucking rather than love making. I am told
I am to receive the diamond, but not yet. Because first my legs are
held apart and permanently splayed with a yard-long straight steel
hobble bar. Then my hands are bound behind my back with handcuffs
and I am placed face down and spreadeagled. But not for long, A
thick leather dog collar – a bitch collar Althea informs me – is
put on my kneck and a chain is attached and used to pull me bent
double  and lock me tight to the middle of the spreader bar
balanced precariously on hands and knees so that I’m presenting
my  cunt lips and anal crack high in the air for easy access
and close inspection. Finally, I am told that the ‘procedure’ is to
take place later and I am to wait ready until required. I am
roughly lifted from the bed and rudely deposited on the bathroom
floor, exposed and excited, obscenely genuflecting towards the
toilet. Before abandoning me to this obscene gaping, my
tormentresses gleefully place the implements which will feature in
the ordeal to come directly in my panting line of sight.  A
whippy riding crop. A selection of large and cruel-looking dildos
(including a black and fiercely nobbled anal bung, a two inch thick
double pronged Janus and a bludgeoning strap-on of about ten inches
long). And so, tied up, opened up and juiced up in dread
anticipation, I am left, closed up, in the toilet, still gagged
with come drenched knickers, listening to the ecstatic sounds of
Erica and Althea making love and laughing throatily in the next
room. Oh God.

 

Oh God indeed.

 

 

 










Chapter 11
The ongoing literary journal of e c love, apprentice novelist


 

   Now that I’ve written it, I’m not certain that
Two Crafts has ended up as the story I intended to write.
For one thing Charlotte Perkins comes out of it looking better than
I’d intended her to. I saw her as much more cynically manipulative
than comes across on the page. I wanted to show her as less sinned
against than sinning. The true abominatrix of the piece. And yet
even to me, the thing reads as the story of her moral victory over
two bozo blokes who she tucked-up like kippers. Just like they
deserved.

 

   Which is not how it was at all. As a prototype for
Bozo 1 (basing the story on a true-to-life-tucking-up I got on the
receiving end of a few years back) the dismal episode I remember,
and wanted to convey, was one of dirty duplicity by a scheming minx
out to get her own way at all costs.

 

   The duplicitrix was Francine. Flagrant
Francine.

 

   And Francine marked a bit of a turning point for
me. For while I could hardly be classed as a model husband before I
met her (having entertained innumerable infidelities of the mind,
been host to many a house-full of wanky wishes and
as-near-as-knob-it partied with a pissing whore), I’d never
seriously schemed – never actively colluded with another colluder –
to become an actual, let’s book a room and
fuck-till-we’re-famous-for-it, adulterer. And, there’s no question
about it in my mind that it was the cunt Francine who was to blame
for that c-change.

 

   Francine, the fucker on whom I modeled
Charlotte.

 

   Francine the disingenuous (though physically
delightful) bitch.

 

   It was she who put an end to that age of
comparative innocence forever.

 

   It was she who began a flirtation out of nothing
almost from the moment I came to share office space with her.

 

   It was she who asked if I’d ever considered an
affair and, hearing that yes I’d considered it, asked if I’d
considered her

 

   It was she who asked me to write her a billet-doux
full of the ‘nasty talk’ the office precluded as a way of warming
her up for the dirty weekend she suggested we share together

 

   And it was she who no-showed at her suggested
rendezvous point, preferring instead to yes-show erring hubby the
sex letter I wrote her as a way of conning him into compliance.

 

   Yes it was fucking Francine who was the agent
provocateur all right and that’s all there is to it.

 

   Though there was even more to it for Bozo 2, the
sucker-punched spouse. Because not only did she use the letter I’d
written to scare him into abandoning the bit on the side he’d
apparently been seeing but also into abandoning his home, job and
family for a place far enough away for Francine to feel certain she
wasn’t going to lose him again. Which was her real game, as it
turned out.

 

   I’ll never forget the Monday morning she announced
to an office full of people that she’d been offered a job in South
Africa and was leaving at the end of the month.

 

   Which came as a total slap-in-the-mouth,
shit-in-your-shoe surprise to me. The heartless bitch didn’t even
have the decency to let me get it from her first so I could prepare
myself for public viewing.

 

   There I was in work especially early, anticipating
a privy little tete-a-tete in which she’d provide a
reassuring explanation for how I came to be left standing on
Victoria station for three sorry hours the previous Saturday
clutching train tickets to Brighton, when what I got was
twentieth-share in an excited account of rushed-through emigration
plans for spouse and self finally decided upon over the weekend
following a job offer she’d been keeping close to her chest for a
month or so. The exact same month that the so-and-so had been
leading me on with the exact same chest.

 

   Little wonder that I coughed up half a mouthful of
the croissant I’d been eating all over my desk. Maybe it was more
untoward that I also managed to inhale the other half into my
windpipe. My new colleagues certainly seemed surprised and several
of them came to my aid as I embarked on a choking-cum-writhing
routine choreographed by a rising panic attack in which
asphyxiation vied with abandonment-anxiety to make me fearful of
both passing out for lack of oxygen and crying out in disappointed
anguish. Because even then, with all eyes suddenly on me,
Francine’s simply glared remotely from a distance. A glare which
pierced through the extremis of back-slapping, Heimlich maneuvering
and well-meaning solicitations that ensued like a lance to the
heart. Coming as it did after the dissembling though disarming heat
of her I-want-you-cum-come-get-me coquetry. And continuing as it
did through all the supercilious and dismissive retractions she
went on to make when I tried to speak to her in the weeks before
her departure to Africa.

 

   But at least Francine got her comeuppance in the
end while I seem to have let Charlotte off the hook.

 

   Because it turned out that she wasn’t beneath the
equator long enough to get her tits brown before hubby did the
hurtful and dumped her for good for some doxy from Durban. Sad?
Well, not from where I stood it wasn’t. In fact, I’ve seldom felt
more chipper than the day I heard from an office friend of
Francine’s that being abandoned for foreign pussy was only the
start of her comeuppance.

 

   Apparently her inevitable rebound bloke turned out
to be a bigger cunt than she was. And one who was also either
exceptionally persuasive or totally charming to boot, because
randless himself he managed to get the Countess of Connivance
herself to put all of her money into an ostrich farm and move out
into the veldt to run it with him. Where it turned out that he knew
nothing about farming large poultry; that he went there to do a
runner rather than run a business and that all the time he was
secretly scamming Francine out of her investment. The whole thing
was an enormous cock-up (ha!). And she lost everything including
the big bad Boer, who true-to-type legged it, this time without
trace, the day his undisclosed wife and five kids turned up out of
the bush and out of the blue. 

 

   Though to be absolutely accurate, she didn’t lose
absolutely everything. She was left with: a completely destitute
surrogate family on her doorstep; a doorstep that turned out to be
mortgaged to mobsters; a baby about to be born just like his dad (a
bastard); and, what the ‘friend’ took some delight in assuring me,
were several ‘unsavory though thankfully non-life-threatening
STDs’.

 

   I got to hear of this when she had a nervous
breakdown and her parents had to fly out to rescue her and the
baby. And I can’t say I was sorry or pretend that I didn’t enjoy
the irony of it all. Francine being dumped by husband number one
for woman number three seemingly at the moment of triumph over
woman number two then totally turned over by a total twat. It was
great retribution and I hope she learned her lesson from it.

 

   But whether Francine did or not, Charlotte
definitely didn’t. In fact she ends up pretty bloody pleased with
herself. Pretty bloody confident that all she has to do to control
a man is to inveigle his sexual self against his own interests in
favour of her own.

 

   Well O.K., she got away with it.  But pulling
it off once doesn’t mean the trick will go on working forever.
Francine is a good warning to nefarious women in that respect.
Because though bozos can be as weak as water and so easy enough to
channel, they will always want to go with the flow. That’s where
their nature tends them, down the hill not up it. Fundamentally,
they’re creatures of gravity. Which is why the full-on damming
tactic is a more difficult one to pull off. Deflect a natural
course, certainly. But stop it altogether and you’ll need some
major engineering to prevent the banks from bursting or the
floodgates overflowing when the heavy weather comes. Bozo 2
illustrated that fact and there’s a lesson there for beavers
everywhere.

 

   And maybe there’s one for me too. Maybe if I really
wanted to write a revenger’s piece, I would have followed the
course of screwed love further down onto Francine’s tortured
floodplain. Then I could have named Paul, Peter; titled the tale
Hoist with her own Petar (wink wink); and let Charlotte
and her untrustworthy spouse go to it like Hamlet’s fanged
adders. 

 

   But I didn’t. I went as far as my chosen title told
me and wrote a story of two opposing stratagems at work, with one –
the woman’s - coming out on top against a numptyhead narrator who
was ignorant of the intelligence that opposed him. Who had no idea
that his rough ends were being shaped by her silky schemes. Which
puts Two Crafts into the kind of late-twentieth-century
post-feminist frame that appeals to the modern woman. And that’s a
good reading because it also puts me on the moral high ground so
far as the triumph of art over malice is concerned

 

   And these are both claims I’d like to make for
Two Crafts in the way it turned out, but I’m not sure it’d
be justified if I did.

 

   Because, for one thing I’m not really all that
forgiving. Yes Charlotte seems to have ‘scaped whipping but I
still feel angry with Feancine even now for what she did to me back
then, the triumph of art notwithstanding.

 

   Though saying that, I have to admit that I never
felt more aroused by Francine or felt greater longing for her, than
in those few heart-wrenching weeks before she went off when she
treated me so badly and behaved so unrepentantly, so gloriously
disdainfully as she did. To me she was never so sexy than when she
emerged from her role as the sweet ‘n’ sexy woman who was up for an
extra-marital shag and revealed that she was actually a
self-justifying, willful, imperious and contemptuous princess
manqué capable of doing just about anything and hurting just about
anybody to make sure that she got what she wanted.

 

   Because the truth that hit me like a train during
that time was that this was the Francine I really lusted after.
That was the Francine I was gutted to have missed out on. The woman
I felt I could have been happily in thrall to had she only stayed
to make me her plaything. There was the seductive stamp of
stiletto; the selfish shudder of distaste; the tantalizing hint of
harpy flying off over the horizon that left me feeling truly
resentful and legitimately let-down. And if that engendered a
feeling of malice towards her it was the malice of Magnificence
Lost as much as of Desire Dumped.

 

   Which was a feeling that never really left me until
I heard about her forced repatriation. It had me writing long
letters (all unanswered) to a forwarding address I’d got access to;
letters combining accusation, self-deprecation and optimistic
positioning regarding the possibility of future services rendered,
should rendering be a service she might one day return to require.
This all stopped though after a year or so when I heard about her
travesty in the Transvaal. The truth was that I couldn’t really
reconcile the Francine I’d built up in my head with the woman of
weakness and vulnerability she went on to become.

 

   And it could be that there’s the reason I ended it
for Charlotte as I did. I just didn’t have the heart to see her
decline from the shimmering butterfly of bumptiousness I’d created
into one more broken insect crushed in the calloused hands of yet
another boorish bozart.

 

   Which has nothing to do with historical
anatomisation or anything symbolic of sisters doing it for
themselves. At least I had nothing like that in mind when I was
writing it. Neither was I looking to end on a note of forgiveness,
or of restraint ruling over rancor.  If the ending has any
cause or meaning outside the writerly technique of giving the
reader a surprise turn-around (which I happen to know is called
peripeteia in literary-speak), then it’s because I seem to
see something to admire in a woman who’s prepared to fuck me over
for daring to desire her.

 

   So, so far as Charlotte Perkins’ perky post-script
to her tale is concerned, it’s probably safer to say that I simply
seem to be more accepting than I ought to be of conniving women.
That certainly seems to explain the story I wrote without fully
realizing it. Which is fine. I think on balance it’s a good story
and it marks another step forward for me. At least I don’t feel the
need to change anything. After all, if someone as high-minded as
Milton can be of the Satan’s party without knowing it, then I’m
certain that the likes of me can give his nasty little heroine the
upper hand without losing too much sleep over it. 

 

 

   And I didn’t lose any sleep on it at all. But
coming back to it now two weeks later I’m not sure this conclusion
doesn’t raise a much more fundamental question. Yes, Two
Crafts is shaped in the way it is because it’s both pleasingly
peripetetic for everyone and arousing for me even against my avowed
intent; BUT is it artistically acceptable at the end of the day for
everything I write in both form and meaning to boil down to wank
fodder?

 

   Well is it? I ask myself the question because I’m
not all that sure. I’m pretty sure that it’s all wank in one way or
another. I’m just not certain whether it matters or not whether
Grass is a comment on post-colonial power-play or an
extreme submission fantasy and whether Craft is a late
twentieth century feminist allegory or a mistress-awakening fable.
Can they be both or does the one piss all over the other? Does my
stuff celebrate or denigrate? Is it goddess worship or woman abuse?
Or could they be two sides of the same coin? It’s a tricky one.

 

    Though the goddess idea would explain a lot
and not just about the writing. Perhaps that’s what attracts me to
these diva types or draws them to me in the first place. It could
be a pheromonal thing. It could be some kind of cultural
programming or affective semaphoring or neural nuancing or
psychomotive signposting or symbolistic suggesting that I go in
for. But whatever it is I don’t think its the result of any
particular sensitivity towards the zeitgeist or, still less, any
planned artistic agenda on my part. Yes, I’ve found that I find
confident, dominant women exciting but I didn’t consciously or, so
far as I can be aware, subconsciously, set out to gather raw
material for stories where I become a butt for the bad behaviour of
bosom-carriers everywhere. The background material just
happened.

 

   But if I’m going to understand myself as a writer,
understand why I’m turning Willy Shakeshaft into wanky knob shakes
almost on a reflex, I need to dig a bit deeper. And I’ve been
thinking about how to go about doing this. And I think I have a
plan.

 

   Because even though I think Two Crafts
navigates well away from formal misogyny, steering (some might say
erring) towards the milder shores of gynaeolatry, the inclination
to acquit Charlotte (or at least release her on her own
recognizance) doesn’t reflect any better treatment or more
satisfying connection post-Francine with the type of female she
represents, despite allowing her to hint at such a possibility in
her concluding remarks. In fact the next – and god help me the last
– time anything like that happened it was an even bigger disaster.
But I don’t want to think about that just yet. I need to gird
myself up for that one.

 

   The truth is that for several years after giving up
on Francine I continued to revere the modern madam in principle
only, preferring in practice to give any woman other than
my principal a bit of a wide berth so far as the further
pursuit of real-life rumpo was concerned. Yes, I could have marked
Francine down as a near miss or a bad apple and been pricked on to
search again for feral females, but that’s not how the whole
bruising experience took me. And where it took me, predictably
enough on past form, was back to the more comfortably containable
consummations of masturbation.

 

   Although the casual reader of the three apprentice
pieces I’ve written so far, might mark me down as a big babe
hunter, in reality I’ve never been much of a tottie tracker. I have
been a huge imaginer of the thrill of the hunt though and like to
envisage the pleasures of bagging a big beast or a gamey brace with
the best of them. But had Francine not singled me out for
mock-seduction as the solution to a problem she was experiencing, I
doubt that I would ever have done more than fantasized about
fucking her from afar.

 

   So I reckon that if I’m going to get a handle on
why I’m writing what I’m writing then getting a better handle on
why I’m self-handling and what I’m self-handling about is going to
be the key to it.

 

   Certainly wanking could never have been easier than
it was by the time Francine fucked off. Broader bands brought
busier hands and it became child’s play (well not child’s play of
course but easy anyway) to organize your own self-indulgent safari
into the heart of self-abuse based entirely on the pursuit of
personal preference. No more fannying about with readers’ wives
when a click or two took you to exactly and sometimes even freely
to where you needed to be. Fuck me it was fantastic. To a bloke of
my generation it was quite literally fantastic, offering as it did
the taxonomic contemplation, categorization and collection of cunt
in every conceivable context.  It seemed at the time a simple
crime not to take every advantage of the new technology. So I
did.

 

   In fact I did it a lot. Consequently, I’ve
stockpiled enough raw commodity to rub anyone raw, actually many
many anyones (so long as they’re all pervy bastards that is). I
think of this large download as my cockpile hahah. But large as
this is, it’s merely the quintessential distillation of the much
bigger body of bimbos I’ve gone on line to ogle over the years. I
don’t have a ready name for this set of sex workers and avid
amateurs but I think the term googler group will help me keep the
distinction in mind. And the distinction will help me with the
literary-libido self-analysis project I’ve hit upon.

 

   It’s also a distinction that’s important so far as
the digitized foof-flasher is concerned; because it’s one
thing to go ogle her, it’s quite another to enjoy the ogling
experience enough to want to bring her back for more.  Putting
her in your cockpile implies a depth of approbation way beyond the
small static crackle of appreciation which will inevitably flow for
almost any googlered views of vagina, however virtual, venal or
low-registering on the voltmeter they might be. To paraphrase the
old saying about art, I may not always understand why I like one
runny VJJ more than another, but I know what I like when I see it
dripping.  And when I do see it, I save it so I can be sure to
see it again.

 

   Basically it’s this area of unknowing that I want
to look into.

 

   Recently I’ve been working on this Muriel
project and wondering – well wanking really - more than is good for
me about the how and why of women buttering their crumpets for
themselves. And it occurred to me that something’s out of whack
when I’m classifying women’s most potent erotic ideas and I
couldn’t even say what I would write myself if the request were
reversed. That I wouldn’t even have a ready answer to justify a
preference for – say – black bottoms over pale posteriors. It’s one
thing masticating a muffin here and leaving a teacake there but
surely anyone who has pretentions to be a gourmet of gash and a
connoisseur of chuff should have the sensory fine-tuning, the
critical vocabulary necessary to understand and explain his
preference to himself and others.

 

    Particularly when it turns out that these are
the self-same preferences that are shaping my efforts to become a
writer, which as far as I’m concerned makes them pretty important
preferences (and on which I ought to have as firm a grip  as I
do on my own cock). Yet I have no clearer idea about why some wanks
work and others don’t than I do about the interior workings of the
computer I spend so much time plonking away on in pursuit of
prick-pleasing pussy.

 

   Without being over-Darwinian about it, I think the
answer I lies in the process of natural selection.

 

   Because if salvation from the recycling bin or
redemption from the trash (depending on your church), is contingent
on a sinful snap finding sexual favour, then it stands to reason
that election to the cockpile from the googlered legions of the
damned says as much about the saver as it does about the saved.
More most probably, because the existence of a band of angels is
ontological proof that their redeemer liveth in his own digital
porno paradise and worketh in editorializing ways.

 

   Now not being God myself (or even a competent
psychotherapist), it’s not all that apparent to me how these
hagiographic processes work. But it stands to reason that there’s
an underlying rationale to it all, some kind of super-sexy string
or moist and mucky membrane linking and enveloping every individual
choice of chuff in a concupiscent, ultimately understandable,
theory of everything I find erotic.

 

   Which is why, like some big-bang-botherer or
black-hole-prognosticator, I’ve thought up a thought experiment to
establish the fundamental physics of fiddling with myself. It’s an
exercise in self-exploration and (I’d have to admit) self-pleasure.
It’s a singular strategy I got sucked into last week when I was
going through my cyber stash to reclaim a bit of disc space and
move most of the megafiles out of the machine and onto back-up
where they’d be less likely to attract the attention of my
habitually housekeeping platform partner. Of course, I wanted to
keep a few of the choicest chicklets boned, jointed, rolled and
ready-basted conveniently in situ for a meaty treat
whenever circumstances called for a swift yet satisfying
meal-for-one. And, it was while I was clicking through the cockpile
to identify a relatively inconspicuous few megs of material for a
small folder full of my most favoured few, that I hit upon the
idea.

 

   I was looking only for those right-handmaidens of
their Lord ripest for anointment; those arch-angels readiest in
receipt of benediction whenever it was granted. But I quickly
discovered that while sorting thirty or so sheep from many many
hundreds of goats might well have been meat and drink for the
supreme deity, the mental effort of the selection process was
unexpectedly taxing and sometimes even painful for me, requiring as
it did the reluctant casting of whole tribes of my horniest little
darlings into the wilderness.

 

   But after the initial shock of the cull I began to
realize that it was also shockingly enlightening. So much so, that
the task of wholesale rejection taught me considerably more about
the reasons for inclusion than my more promiscuous inclination to
collect had ever required of me. It forced the recognition of what
it was that was truly indispensible and what, when push came to
rhythmic pumping movements, I was prepared to let go.

 

   And because the things it told me were not always
expected and in a couple of cases not all that welcome, I decided
to be ballsy about it and push the experiment to its limits by
drawing up a really revealing top ten. 

 

   A top ten in which every picture had to eliminate
several others on the face of it equally darling. It was an
exercise in existential exposure which made me realize the true
heuristic power of masturbation. Arriving at my Ten Onanents over
the last week took me way beyond recognizing the value of wanking
for securing stability of relationships in a churning social
system.

 

   It even went beyond proving that the effort of
selection could be a powerful process of self-analysis.

 

   Because what it ultimately did was provide me with
ten canonical texts that acted as reference points to the
libidinous life I’ve been living up to this point, but only
obscurely and not sufficiently well examined.

 

   And, through the sweaty effort I’ve put into
whittling down to each one of these churning microcosms I see that
they’re not only distillations of self-knowledge but also rubrics
for revelation too. Looking at them is like looking in a glass and
not darkly either, but lucidly, brilliantly, incandescently.
Already I can see in them the descalinating prospect of
enlightenment.

 

   Which is why my plan now is to look at them harder
still. Analytically, one by one. For each in turn I want to do the
hard thinking and feeling needed to isolate the core of the
attraction; the essence of the hold on me. Then I want to write
that down, record that by way of exegesis as truly as I have words
to allow. It may take a bit of time to get it right but I think it
will be time well spent if I’m going to understand the forces that
shape my storylines.  And if I can achieve that I can free
myself from them, or use them as I will as a writer and a man.

 

   And the starting point for doing that is already
clear. After all it’s a strategy that’s already shown it can work.
Each of these unmarked texts needs a title to give it some formal
definition and identity and to encapsulate the salient points for
me, the viewer.  So to kick off I’m looking for titles that
will crystalise and clarify what’s already so revealingly there in
the ten rude runes I’ve chosen (or that have chosen me). I’m
looking for titles that define each picture exactly as I experience
it at its most potently and fascinatingly sexual. I’m not looking
for formulations that simply say something apt or apposite about
the content or the composition. I’m after a summation of the
cloacal reality beneath the coloured dots on the screen.  And
though it’s an inversion of the title project as it attaches to the
apprentice pieces I’m writing, I’ve decided to try and see what
Shakespeare can do for me. If experience is anything to go by, I
think he can probably do a bang-up job.

 

 

 

Like an Amazonian trull (The Third Part of King Henry
VI, Act 1, Scene 1, line 114)

 

   It’s a surprise to me that this pic came through
the rigorous selection procedure, as, in terms of sexual
explicitness, it lags way behind almost everything else I’ve saved.
There’s no close-up genital examination or skewering penetration or
labial lapping or semen-smeared cock-coddling in evidence. At its
most basic, the Amazonian Trull is nothing more than a shot of a
naked negress standing beside a swimming pool fringed by
out-of-focus tropical greenery and smudged orchid pinkery. Yet
every time the image came up in competition against any of its more
overtly filthy fellows, I simply couldn’t bare to part with it.
Asking myself the question why is informative.

 

   Firstly, it’s her face. In most porn pictures the
girl will be staring straight into the camera as if to give the
illusion of eye contact, of close person-to-person union between
the watcher and the watched. Here, the woman, probably in her late
twenties, is seen in profile looking to her right. Her expression
is one of disdainful calculation and cool contempt, as though aware
of her remarkable statuesque beauty and its power to attract yet
unwilling to entreat for the onlooker’s attention by angling for
it. She can take what she wants and ignore that which she chooses.
The cruel curl of her bottom lip and haughty aristocratic features
confirm this sense of assurance in her own autonomy.

 

   This is no girl, but rather a mature and powerful
woman at the height of her physical and sexual vigour. Power is
revealed in the majestic sweep of her dread locks pulled cruelly
off her face but casually bunched at the back to fall in a
panther’s cradle of braided pitch, each strand as heavy and long
and vicious as a midshipman’s lash. The twist of her head to the
right, leaving the body fully-fronted to the camera, raises a long,
muscular tendon in the neck, with it’s latent promise of extreme
leverage and whipped aggression tensing beneath the skin’s smooth
surface, like a threatening gesture across the dinner table.

 

   It is important to me that these indications of
imperious will and aloof self-satisfaction define the whole of the
picture. If this image were without the face, as in some hard core
harlotry where the impact of the piece is achieved through a savage
and unremitting focus on the pudenda, then its ability to excite
would be dramatically reduced. Certainly, the woman’s taut and
assured arm-on-hip poise, her slightly drooping,
couldn’t-give-a-shit breasts with their 70% coco solid sheen and
huge bulls-eye black areolas would always be worthy of mention. As
would her eloquently marauding scrub of coarsely cut pubic hair
curving like a furry black oyster shell at the apex of her
nonchalantly parted, triple-jump thighs (cropped in this picture at
approximately five curvy inches below the cunt).  The truth
is, however, that without the hardened expression and majestic
sense of self-assurance in the face, the picture would not have
made it. As it is, I am free to imagine that her outstretched right
hand (cropped at the elbow) and look of contemptuous indifference
are both directed towards me. And that she holds my hair in her
clenched fist about to pull it to the ground beneath her spread
legs where she will squat on my face to rub herself off, as
indifferent to my needs and personality as any soldier to his
ravished conquests of war. The military association is born out by
the multi-studded golden belt and matching spear-head necklace
which she wears like decorative armour along with a thickly coiled
golden bracelet covering her left wrist. The total effect is that
of a supremely confident warrior slut who operates without shame on
the sexual battlefield of life, taking her selfish and whorish
pleasures as and when she sees fit. Definitely like an Amazonian
trull in preference to the more jolly-sounding bouncing
Amazon (A Midsummer’s Night Dream II.i.70), which I
considered but quickly rejected.

 

Let the candied tongue lick (Hamlet,
III.ii.65)

 

   I found no serious rival for the title of this
heart-stopping close-up of a light-skinned black, or possibly
hispanic, woman lying spread-legged to receive lesbian licks from a
similarly-hued lady whose plashy-pink tongue is revealed mid-way
through the process of a long, slavering, slurp running from
arse-end to clit central. Such is the unsavory heat generated by
this image (with its warm flesh tones, scarlet lip and nail gloss,
fully exposed fluid-fields and saturated sense of sin on the faces
of both females), that a more morally engaged title could also have
conveyed part of it’s appeal. For this reason, the line from
Coriolanus which describes those who lick the sweet
which is their poison would have invoked the sense of knowing
collusion in degenerate acts that is certainly an exciting aspect
of the picture for me. But to do that would be to miss the main
message of the piece, which is about the imperative need to give
and receive oral pleasure, as sweet a thing for the submissive as
for the dominant party, the party giving the instruction.

 

   Though the oralised certainly has the upper hand
over the oraliser in this snap, it doesn’t come across as a typical
commercial piece of sub/dom porn from one of the many BDSM-based
pay-as-you-go websites. The truth is I can’t remember where it came
from and it could easily be a cleverly professional imitation of
amorous amateurs but it could equally easily be the real thing
snipped from the cyber store of free-range fanny shots and
freelance fornicators posted on the web for no personal gain other
than the thrill of knowing that they’re there.

 

   Because, neither participant has the hard-edged,
hard-bore, aura of unsmiling filthiness and porno-perfect
physicality which is often so repellent in the transparently-staged
and queasily manipulative offerings posted by the battery-farming
professional wankmerchants. Instead, the woman on the tip of a
tongue lies back on a domestic-looking sofa glaring down hot-eyed
at the source of her pleasure with an expression of severe, yet
genuine, abandonment. While her face is pretty enough, her body has
the slightly flaccid, slightly crumpled look of a real woman. Her
breasts fall flatly to each side of her rib cage, relaxed in
passion, with large, thumb-smudged nipple marks and no sign of
silicon. Her tummy has a clear crease of fat running across her
navel as she strains forward to supervise. She displays
corresponding linear ripples or stretch marks across her abdomen
leading down to where her hand (polished nails and a wedding ring)
pulls open her puffy pussy lips to further expose her hairless
bauxite-coloured box to the tongue’s running caress. This gesture
of open enjoyment and the determined pursuit of pleasure is
enhanced by the fact that her right hand is thickly and fiercely
entwined in her lover’s long, black and voluminous hair, pushing
her deeper downwards into the open slot, letting her feel the hand
on the rein. It’s not too fanciful to imagine that this is done in
the knowledge that her husband is about to take the picture with
his digital camera and that she wants to use the moment,
humiliatingly, to show him what she wants and is determined to get.
I like to think that this is so. Certainly, her face, and
particularly her mouth – a vermilion open-lipped pout, a red gash
of sucked breath and sharp white bite – are expressive of the
complex, selfish, joy of orchestrating orgasms on your own
terms.

 

   And she’s really enjoying everything about this.
Down between her legs her partner in grime is mopping-up with her
mouth. Saliva coats not only the raw maw but is also clearly
discernible in wet snail-trails on the squelchy swellings of her
flattened, flabby backside. Of the licker, we see only her
crouching breasts, shoulders and head with its long tongue and
slyly curving jawline. Moll seems younger and weaker in spirit than
her mistress, though she may possibly be thirty.  Her large
breasts and distended teats rest lightly on the upholstery as she
balances her weight forward deferentially onto the hungry mouth she
is required to kiss so fully. But she loves it too, as we see in
her expression of uncloyed pleasure, eyes closed in near-reverence,
savouring the grace and flavour of a woman. While not tasteless
enough to be distracting, her cheap-looking silver looped earrings
and ear studs impart a reassuring sense of reality to this picture,
as does the rather touching hole in the knee of the lacy white
stockings worn by the girl in control. For myself as onlooker, this
provides further evidence that these are real people doing what
they really want to do to each other. Evidence that cunnilingus
lives and breathes among ladies from top to bottom; among women of
all shapes and sizes, colours and creeds; lesbian or simply
lusciously loose-lipped.  And it’s this reassuring message
which, ultimately, guarantees the picture’s inclusion among the top
ten.

 

Fool him black and blue (Twelfth Night
II.v.12)

 

   This picture, superficialities aside, is almost the
exact opposite of the last and goes to show what calculated
pornographic posturing is capable of achieving, even at its most
artificial. This picture, totally lacking as it is in any semblance
of naturalism, nevertheless manages to present, through clear
artifice and prurience, an image that is as near as anything I’ve
yet come across to my perfect sexual fantasy partner.

 

   Again, the woman is black. This time, though, there
is nothing dilute about her colouration. Her skin has the hard,
lustrous sheen of a horse chestnut, newly prized from its shell. It
has the miraculously glowing, all-over-uniform depth of patina
found on eighteenth-century mahogany (somehow combined with the
fresh and flawless brilliance of finest silk). Beneath this
beautiful cigar-brown surface, dense seams of sculptured fat and
straining sinew, pulled smooth and tight, give her arms and legs
and pudding breasts and glorious meaty W of buttock cleavage the
alluring plump rotundity of an expensively upholstered soft leather
sofa.   While reason dictates that this fully-waxed,
dutifully-polished, oil-damped image of sexual availability is the
product of judicious lighting and clever colour contrast, it’s
still one worth believing in.

 

   Because this inky Aphrodite is young and arsy and
she’s shot from above lying on her back with her legs and arms
(cropped at the elbow and knee) spread wide for the camera. The
angle at which her legs are drawn apart suggests that she is
holding her ankles and opening herself up as wide as she can for
our exploring gaze. However it’s achieved, the splits she’s pulling
has the effect of raising her rear off the surface of the bed and
tilting her full-lipped fanny to the overhead-on, ninety degree
exposure of the lense.

 

   There is no lover to lure here. This is a corn fed
commodity for the market-place produced by a prick farmer out to
make the most of his barnyard beauty. The artifice is there in the
deep shadows cast across her cleavage and sternum by the girl’s
implausibly upright and perfectly rounded breasts, caught in the
powerful pornographic light source to her bottom left. It’s there
too, and for the same reason, in the darkness which engulfs the
right side of her face and upper body in permanent digital night,
eclipsing fully half of the pouting pink oooohhh and come-get-me
glare she offers up to the taboo-snapping cameraman. But the
benefits of his scouring sodium flare are there for all to see in
the exquisite detail it gives to the rounded, new-mint musculature
of the girl’s shoulders and stomach as she strains to hold the pose
for her leering paymaster. And of course in the clarity of
depravity it picks out between her riven thighs. This is the point
of illumination: the sculptural exposition of a big black slut’s
bare-lipped pubic pouch; the analytically searching investigation
of her sacky finger puppet, indecently exposed for all to peruse
with absolute clarity precision and, in so-doing, gain full
comprehension of everything it means to have a cunt.

 

   One of the problems of photographing black ladies’
front and back bottoms for the purposes of titillation is that
often the dark hole at the centre has a tendency to suck in the
light and, thus, provide the ogler with less definition than might
otherwise be enjoyed. This is not the case here and the attention
to detail must be thought worth the effort as the viewer is
privileged to be shown the most perfectly-documented, purely
visceral vagina visible anywhere. In my book or on my screen it
wins the vicar’s best-in-show prize for the biggest bunch of
clunch  entered this year in the gratuitous masturbation
section  and fully deserves its place in the heuristic
hotlist.

 

   Because this treacly bint's massy mons is like an
echo and a preview of every snatch you have seen or will see in
your entire life. Pulled apart, the twin rims of her outer orifice
hairlessly describe long gaping ellipses of lipses, with all the
tender thickness, gutsy gauge and liquor-licking potential of a
split peach or a semi-shucked oyster. It is all you can do not to
range your tongue down the screen in an effort to kiss such a juice
sluice and imagine the fruity-fishy flush of viscous vaginal sauce
trickling down your tubes with all the unsettling depth of flavour
of top-of-the-range tottie-twat. And particularly with this twat;
because this twat has only just begun to give it up. Some cunts,
nice enough in their way, keep mum. Their prissy lips are discrete
enough to keep their inner secrets safe from view. But here, at the
top of the class, when the ovoid opens, it reveals, porking through
the loose meat, a hoodless indigo snout of flesh seemingly as hard
as an acorn and as hefty as hell. This is a clitoris that a man can
believe in. This is a peanut the size of an almond, jutting
obscenely outwards towards the camera as though in competition with
its similarly-swollen nut-brown nipple-sisters two feet off the
pace and contesting the minor medals. A clitoris that does indeed
look up to the job of sending its shivers and shimmers booming
through the solid bone and stretched muscle-mass being crucified
here for our sins. A monumental man-in-the-boat, a gold medallist
among lone oarsmen, steroid enhanced and hormone huge, it is
clearly of Olympian stature, able to maintain a melting momentum,
set a blistering stroke rate, coxed or coxless, taking on all
comers and blowing them out of the water. And, as if that’s not
enough from the rift that keeps on giving, this broadbean of a
pleasure shaft, this tit of a clit is merely the fleshy first
course to the vast vulvic smorgasbord laid out to follow
down below. Because to call this woman’s second set of pussy lips
her labia minora is to disrespect the majorly protruding,
distended, mouthfilling mounds of flap flesh that come spilling out
of this majestic muff. They are like obscene twin ears
incongruously grafted onto a laboratory mouse, lobed and crinkled
and shockingly out of proportion to their surroundings. They
resemble the attenuated remains of an elongated, walled, structure
in sand partly washed away by the sea yet jutting still clear of
the beach, scarred and ribbed by the washing waves. 
Truthfully, I have never seen anything like this girl’s oceanic
innards. They’re a poky portion of fruits de mer served up in a
giant clam shell with a ruddy-ringed c-anemone straining out an
inch and a half from its meaty majora mates alongside
tender knicker mussels seared in groin grease and diverse gusset
gastropods soaked in their own slime and presented for your
gustatory delectation, dripping, indecent and delicious.  Her
chuff is simply begging to be sucked up and swallowed whole without
chewing, slithering saltily across the palate, then down in emetic
ecstacy to commingle with your own queasy essence and become part
of you for ever. And the photographer knows this, and he frames his
picture to draw us in to this delectable plat du whore and
make us sick with longing for these dark gobbets of moist muff. And
he knows too, and we know that he knows, that the greatest
purveyors of prat, like their gastronomic brothers, believe that
the first bite is with the eye. And so, as finishing touch, as
coup de grace, he tops off this feast of fantastically
fuckable fanny flesh, with a shimmering strand of vibrant, imperial
blue g-strung retina grabbers. Like a three-starred garnish of
cornflowers and bluebells, we see a tiny thong thing bisecting this
Tobago tramp’s bulbous island arse, before skirting the main course
to frame her signature dish, cuntfish in its own ink. All artifice,
this master of the cunilingal arts, makes us salivate while we
appreciate all he’s done to seduce our senses and tempt us to the
very heart of toss.

 

In contempt of man  (King Lear II. Iii.
8)

 

   I love this picture. It’s the first image I ever
downloaded and it’s one I’ve returned to again and again. I suppose
it’s true to say that it set something off in me, turned me into a
collector of on-line prime-time porno-slime.  It’s not
particularly explicit so far as the hard core continuum is
concerned, but there’s something about it that appeals to me. The
exposure is from behind, giving the viewer a medium close-up of the
thighs, buttocks and genitals of a fleshy brunette of about thirty.
She is kneeling on a settee whose rather migrainous zig zag pattern
provides a hazy out-of-focus backdrop to a brutally sharp shot of
her fun fundament and bloated tripes. She presents her anal regions
to us at a slight angle caused by the effort of twisting her upper
body to look round and up at the camera or cameraman. The lower
part of her jaw is obscured by the flaring upward arch of her right
buttock, but there is no mistaking the tightly pursed, though
actually rather full lips and narrowed, narrowly focussed, brown
eyes and heavy, drawn, eyebrows. It is a look of self-satisfied
spite and haughty disdain and its meaning is clear, and clearly
matched to her actions. For across her back and over the top of her
buttocks her right arm snakes down allowing her to inset her middle
three fingers knuckle-deep into her accommodating dating equipment.
It is conceivable that one of the fingers is inserted into the anus
but I don’t think so. I believe that her contempt is directed
towards the penis and the penile performance of the photographer
and, by extension, to all men. Why should I put up with your
pathetic prodding when I can give my fuck flaps a better lube job
than you ever have? Go on, watch! You might learn
something.

 

   To confirm the autonomous delights of genital
stimulation via phalangetic motion, the unengaged thumb and little
finger are spread as wide as possible outward across each buttock;
a frozen sensuous caress forming an insolent inverted V for the
onlooker.  The wickedly curving nails on either finger are as
long and vicious-looking as a tiger’s and painted pudenda pink in
contrast to the lightly toasted bum cakes they straddle. They could
scratch your nipples off as easily as scarify the inside of her
snatch.  We see that this is a woman capable of unashamed and
aggressive luxury, buxom and burgeoning with cunt blubber. Like a
muff-mauling madam of means or a sun-stupified house cat, she
rejects all labour barring that which it takes to please herself
without apology.  That she is a self-worshipping, sun-soaked,
self-indulgent suburban slut is confirmed by the thong-thin delta
of untanned skin running down her arse-crack. Gushing upwards, like
a whale’s salty plume bursting from the blow hole hidden beneath
her cupped hand, and following the arcing line of the briefest of
g-strung bikini bottoms over her ballooning brown buttocks, this
greasy white geyser of skin indicates a carefully-cultivated
intention to reveal all on a regular basis.  This is a woman
who luxuriates in her own independent sexuality, who cultivates and
colludes in her own orgasm-rich organic substance, husbanding her
own husbandless pleasures whenever and wherever she feels the
need.  I like it.

 

Cracked in a hundred shivers (Richard II,
IV.i.289)

 

   For a pornographic picture this is an unusually
tender study of near-religious devotion to arse licking. Simply, we
see a pale-skinned and intrusively freckled pair of thighs, spread
wide open and elevated from the surface of a sweat-stained bed
blanket in a proffering pose. In the dead centre of the shot, the
brobdignagian folds and fissures of a truly prodigious piece of
plumbing hang from a comparatively slim and slackly-toned pair of
bum bumpers, like a huge half-walnut, cracked from its shell and
waiting to be eaten. If it were possible to buy pussy by the
imperial pound this particular specimen would require conversion to
the metric system to be sold off as cunt by the kilo. This is the
type of mega-muff that protrudes and pushes roundly outwards from
the groin in three seamed and leathery-red bands or ridges of
unexpected and, in this case, almost inexplicable dimensions, given
the slightness of the surrounding flesh. It is as though a cricket
ball is about to be projected outwards some fifty yards to the
boundary by dint of muscle contraction and internal pressure built
up in the barrel of the bung-hole. And here we see the straining,
pulsing, rounded minge-bump, with its wrought and embossed,
cannon-like lips seconds before it is set to shoot its load. That
the thing in total is almost as big as a man’s head is confirmed by
the fact that the top half of the picture actually shows us a man’s
head lowering down over the beef and two legs set out before him.
Out of prudent humility, however, he declines from tackling the
motte monster itself, and settles instead for planting a
reverential and, on the evidence of the saliva-slick furrow,
clearly liquid French – or should that be Greek? -  kiss on
the woman’s rear drain-hole.

 

   How the woman on the receiving end of this trumper
tasting feels about it is hard to say because we see nothing of her
face or hands or back or breasts. She is merely a piece of forked
flesh, though admittedly a big piece and one that shows all the
signs of muscular strain and internal tension. The man, on the
other hand, is much easier to read. He is deeply tanned, with
olive-black hair, regular features and latin good looks (somewhat
reminiscent of a Mexican Tony Curtis). This is in contrast to The
Groin, which is uncooked-pastry white with red rear-blotches and
mole-size thigh freckles offsetting its slightly grotesque and
certainly gargantuan porky-pie-dish of a pratt.  All this
off-putting, in-your-face physical reality notwithstanding, the
look on Antonio’s face is one of complete reverence and inner
peace. The onlooker’s eye is drawn to his hand, which gently cups
her buttock cheek as though to steady and draw this sweetmeat, this
polo fruit, onto the tongue. At the everlasting moment of oral-anal
consummation, his eyes are closed as though awe stuck by the
realisation that at last his most fervent desires have become one
with this most transforming reality. Like a truffle hound or wine
wizard his nose is buried deep between the rectal split in savory
contemplation of the fungal fumes and softly decomposed tannins
which exude from that pungent place.  A light sheen of
perspiration covers his brow and tousled hair, revealing him as a
warm human presence fervently pressing devout lips and tongue into
the marble-white anal altar at which he worships. A silver chain
dangles from his brown neck and rests in a coiling pool of hot
metal on the woman’s palid buttocks.  Meanwhile he sips and
sips and sips; hoping, praying and no-doubt believing that the
pleasure he receives through the action of his scouring tongue will
transfer itself to the rubbery rear ring on which he works. Thrill
after thrill pushed deep and then more deeply still down the
elemental canals leading off this oh-so-sublimely suspect gateway,
to shake and shiver and scream through the connecting guts and
nerve-endings; injecting the pentecostal fire coursing through his
whole being into hers through this most private gift of tongue.

 

Thou cat, thou burr, vile thing let loose (A
Midsummer Night’s Dream III.ii.260)

 

   This is pure pornography, but as it manages to
contain so much of what I’m looking for in one image I couldn’t put
it aside.  Like candied tongue, it’s a lesbian
licking thing, but otherwise is as different as white meat from
black pudding. Certainly, both of these girls are Caucasian, but in
all the ways that count that’s almost the least significant
distinction.

 

   First off, the physical attributes of the party
having her slot sucked place her as far as it is possible to
imagine from the slack and comfortable shapes you can see in any
supermarket check-out queue. This babe actually looks as though
she has been fully loaded by a team of supermarket
shelf-stackers.  She is also receiving the friction of the
palate standing up; a position which reveals her sapphic
eye-pleasers to their full advantage.  Cropped to a rising
column of pink pulchritude, her super-long, super-sinewy thighs
(cut off below the unnecessary knee), teenage-tight abdomen and
butter-free slim buttocks (as gracefully curved as an archer’s bow
or a writer’s brackets)) are as elegant as that of any
partly-preserved Praxitelean copy.  Then, in
proportion-defying contrast, her super heavyweight contenders for
the all-American chest championships (cut off above the superfluous
sternum) hang at the top of the picture, like hard, spherical
(probably synthetic) ordnance; mansize sixteen pounders, womansize
all-rounders, ready for the off whenever the shots are
called. 

 

   Except she’s not the one calling them in this
picture.  For two feet or so below her three-inch-wide roseate
nipple plates (caught staring balefully at the camera with the
over-dilated, watery- pink pupils of some hyper-thyroidal bug-eyed
sci-fi creature from the ocean depths) lies the moggie to her
mouse. Somehow positioned groinally, at the horizontal to her
vertical, with a thick swatch of tom-cat-black fur swept back,
tail-like, to fall away from the brutal close-up, is a woman
wearing a studded leather mask with chromium chains. Despite their
physical positions, this sado-masochistic imagery is, of course, a
clear porno-pointer of who’s on top and who is bottom (of which
pussy is queen, though seemingly being queened). But there are many
more exciting indicators of the locus of power between the two.
First there’s the really greedy way in which cat woman is pulling
the sleekit wee beastie into her mouth. We see her cruelly clawed
hands clamped tight around outspread thighs, forcing, almost
lifting, the half-shaved, half-open little twat onto her tongue. We
see from a sideways angle (in fact, we keep staring, transfixed)
the deep penetration with which queenie’s tongue is digging,
practically ripping, into the exposed slit. Slurping up a slug of
fanny flesh (jellied-squeal) onto the taste buds while burying the
lick-end deep inside the running wound, eating her out, gulping her
down. Pie and snatch. We can also see (how did we live without
magnification?) the way in which pink’s q-tip of a clit is couched,
actually peeled and vulnerable to sharp teeth, in a puddle of its
own jus on the purple platter of tongue.  We see the
abrasive, cream-reaming, sinuously rippling folds of the lapping
slick-stick, with its sticky, raspy, surface, giving the hoodless
hunk of catnip a hard time. But a good time. Burr and purr, burr
and purr. And, whether out of complicity or compliance, we see the
way in which licked’s four slender fingers, two for each lip, reach
down to pull taught skin even tighter around her semi-shaved mons.
Forcing the crimson bud, as tremulous as a shrew’s snout, still
further from its hole to press on blindly against the rasping hurt,
the hurt that feels so much like pleasure. And we know how much she
likes it, this forced yet not so forced submission to such bold and
kinky, horrid and torrid, vile and vaunted pussy grooming. And we
know she likes it so much, the idea of it as well as the feel of
it, that she is about to let loose her load of liquid approbation
into her bosses face. Right now. Release her own wild cat mewing to
be let out. Oh yes, she likes it all right. Likes being taken till
she hisses and spits and wails like an ally animal protecting its
kill. Oh yes, I think this is what she needs.

 

   I think it’s what Sam needs too, having her own
biggish knockers swollen with true passion. Craves, in fact, if she
would but admit it. It would just do her so much good to come out
in the open and lose herself in obscene oral submission to a
marauding butch bitch. It would do us so much good as a
couple, if only she could realise, if only she’d let me watch.

 

 

Caves and womby vaultages (Henry V
II.iv.124)

 

   This is basically a view of a naked white woman on
her knees presenting her arse to the camera while draping her torso
across an old cast-iron bedstead. During the selection procedure I
must have come across (sic) scores of similar images, each inviting
the viewer – and many from much closer range than this – to conduct
a detailed inspection of pear-shaped backsides, blaring vaginas and
supposedly available anuses, all from the doggy perspective.

 

   So why this one? Well, I suppose there was always
going to be one from the genre among the final ten, given that it’s
an angle of approach I particularly enjoy. Even monkeys know that
the pose is the ultimate sexual come-hither. And the very best
examples offer a near-clinical opportunity to study a woman’s
entire gynaecological and sexual history. Sometimes, as here,
female genitals can be so eloquent, so suggestive of roads taken
and not taken, of openings and options, that they simply need to be
examined in depth and in detail.  And the woman in this photo
has the added advantage of being arrestingly attractive. Not just
porn-starlet pretty but mega-model toothsome in a wild-haired,
full-lipped, glossy-lipped, pouty-lipped, high-cheeked,
porcelain-faced, sultry-eyed, lavish-limbed, powder-puffed,
warm-toned, long-long-long legged, gym-toned, thigh-gapped,
curvy-calved, high-heeled sort of way.  And the composition of
the picture adds to this dissonant air of health-club corn-fed
vitality combined with slightly seedy cowshed coupling by having
the bed entirely covered in louche dark green satin. This
not-quite-bucolic hue provides exactly the right shade of deviancy
to off-set and complement the healthy pink glow of the model’s body
and the crimson lip gloss and rouged cheeks of her face turned
towards the camera. It is also in perfect accord with the tone set
by the one item of clothing she’s wearing: a single patent leather
stiletto, partly visible on her partly raised right foot. 

 

   But the truth is that it’s this woman’s pratt-end
that does most to create a contrast between high-glitz catwalk
capers and low-rent shafting. And it’s that starlet-harlot paradox
which secures the picture’s place among the big girls and boys. As
my chosen title brilliantly suggests, this physical cross between
baby doll and barbie doll has the most grotesquely gothic minge I
have ever seen. Deep down between a perfect, fluid, high-arching,
rose-petal-Romanesque pair of buttocks lies, bereft of hair and,
hence, fully available for topographic scrutiny, a strangely
obscene and hence, hugely exciting, gargoyle of a gash. Its gaping
mouthpiece is twisted and tortured. It both attracts and repels. It
is an open invitation to fleshly delights and a rictal reminder of
the scalding torments that lie in wait for fuckers that fall into
the stinking, steaming pit. And yet the eye of the onlooker is
drawn dangerously towards that perilous edge by thickly-seamed
sphincteral striations that rise up to scarify the perineum out of
a deeply pursed dungeon of an arsehole and appear even in zoom to
fan out across the fanny in ribbed and ruched folds and ridges,
like the siege-damaged crenellations of a medieval stronghold long
since ravished and routed. So far as motte-and-bailey goes, it
seems that both these privy strongholds have been pretty poorly
defended in the past. That each has seen more than its fair share
of action. In fact, the image insists, never before have their been
two such ruined monuments to fallen virtue so well-used, so
knocked-about and fully shagged-out as these.

 

   And it’s this that you think about when you look at
it. Here is a beauty in repose, perhaps tired of sin, but more
likely resting up for more.  Tempting, in fact, the onlooker
of either gender to come and have a go if they think they’re hard
enough. Do the dirty where so many have done it before and yet
still failed to remove fully the youthful sheen of innocence and
grace from her painted, pampered whore’s face. Have a try and see
what you can do with tongue or cock or prong, riding the traces of
myriad previous penetrations, double entries, multiple massages,
delirious fistings, bisexual maulings, brutal buggerings, rampant,
turgid, marathon rogerings, crazed, orgiastic, four-hour fingerings
and five man, two woman, queued-up, multi-orgasmic bangings. 
I’m a dirty little slut with an angel’s body and a camp slag’s
cunt. You can take me however you’d like me. Like to try?

 

Endure my lady tongue (Much Ado about Nothing
!!.11.283)

 

   This is the last of the trinity of sapphic sucking
scenarios and probably the best framed of them all. The image
consists of the abdomen and upper leg parts of an apparently-young
white girl kneeling upright on a bed with her knees apart, spread
to either of the lower corners of the picture. Cropped this way,
the entire lower half of the shot is taken up by a wide isosceles
triangle whose two cutely acute sides are composed of geometric
meat and tight ligament. At the apex of the triangle, picture
centre, we see, square on, the girl’s pubic bone. Its hair is not
retained as an inversion of the leggy three-sider below, but
trimmed and shaved into a neat and narrow rectangle of brown fuzz,
running upwards from pelvic parting to just south of the bikini
line.

 

   Most of the space inside the triangle is occupied
by the upward-facing head of a young, pale-skinned, blond woman.
The full-on camera angle and confining slopes of flesh mean that we
see nothing of her body stretched out behind (which seems in any
event to be covered by pink lambs’ wool blankets). What we do see
in close-up is her face; forehead in the foreground, and a tumble
of yellow hair bleeding down and out of the composition.  The
prostrate party’s elegant aquiline nose, kept perfectly in line
with the other’s pubic polygon, leads the eye upward. Up towards
the main focus of the piece, her moist red mouth, slightly open,
less than half an inch from the protruding, actually, the hanging,
vaginal overspill which is about to be lowered onto her face.

 

   Artistic merit aside, this is where the snap
distinguishes itself from the average, run-of-the-swill erotic
photograph. Triangle girl’s long lower lips are presented both to
us and to her putative partner as the defining element of the
picture’s lyrical mood, achieved through a blaze of soft pinks,
warm flesh-tones and well-lit, well scrubbed, vernal
freshness.  Even blondie’s nails, tipping the lightly
caressing fingers smoothing her lover’s outer thigh, are cut
schoolgirl-short and appear wholesome and clean.  As does the
other’s two-lipped tulip blossom, boldly blooming to welcome the
fist tongue of the year with all the dewy freshness of a burgeoning
bud in May. And the dreamily transfixed, upside-down expression on
the lower girl’s face lets us know that this is a rite-of-Spring
that she has long looked for and welcomes and wishes to come down
upon her.

 

   And yet, on the other gland, it seems that she is
about to have a long, dangling, beef-red piece of trailing twat
meat thrust into her mouth and rubbed vehemently, selfishly,
against her lips and tongue and teeth and chin and nose by a much
more powerful, darker-skinned dyke. Again, this exciting contrast
between innocence and artifice, freshness and filth, tenderness and
rapacity is at the heart of the picture’s appeal. And once you look
for it, you find it everywhere, not least in the menacing way in
which the upper’s thick, muscular thighs and hot, hard-looking,
pared-down buttock swellings seem set to crush and smother and
pincer the oddly isolated, palely receptive head lying vulnerably
beneath them.

 

   Ultimately, it was this tone of implied
woman-on-woman compulsion, the like-it-or-lump-it descent of the
vigilante vulva which inclined me to feel that this was the right
title to express what I find so sexually provocative about this
picture. But it was a hard decision and quite a lot of alternative
titles suggested themselves too. These were ultimately rejected as
putting either too much emphasis on the mawkish, May-day blossoming
of her muff or else offered up too hard an idea of S&M
heartlessness to do justice to the photos’ provocative ambivalence.
I like the imperative to endure in juxtaposition to the sweet
lesbian longing of my lady, linked as it is to the implied
personification in which the tongue and the woman become one. But
there were some close calls. Such as: her vine, the merry
cheerer of the heart (Hernry V, V.ii.41); as
pretty a piece of flesh as any (Much Ado, IV.ii.85);
stop my mouth (Troilus and Cressida, III.II.145);
blossoms blasted in the bud (Herry VI Part 2,
iii.i.89); eat my bud (King John III.iv.82);
delight among fresh female buds (Romeo and
Juliet, I.i.157); this bud of love, by summer’s ripening
breath (Romeo and Juliet, II.ii.121); and sweet
blowse, you are a beauteous blossom sure (Titus
Andronicus, IV.ii.72).  All of these had something to
recommend them. Indeed, the exercise of unraveling Shakespeare
looking for lines that speak of things he would probably have been
surprised (not shocked I think) to discover he was writing about
puts a whole new perspective on the works of our greatest and most
fecund poet.  Big Willy Shafto.  By this line of
interpretation he becomes an even dirtier dog than we ever
imagined. It is quite fitting, though, that the bloke who wrote not
just for his age, but for all time, was so insightful on the
subject of cunnilingus. I particularly like the piece of advice he
wrote for young gay and bisexual women on the wisdom of avoiding
middle-aged muff, long past its best, in favour of sweeter-smelling
petals, just about to unfurl: See, my women! Against the blown
rose, they may stop their nose that kneeled unto the buds.
(Anthony and Cleopatra (III. xiii. 40). As a member of the
theatrical profession, I imagine he had seen more than his fair
share of blown roses and sought to issue a coded warning to
posterity in this way. What a genius.

 

‘Tis true, she rides me (Comedy of Errors,
II.ii.203)

 

   This is a picture of a man lying on his back on
what seems to be a narrow massage table. Though cut off in the
close-up, we see that his legs are straddling either side of the
table and he is lying akimbo having penetrative vaginal sex with a
woman on top. This perspective gives the viewer a graphic and
unobscured view of his heart-shaped, puce-coloured, happy sacks
(well, mine would be delirious) and half-buried, slicky-slidy shag
shank. That’s about all we can see of the bloke though, because,
shot from the rear in the way I like it best, everything above the
navel is hidden behind the big round arse, angled back and
spring-loaded legs of the girl who’s fucking him. Dressed in blue
training shoes (for added grip?), she’s actually standing on the
table, feet either side of her stud horse’s waist, impaling her
constricting cunt on his knob. We know that her fanny is tight
because we can clearly see a protruding red rim, a centimetre or so
high, at the point of contact between the hole and the hard on.
It’s the inner tube of her sausage shucker being drawn out by the
clamping fuck friction she’s exerting on the man’s wood (which
looks big enough, but no wider than average, particularly among
hard-core circles). Meanwhile, she’s reaching behind to put two,
man-sized, steadying, hands on her buttocks, which she spread wide
open anus  towards the camera, at the same time as leaning
rangily forward to add balance to her froggy-fuck
position. 

 

   The great thing for me, though, about this picture,
isn’t so much the idea of the man getting comprehensively banged
(the first man with his cock in a cunt to appear in my top ten,
despite the fact that there are hundreds in the also-rans). It’s
the fully believable way in which the woman is shown to be
even-more-comprehensively pleasuring herself on his pleasuring
piece. Very often in pictures like this you see ladies, perhaps
with someone’s willy in their mouth or in their hands or up their
bum, looking dirtily, or huskily, or knowingly at the camera as if
to say: look at what I’m doing to him and wouldn’t you like it
to be you?  Well, that’s fine so far as it goes, but what
is compelling about this shot is the eloquent way in which the
woman’s body language and facial expression show that she’s in this
(or on this) for herself. There’s the long, lean, raking, shot of
her spine, from coccyx to nape, arched and straining, exerting
thrilling, muscle jarring, internal leverage on the thick muscle
she’s grinding against her attack button and power steering up
inside her bouncing belly. Then there’s the tensile energy evident
in her athletic, nut brown, legs and bobbing, muscle-burnt, rump.
This girl is really working hard here, really chasing the big one.
This sweating she-sex energy is confirmed by the bad bitch’s
tousled, flailing, perspiration-primed red hair, which is frozen on
film but full of the churning, bucking, torque-tossed rotations of
true, deep, dick-dunking, orgasm-hungry, shafting. And her face?
Wow, the most erotic expression on any woman in any of the
images I’ve got. Turned in profile, we see her eyes closed in pervy
contemplation of what she’s doing with her snatch. As opposed to
looking down at him, she’s envisaging the piss pump on the bloke
she’s bucking off on. Imagining the syrup she’s dribbling out onto
his banana.  Spelunking herself to the idea that she’s a
nympho-Neanderthal, mistress of her own cave.  Having a
mind-fuck on the back of this hard-ridden cock-horse that’s good
for a toss. And she’s close. We see it in the creases etched down
the side of her hawkish nose. She’s screwing her face up to the
exciting thoughts inside her head, hunting them out to do the
necessary. Look at her mouth. Maybe, she’s actually coming. There’s
E there and it’s open, probably emitting a long, self-satisfied
groan or hiss, eeeeeeeeeehyaaaa; the sound of sought-after
discharge, the purifying wrench of release. Her teeth, her frank
white overbite, barred like an animal’s, announce the victory,
predatory, passionate and absolutely remorseless.

 

   And yes, I know that I have no real idea what the
woman’s thinking. For all I know, she could be totally in thrall to
this man, forced to contort herself into this uncomfortable-looking
position at his whim.  And, of course, to please the
photographer, whose, no doubt male, perspective on the erotic will
have been defined by commercial concerns. I know this, just as I
know that someone else could look at the same picture and pick out
details (such as the bloated, skewering, mutton-spike or the
potentially painful invasion of comparatively fragile femininity)
that would give the picture a different meaning. I suppose that’s
what Susan Sontag was getting at when she said that photography,
having expanded our notion of what we have a right to see,
necessitated not just a grammar but, more importantly, an ethics of
seeing it. Or could there be something deeper there that
I’m not seeing? Be that as it may, I think that Les
Levine, whom she anthologises in her book, got it right when he
wrote:

 

Camera Art must be completely devoid of logic. The logic vacuum
must be there so that the viewer applies his own logic to it and
the work, in fact,

makes itself before the viewer’s eyes. So that it becomes a
direct reflection

of the viewer’s consciousness; logic, morals, ethics and taste.
The work should act as a feedback mechanism to the viewer’s own
working model of himself.

 

Exactly

 

Stop there, I’ll have her (Two Gentlemen of
Verona, III.i.364)

 

   Although the sequence of the previous nine pix
expresses no particular order of preference, I have saved what I
think to be the best ‘till last. Again, this is a bit of a surprise
because in some ways the content of the picture is not the most
erotic of the ten. It hasn’t got the hammerblow-to-the-head
meatiness of black and blue for example or the sweaty,
shocking, obscenity of a hundred shivers. Yet, if I had to
take only one piece of masturbatory material with me to my desert
island this would be the one.

 

   It’s the only one where there’s a MMF situation and
it reveals the kind of troilism I most enjoy, the kind where the
women take the lead; particularly, as in this case, where one woman
is in control and fully realized against the supporting cast of the
male and second female. There’s a complex dynamic being played out
here that in its way provides more of a pointer to how I need to
deal with the next apprentice piece than any of the preceding
picture.

 

   For one thing, the piece is very well presented
with high definition, pixel-packed clarity of exposure and
attention to detail. The camera picks out every nuance of colour
and shading on the bodies of the three participants. The pinks and
reds and puces and blotchy browns and patchy whites of both
vaginas, the veiny, circumcised penis and the lovely, truly lovely,
round, smooth-skinned, sex-stained posterior that dominates over
half of the available screen space.

 

   For another, the central female figure is very
attractive to me in her ravaging lioness pose, tawny tail-end
wagging defiantly at the camera, hennaed hair tossed to the side
away from the mess she is about to raven on.  And I like the
way her predatory body snakes to the left, avoiding the man to her
right, with jaws poised to devour the truncated girl groin spread
out before her.

 

   For a third, I like the importuning manner in which
the man’s purple glistener, not quite fully erect, not impressive,
pokes in from the right, bisecting Elsa’s ocher upper thigh with a
nobbled rod of bileous, bloody, chump, like the now-putrid leftover
from some earlier, less compelling, feed.

 

   Because mostly, what I mostly enjoy about the
picture is the narrative to be built around its depiction of a
woman about to gorge on another rather than submit to the penis’s
penetrating intent herself or defer to its claim over the gaping
womb-flesh she is about to masticate. 

 

   The key to this story lies in the mauling, pawing
hands. Elsa’s left, as red in claw as you’d expect from so regal a
creature, is fixed onto the upper thigh and rump of the meat on
which she’s about to slaver and chew. Her lowering jaws are fully
stretched as she prepares to take her first, succulent, mouthful of
the juicy strip of raw flesh she has pinioned at her mercy. Her
kill, which she may be inclined to share later, is for the moment
hers to enjoy alone, the reward of fierce power. This is made clear
by the right hand thrust under and round between her marauding
thighs, two cruel fingers spread across her oestrus-engorged mating
hole in the V position, both in demonstration of her rank-smelling,
alarm-raising, arousal and as warning against genital incursion of
any kind. Fuck-off, it signifies, until I’ve had my
fill. That’s if you know what’s good for you.  And he
does. We see this, again, through the laying on and off of hands
(which, knob aside, is all we have of him). His left, cupped
submissively over the balls and base of his already wilting willy,
lowering his weapon, directing it downwards, posing no threat. His
right, gently, soothingly, touching the upper curves of her lunging
hind-quarters. It’s OK, I understand exactly how you feel. I’m
happy to watch you eat. Privileged to support such a woman in the
pursuit of pleasure, whatever form it may take. You have such cruel
capacity, such wild strength, such feral fixity of purpose. So, eat
and enjoy.

 










Chapter 12
The eating canker.

 
   As in the sweetest bud the eating canker dwells, so
eating love

Inhabits in the finest wits of all

(Two Gentlemen of Verona, I.i.43 – 4)

 

   When I were a lad, my parents (and, therefore, I)
never ate out. At least never off a plate. There was, of course,
the occasional stroll en famile down gas works lane on
blowzy late Summer evenings, eating tripe and chips out of
specially ripped-up oblongs of The Evening Sentinel as we
wended our carless (though, given the grinding poverty in which I
was bought up, hardly ever careless) way from my grandfather’s
house across three miles of scrubby derelict land back to our own,
almost identical,
two-up-two-down-outside-toliet-cold-water-only-tin-bath-on-a-nail-in-the-brick-yard-no-garden-cobbled-entry-house
on the other side of town. That was a rare treat, though.

 

   A treat in more ways than one, in fact, dependent
as it almost always was on the irregular and begrudging largess of
my granddad, my mother’s dad; a lean, thick-tendoned coal-face
worker, widdowed at the age of 52 from a terminally bronchitic
Romany woman whom he had met in a Manchester shop doorway at the
age of 21 and bullied into an early and, I imagine, welcome grave
after a life in which he had given her eight children, plenty of
drunken beatings, an equal number of sober beatings, precious
little affection and little or no respect.

 

   I hated him and feared him in about equal measure.
Even as a child I could never understand why my mother, the
youngest of the eight, gave up every Saturday of her own hard life
to leave her home and walk over to cook and clean for a man who not
only showed her no discernible display of gratitude for this
service, but who, when he was there – as opposed to being out
working (on days), or in bed (sleeping off nights), or in the pub
(most other times) – constantly found fault, either with my mother
for not being more like her flighty sisters (who wouldn’t skivvy
for him but would, if they came across him in a pub, buy him beer
or whisky), or with me, for being a child and, therefore, the
natural object of his sour-tempered hectoring disposition.

 

  I remember that he always wore a thick strip of leather
around his cadaverous frame and would frequently threaten me with '
a belt across the backside', causing me to cower in terror behind
the chair in the alcove. My mum once said to me on the way home
that the first time he hit me with it would be the last time he’d
ever see her and that he’d never do it anyway because he knew she’d
kill him. But I was never so sure. I remembered the look in his eye
when he started unbuckling after I’d woken him up one time during a
game of Goosey Goosey Gander on the landing.

 

   One of the best things to happen to me as a child
was when I was told I never had to go to his house again after he
got remarried to a Burslem bar girl called Dora, ten years his
junior. Mum and dad went to the wedding ceremony but not to the
reception. After that, mum didn’t see him again until he was lying
in his coffin, dead from the dust. She told me that she cleaned for
him because of her mother and that she abandoned him because of her
mother. She said that she loved her mother more than anyone alive
until she had me.

 

   Anyway, I do remember that my mum would
occasionally ask her father for money. Usually – all the times I
remember, in fact – it was for me:

 

   Dad, have you got two pound you can give me? Cyril
needs some shoes for school.

 

   The request was always met by the same type of
bluster:

 

   Well, he’ll ‘ave ta go in ‘is stockin’ feet then,
‘cos I ‘aven’t got two bloody pound for ‘im ta go scuffin’ abowt
in. What d’ya think my name is bloody Rockefeller?

 

   Sometimes, though, after my father had called round
to pick us up after the football match and we’d had a cup of tea
with my grandfather while he ate the food my mother had cooked for
him, he’d walk us to the door and make a great play of handing my
father, never my mother, a ten shilling note, always adding
something ungracious to go with it:

 

   ‘Ere, they wanst put this to some shoes for ‘im,
there’s no toe-end in them he’s got on. If you didn’t go watchin’
that bloody rubbish ev’ry week she wouldn’t be after my money all
the bloody time.

 

   Quite why my father didn’t tell him to push his ten
bob up his arse, I don’t know. I suppose pride is something you
need to be able to afford. I did know though, even as a child, that
dad detested his father-in-law intensely. I remember once whooping
with delight in the face of mother’s flimsy protestations after dad
had likened big Cyril (yes, for some inexplicable reason, I was
named after him) to a preying mantis we had seen on TV steadily
chomping its way through one of its own kith and kin. To this day,
when I try to picture my grandfather, the image which forms in my
mind is one of viciously sinister attenuation topped off with a
smooth, lozenge-shaped head, like a rapacious balding insect,
devoid of human feeling or family attachment. I suppose I do the
man some wrong in this, but what the hell, he wouldn’t buy his own
grandchild any shoes.

 

   Anyway, and this is the point, it was only after
rare windfalls of granddad’s cash that my parents felt emboldened
to buy chips from a chip shop. Normally, any food that wasn’t
cooked or prepared at home from basic ingredients had to be
considered a luxury we were unable to afford. Chips were cut from
potatoes and fried in a big greasy pan on the gas stove in the back
kitchen. I didn’t even get to eat pre-prepared school dinners. We
lived in a factory tied house and mum and dad came home for their
dinner and so did I. Sometimes it was soup from a can, sometimes
pilchards on toast, sometimes egg with bread and margarine. 
It was always quite basic. Much later when I’d grown up to be a
smart-arse I told my mum I was going to sue her for child neglect
given the diet she gave me but she didn’t see the funny side of it
and went off on one listing all the fruit and veg she used to buy
every week.

 

   But there was one time when I did eat fish and
chips in a café of sorts, though it was really only a chip shop
with a few formica tables put out for patrons to use at no extra
cost. It was in Blackpool during my first trip to the seaside. Mum
had taken me on an excursion with some of her sisters and nephews
and nieces. I was about six and deply in awe of the sea. To help me
overcome this, mum installed me in a pair of itchy woolen bathing
trunks that I daresay one of my aunts had knit and, paddling
herself at the water’s edge, encouraged me to leave her and go
deeper into the water to join my older cousins whose game involved
jumping up over the waves and keeping their heads above the water
as it broke into creamy foam around them. The waves, though hardly
huge, were boisterous enough to appear intimidating and it was with
some anxiety that I left my mother’s side to wade out towards them.
I remember the uncertain feeling in my legs as the unexpected
suction of the water rushing back out to sea interred my feet and
ankles in swirling sand. The alarming sensation made me fear that I
should be buried alive, sucked down into the half-ground by some
watery devil or jinny green teeth. The feeling caused my knees to
buckle as I tried with rising panic to resist the slurping
pressure. But I suppose the struggle was destabilizing and I was
toppled then dragged down into the dreadful churning broth of fish
pee and biting crabs and sudden shock.  I had fallen into the
maelstrom. Salt water injected itself into my nose and mouth,
tasting queasily of terror; terrors which I knew about such as
shark, octopus and electric eel and terrors which I could not put a
name to but which had the unsavory tang of monsters of the deep. It
was from this wild water that my mother rescued me, choking,
coughing and, after a second or two, wailing hysterically. She had
launched into the foam in her flowery pink matron’s frock and
lifted me effortlessly from the turmoil, like a sock from the
washtub, to hold me to her, tight in brawny mold-runner’s arms,
pressing my head into the deeply comforting expanse of her
better-than-ample bosom. From here she rocked and patted and cooed
me back into something like calmness. Then, for me inexplicably,
she turned and much to my resurfacing alarm, pressed further out
into the sea, still clutching me with all the comforting tightness
she could muster, before eventually halting and standing
impressively foresquare among the cheering children, allowing the
breaking waves to crash into us both. Look, she crooned in
my ear over the now somehow distant sound of the crashing waves,
its all right. Do you think I’d ever let anything hurt you?
Even if they were twice as big as this? Nothing’s going to hurt my
little boy while I’m watching. Remember that, nothing.

 

   It was after this and after my aunts had
also made a deeply satisfying fuss of their nephew, plucked from
peril in the sea, that she took me alone to a fish and chip shop on
the front where she sat, drinking a cup of tea, making me laugh
with her funny stories and watching me eat fishcake, chips and
mushy peas from a plate at a table. I won’t say that I never loved
her more than at that moment, because it was the type of moment
repeated endlessly throughout my childhood, but I was aware of a
deep and complete sense of security and joy in her protecting
presence. It was a similar, though more heightened sense to the one
I always felt in the presence of the numerous aunts and single
grandmother whose job it was to look after me and love me during
the long days and holidays when my parents worked. 

 

   To get the detail right I took the trouble to 
ask mum about this incident when I was getting ready to write this
chapter. She said she couldn’t remember anything about it.

 

   All those involved who are still living remember
the first time I ate in a proper restaurant though. It was in the
August following my eleventh birthday. One of my cousins and I had
passed the eleven plus exam which would send us both off to grammar
school. This was a big family event and my parents, together with
the relevant uncle and aunt, decided to mark the occasion
and reward their successful offspring into the bargain by
taking us out to a (in actual fact, the) Chinese
restaurant in town.

 

By this time things had never been so good and my dad, following
his irregular evenings out to hear the peripatetic Halle Orchestra
play at the Town Hall, had taken to calling into The Lotus
House for a late supper with a few of his culturally aspirant
friends. It was with this experience of high living under his belt
that father had regaled the household the week before the event
with tales of the gastronomic wonders to be encountered in the
exotic diner. And he issued dark warnings of the gustatory pitfalls
which awaited those foolhardy enough to adopt a swashbucklingly
adventurous approach to the menu.

 

   When you order the spring chicken, it comes as a
whole half-chicken, right there on your plate. And there’s Chicken
Maryland. Again, you get loads of chicken and a fried banana, which
is allright ‘cos you don’t ‘ave to eat the banana if you don’t
want. I always have the mixed grill. It comes on this big oval
plate and they give you a chop, a lamb chop, ham – or bacon really
– it’s usually a bit salty, but it’s OK., then there’s kidneys,
liver, two sausages, a small piece of steak, fried mushrooms,
tomatoes and chips: so much you don’t want anything else with it,
no bread or nothing, though you can have a sweet if you want but I
never do ‘cos they sound a bit off to me – lychees and fried
pineapple and stuff like that. Last time we were there Hooper had
sweet and sour pork. It was like these round dumplins with pork
inside all in this sauce with chunks of pineapple. He said it was
alright but it looked bloody disgustin’. Yer, he asked me if I
wanted a taste but I told him to sod hisself off. I don’t like me
food messed about with. Bloody garlic and spices and all that
rubbish they tried to feed us in the army. Yuck, I used to go
without rather than eat it. There’s this other stuff another bloke
ordered. He was just showing off. You know, pretending to be
sophisticated like. It was a set meal for people who specially like
Chinese food. Oh dear; it ‘ad ev’rythin in it: bean sprouts,
Chinese water chestnuts, noodles, Egg Foo Yong, the lot. Looked
like he was eating a plate of bloody worms. That’s the trouble;
sometimes it can put you off your own food having to watch the
stuff other people are eating.

 

   The two things about the meal I remember most
clearly are the soup and the water chestnuts. Both were
disappointing. At the time my favourite food was vegetable soup,
proper vegetable soup, poured from a can into a saucepan and warmed
up on the stove to be spooned from a basin with lots of dipping
bread to soak it up. The brand I ate was paprika-red in colour,
though almost certainly not in taste, as to the best of my
knowledge it would be some years before I so much as heard of
paprika, let alone sampled it. This stuff was thick and glutenous
and sweet. Such solid vegetable matter as the soup contained
countered my natural suspicion of vegetables by being diced into
mollifyingly regular cubes which tasted exactly like the liquid in
which they were suspended. As a foodstuff, it was comfortably warm,
blandly cloying and deeply reassuring. And you knew where you stood
with it, knew what to expect every time you put it to your lips. I
liked the satisfying way the veg could be sieved out and then
agglomerated into a ball in the mouth and swallowed whole as a
squishy lumpiness which stretched the back of your throat and
distended your gullet tubes on the way down. And having been led to
expect that, so long as I stuck to what I knew, the food I would be
served would be just like that at home only better, somehow more
lavish, imagine my surprise and disappointment when the smiling,
white-overalled Chinaman, obviously flattering to deceive,
ceremoniously placed in front of me a pallid bowl of what I took
from my Sunday afternoon viewing of Oliver Twist to be
workhouse gruel.  Here was a thin, watery concoction, sloshing
freely around the shallow dish, practically white in colour, though
with a worrying golden haze shimmering across the surface, through
which poked the clearly identifiable shapes and colours of actual
vegetables: pieces of chopped carrot, blatant lumps of potato,
provocative onion rings and – worst of all – swirling clouds of
leafy green stuff, which I took at first to be cabbage but which my
uncle informed me was spinach.  It was all very upsetting and
not at all what I wanted from a vegetable soup, which I wanted to
be as I wanted it. My uncle, overlooking the nature of the occasion
and assuming that I was six, tried to persuade me to eat it by
reminding me of the transforming effects of spinach on Popeye. The
real reason I ate it was because I didn’t want to upset anyone. It
was just about edible, except for the spinach, but didn’t provide a
tenth of the pleasure I had been anticipating.

 

   The water chestnuts were disappointing for a
different reason. I went for novelty, something strange, and it let
me down as fully as had the familiar in this alien emporium of
choice. Ever since my father had mentioned them the week before,
I’d been thinking about water chestnuts. I like chestnuts, and
every Christmas enjoyed putting them round the fire grate until
they went black and dad would chaff off the skin in his scaly
metalworker’s hands to reveal a waxy orange brain that crumbled
sweetly yet meatily in your mouth when you bit into the flesh. In
my imagination, I came to think of Chinese Water Chestnuts as
representing everything I liked about the ordinary chestnuts I had
had, though with the additional qualities of being more delicate,
more magical (how could chestnut trees grow in water?) and, hence,
more exotic. The name seemed to invoke the solid basis of my own
world and combine it with everything that was different and new,
exciting and poetic.  Everything associated in my mind with
the lotus, with Westering Home from Cathay loaded with Foo Yong;
things I couldn’t normally have, yet in a form that sounded as
desirable as it did digestible. I knew it was going against my
parents’ advice to crave the unknown, but wasn’t the whole point of
this meal to celebrate my going out into the greater world? So, I
daringly asked for some CWCs to be put on the plate in addition to
the omelette and chips or whatever else it was I’d ordered. 
Of course, so daring a request caused some consternation and even
embarrassment among my tablemates, particularly for my father, who,
even to this day, is never fully at ease in a restaurant, never
completely without the feeling that his being there is an impudence
which will only go unpunished if he and those in his charge remain
stiffly on their best behaviour and display no discernible signs of
relaxation or enjoyment. In the end, of course, it was my mother
who explained to the waiter that I had taken a fancy to these
things and asked if I could have a few put on the plate to try. She
said this in the tone of a long-suffering parent who was only too
aware of her offspring’s lunacy, but who sought to humour him
anyway.  Even so, I was grateful to her for coming between me
and my father, who would, if left to his own devices, have rejected
my request out of hand.  When the hard-won comestibles
arrived, however, I was amazed to discover that they failed
completely to live up to the elaborate billing I had concocted for
them. Instead of being plump and generous and exciting, they were
hard and flat and insipid and tasted for all the world like
under-cooked turnip. Who in their right mind would have called
these things water chestnuts? It wasn’t fair and it was even less
fair that now I had to struggle to eat them to avoid incurring my
father’s displeasure. Neither he nor anyone else, though, was much
deceived by the expressions of delight which I assumed while
stoically chomping my way through the ridiculous number of the
damned things that those stupid Chinamen had piled onto my plate.
At one stage mum again tried to come to my aid by putting one into
her own mouth. After a few moment’s contemplative chewing, followed
by a theatrical grimace on swallowing, she announced, Oooh,
it’s like eating chonnocks. The laughter which followed
diffused the situation and saved me from having to finish off the
rest of the CWCs (in my mind forever after known as WCs). The
incident did, however, herald the arrival of an item of family
mythology that was to be greatly elaborated on over the
years.  To whit: that I am given to fickle and unfounded
desires: that I am easily swayed; and that, in the vernacular
expression my father used to sum up the chestnut debacle, I
have eyes bigger than my belly.

 

   That’s one of the irritating things about family
life: the way in which your nearest and dearest feel entitled to
make broad generalisations about your character and motivation and
then to trumpet them around to all and sundry in a superior manner
suggestive of real insight derived from long familiarity.

 

   Part of the resentment I felt then in that
restaurant and feel now about this sort of thing is because they’d
often get it partly right and it’s annoying to have your whole
complex self summarised in some glib judgement or another, and to
know that, glibness notwithstanding, they’ve got somewhere close to
you. Opened up a decent seam as my Granddad (dead by then) might
have said. But on the other hand, it’s irritating to know that
they’re also partly wrong. That there you are, reduced to a cipher
by those closest to you, those who should know you better; and who
would know you better, if only they took the time and trouble to
drill down that bit deeper than was sufficient for the hacking
purposes of the working day. 

 

   To my mind, it wasn’t that I was greedy or even
(closer to the truth) that I wanted things without really knowing
why. It was more that I was entranced by the exotic connotations of
words and images. Chinese Water Chestnuts: it was almost
like poetry, a softly sibilant mouthful, resonant somehow in my
mind of Kubla Khan, that marvellous poem of wonder and
sybaritic delights which my father irregularly declaimed from the
hearthrug as testimony to his schoolboy powers of recall. That, if
dad had but known, was why I wanted these things. Because they
provided a connection to emperors and wailing women being fed on
honeydew and paradise. It was because I wanted to taste the food of
poetry and romance.

 

   And that’s a trend I have to recognise in my later
incursions into the restaurant trade. I scarcely ate out again
until I went off to university, where I developed an inclination
towards Indian cuisine. Coming from the home of the chip sandwich
and the milk pudding, when I entered the varsity my taste buds were
as virgins to the seductive pleasures of the curry house. Quite
soon though, I was ravished, at first by bhunas and kormas, then
pasanders, dupiazas, jalfrazis, dhansaks and pathias and finally
and before long by the diabolic trinity, madras, vindaloo and phal,
each more penetratively wicked than the last. In culinary terms, at
least, my taste buds led the student life that every waspish parent
fears but which few of their offspring in reality achieve: they got
fucked practically every night in different places and in different
ways by a bewildering variety of hot, ethnic, dishes. And, as
pleasurable as it was to find a whole new world, or at least
sub-continent, of saporous delight opening up to me, there was an
almost equal pleasure to be found in the expansion of language that
accompanied my promiscuous path through the rice beds of every
Jamandi, Sylet Town, Koh I Nor, Kulora, Gulshan, Bombay Bhite,
Kismet, Anglo Pak, Bot I Byrne and Seweri Passage in Middle
England. 

 

   To request bhindi aloo sag was to
enunciate the peremptory command of some imperious Raj general to
his bearer.

 

   To ask for korai peshwari mutter panir
kulfi was to gasp in lascivious disbelief at the garam masalas
of your nutmeg-coloured goan-goan girl as she teasingly drops her
silken chappatis to the bedroom floor.

 

   Wrapping my tongue around the tarka dahls, channa
puris and okra bhajis of this new world acted as a powerful
shibboleth distinguishing me neatly from my demotic little-English
background (where wog food was anathema) and associating me forever
with the modern, multi-cultural, liberal, forward-looking,
eclectic, young, educated, culinarily adventurous mood of the
moment. It was like a code which allowed you to order up the
zeitgeist any time you liked and swallow it whole; the
only disadvantage being the way in which it made your arse burn
like hell the next day.

 

   But a bit of vim on the rim was only a minor
disadvantage for being out there, on the margins, patrolling the
North West frontier of life.

 

   And I’ve continued to eat bushels of spicy and
exotic food through to this day – Indian, Thai, Chinese, Mexican,
Vietnamese, Venusian – and, if I think of this as anything other
than absolutely average behaviour, suppose it to be merely one
among many manifestations of the flight from background rather than
family that came to be so commonplace among the vaguely educated
offspring of my, generation.

 

   Having said that, the prevailing pattern of
post-university eating became, on the face of it, more
conservative.

 

   These were The Dinner Party Days.

 

   Though conservative was possibly not the word a
casual observer would use to describe some of the earlier examples
of the type I attended where post-student notions of social
behaviour continued to prevail over the more accepted mores of the
dining room.

 

   During this period, the CO would have witnessed,
for example, the Bad Taste Dinner Do. Here, the pressure
on guests to outperform one another in the area of the unacceptable
caused one bloke, dressed as a condom-covered penis, to pull the
white latex bathing cap he was wearing down over his face thus
ejaculating copious threads of taramasalata out of a hole crafted
in the centre of the cap onto the faces, clothes, hair and sang
froid of the rest of the diners. It was an act which quickly
precipitated the assembly over the edge of bad-taste ridge down
into general melee gulch, as food of every sort was launched around
the table, eventually resulting in guests of both genders and every
affiliation rolling around beneath the table in a sticky lather of
slops, sweat and sexual arousal. 

 

   Then there was the Shakespearean Heroes and
Heroines Shindig at which the phrase ‘cod piece’ was used to
denote not a tube sewn at one end to fashion a containing pouch for
the genitals, but rather a dripping and increasingly stinky lump of
wet fish attached to the groin of each mischievous blokish reveler
(with as they say hilarious results).

 

   Next followed The Ballet Dancers and
Construction Workers Ball, which was just begging for it and,
by and large, got what it deserved for offering thermos flasks full
of chardonay as an accompaniment to chip suzette.

 

   In a blur came the Vickers in Knickers
extravaganza; the Sexual Deviancy Dinner (serving up
pederast pie as a main course); a Keep One Hand in Your
Pocket party, which made a nice change, and a memorable
Infectious Diseases Soiree. I went to this last one as
Herpes Simplex and, as I remember, behaved rather rashly for most
of the evening.

 

   But as time went on, things calmed down. If you’ve
turned thirty you’ll probably know the drill. Suddenly (I don’t
remember it being particularly gradual), dinner parties began to
emphasise the dinner rather than the party. They came to focus not
so much on misrule as on baked baby dolphin in sun dried tomato
with kiwi fruit confit. Question: how do you get a big
mammal like dolphin to cook on the inside and yet remain so
deliciously moist on the outside? Answer: aluminium foil
and Cuisine-Concepts’ marvellous mini thermal-lance
darling.

 

   They showcased goan goat curry with
juniper berry chutney and coconut coulis. (We first ate this al
fresco in a wonderful little family-run restaurant, nothing much
more than a hut really, with the Indian Ocean literally lapping
around our ankles. Wonderful. The chutney was actually Gavin’s
concoction, but I think it works well, don’t you?).

 

   They experimented with char-grilled sea
bass stuffed with finely minced prosciutto, pine kernels and
dandelion leaves, for than hint of bitterness, followed by Pears
Princess Diana, a beautiful dessert pear smothered in
chartreuse-flavoured aspic with a royal jelly centre.

 

   They served up decorously doilied rack of lamb with
wild-rice risotto, hand frozen guinness and port flavoured
ice-cream dished up on a base of almond armignac shortbread with
white chocolate and truffle sauce to pour.

 

   Oh yes, it was all there in all of its
Sunday-supplement, cook-book-lauding, chef-as-creative-icon,
food-as-fashion, hospitality-as-ostentation, world-devouring,
air-mile-indifferent, semi-digested, indigestible modishness. And
for a while we all sucked it all up, much as we did the air when we
went to Covent Garden or Saddlers Wells, as a more than usually
refined but essentially normal practice to which we were all
naturally predisposed by dint of education, instinct, social
standing and genetics. 

 

   And as the food grew ever more pretentiously linked
to the bourgeois conventionalities of the aspirant middle-aged, so
did the conversation and behaviour-patterns exhibited around the
table. Earlier, the talk had been loud, vulgar and cuttingly to the
point. Everyone was young or still felt young and the possibilities
of life were comparatively fluid. Like gravy in a gravy boat,
waiting to be drizzled, mopped with bread or poured over a mate’s
head, as thought fit. Within this prevailing sense of liquidity,
dinner guests were there for the ride and the company and were
quite happy not to force the future they had so much of. Our
collective liberation from the stultifications of family life was
still recent enough to make eating with friends a cause for
celebration. An occasion on which you owed it to the concept of
friendship itself to abandon the restrictive gastronomic practices
which hidebound all those sad individuals with so little
fellow-feeling and mutual affection that they needed to play it by
the rules.

 

   Yet surprisingly enough, it was rare in those early
days of deconstructed domesticity for friendship to stray into the
area of flirtation or furtive fucking. Without doubt, there was
plenty of explicit talk about explicit sex but this was collective
rather than suggestive talk. We were all friends or attached to
friends and, although for my part, I often wondered whether my lot
would be improved if I were to fondle a mate’s woman or a wife’s
mate, I knew that it just wasn’t the done thing, so I didn’t do
it.

 

   In point of fact, it was often rather smugly said
that slimy, underhand, dalliances among friends was exactly the
sort of behaviour that had ruined so many of our parents’ marriages
and, therefore, stood for everything we didn’t.

 

   And yet, before too long, the gravy in the boat
thickened into something gelatinous enough to be called slimy. The
fluid possibilities of life started to set. And, like tiny globules
of hardening animal fat held in tepid suspension, my peers (I’m
sure it wasn’t only me) began to feel trapped in a cooling, queasy,
thickening, leftover mess. Certainly, it was around that time that
quite a few people began to feel the need to generate a bit of
heat, just to thin things out a little, just to get life flowing in
the right direction again. This was the time when behaviour at
dinner parties began to be defined less by the spirit of do as you
please than by the ethos of the sneaky squeeze.

 

   Food and wine always seemed to help. I seem to
remember significant glances over the mange tout.
Moist-lipped oooohs as the corkscrew was screwed in. Expectant
aaaahs as it was eased out. Either with a suck and a plop or, if
you were lucky, a satisfying spurt.

 

   And, of course, there were the pre-arranged
boy-girl, boy-girl, boy-girl formation eating teams, which, out of
common politeness to the girl-boy hostesses, were required to
generate sufficient sexual electricity to earn a respectable score
from the Swedish judge and to engender enough libidinous intrigue
to make the evening crackle and buzz.  Enough at least to send
everyonel off into the night with whatever degree of
frisson was needed to carry them through the weekend and
beyond without peering too despairingly into the empty yawning void
their lives had become. 

 

   Though just how much intrigue was necessary for
this depended on a lot of complex variables and it didn’t always
follow the dinner party fine line. Especially after our leaders
became grandparents and we became parents, table talk sometimes
strayed South beyond the merely suggestive or titillating towards
more dangerous destinations. From slightly salacious come-ons to
under-the-table insertions, I have seen, heard about or been party
to the lot. And it didn’t always make for comfortable
consumption.

 

   Even the least imaginative flirt, for example, felt
they could accomplish a good deal with a length of asparagus and a
straight stare or a sly wink.

 

   And I grew bored by the amount of sub-Lawrencian
foreplay I had to witness involving the cunilingual possibilities
of figs (obviously) and other febrile fruits; of ice-cream,
oysters, halved avocados and even onion rings. Justice seemed to
prevail though because so far as I could see it was a tactic that
never lead to anything as women didn’t particularly love it after
all.

 

   Almost equally tedious was the endless litany of
food signifying cock simulations I’ve had to put up with (even,
with drumsticks, of cock-signifying-cock). This ploy involved, and
doubtless still involves, the suggestive stroking, sucking,
tonguing, nibbling, mouthing, throating, caressing, biting and
languid, preoccupied, rubbing of virtually every vaguely
phallic-shaped foodstuff from baby aubergines to bottles of
zinfandel. God help me sometimes it was enough to make me wish I
was back with a can of veggie soup and a plate of tripe.

 

   But I must be careful not to be over-aloof on this
one as I’ve not been entirely immune to the generally unedifying
and un-erotic gustatory gameplay that uses food as a sexual
signifier. In fact, I’d cautiously want to make a case for the most
blatant foodstuff which I’ve used down the years in what I’d like
to think is a more creatively kinky way than the brandisher of the
average banana.

 

   I’m talking now about the pulling power of the
globe artichoke. And it is my only slightly flippant suggestion
that this animal of a vegetable can be a great spur to the erotic
imaginations of even the dullest, pants off, lights out, roll on,
roll off bedroom buffers of either sex out there. This is because
it is the one comestible capable of providing an entertaining,
innovative and even educational range of sexual metaphor for any
given collection of dinner guests to fool around with.

 

   First off, there’s the shape of the thing. It is a
veritable totem connoting such a wide range of sexual possibilities
that it’s a miracle it’s not been banned. Take  the stalk for
example. A fair-sized specimen will have a thick fibrous shaft
which almost demands to be grasped in the mitt and held up beneath
the grotesquely engorged bell-end or, if you want to go that way,
mammary, of the vegetable, its soi-disant globe. 
This acorn-shaped head with its scale-like bracts is the bloated
and penetrating end of some prehistoric power penis, designed to
scour and ream, infiltrate and titillate the dank nether regions of
lady dinosaurs. Or even the back passages of consenting male
dinosaurs. Though in either case, dinosores would probably be more
appropriate. The things are a sadomasochist’s dream. A great,
rasping, bludgeoning fist. A cruel, super-pointy, armour-plated
tit, projecting pert disdain. A massive, over-stretching,
eye-watering, hand-held, medieval torture tool of a dildo;
demanding submission and promising the sort of friction you dare
only fantasise about. And then, when you come to try and eat past
the thistle, its prickly provocativeness is replaced by something
more subtly sensual. First, you pull very gently at the outer skirt
of petals, tugging them free with a lover’s pinch as you work your
way very gradually towards your goal, the moist and fleshy middle.
As each petal gives way, at its tip is a salty button of flesh –
your reward. At first, the outer garment of fronds in this process
of undressing offer only a scant promise of what is to come, no
more than a tuberous white thickening and the appetising, brackish
stench of yielding flesh. Further in, nearer the heart, each curved
petal offers up a round nubbin of vegetal taste, to dip into either
hot mayonnaise, viscous as semen, or vaginally runny vinaigrette.
Or perhaps into both bowls of imagined sexual juices, coating this
clitoral jag of meat, waiting to be licked away or sucked in
between the teeth in any number of queasy ways. It is at this time
of ravage and verdure – as you proceed to work your way inside, the
food surrendering more and more of its slightly suspect innards to
your foraging fingers – that the oily sauce oozes down the plucked,
crescent-shaped, petals onto your delving, deracinating digits.
This will need to be sucked off. You may even need to insert your
tongue down into the forked space between splayed fingers, where
the grease has collected. Then, the foreplay finally over, the
centre itself is revealed. A sweet round of succulence topped by a
pubic choke of hair. The object of the whole sticky, faintly stinky
enterprise, which must be coaxed to give way from its stalk by a
gentle pulling on those silky fronds before it will finally break
free to reveal its full and tender promise. Once this exposed ring
of taste is bathed in its mucal coating of oiliness and lowered
whole into the mouth or else nibbled to be savoured bit by bit,
then the seduction is complete and the climax of the dish publicly
celebrated. Sometimes, watching or eating, its hard not to come in
your pants.

 

   And this, all without talking. Imagine what can be
done when dinner guests start to conflate the language of food with
the lingua franca of lust. Think about that and you’ll
understand why more over-heated romances, free-range shaggings;
engorged gropings and post-prandial midnight masturbations are
activated by eating than by any other activity on the big squashed
orange. I learned this particular lesson very early, long before
any mid-life malarkey kicked in. Instruction, in fact, came to me
at a teenage party where I was hungering after a willowy eighteen
year old enchilada in a short stretchy skirt and the sort
of lean legs that entered her hemline the same width apart as they
were at the knees when she stood easy. I’d been salivating over
this girl all evening, trying to make some headway, giving her free
choice of whatever wit, wisdom, charm, sensitivity and radical chic
I could summon up at the time. And it was working up to a point.
Later, through a friend, I got to know her better and she admitted
that she had fancied me that night and would have gone off with me,
had not what happened happened. What happened was that the ‘friend’
came into the side room where I’d got her cordoned off. He was
looking for food.

 

   I’m hungry, he announced.

 

   So am I, she volunteered.

 

   What are you hungry for? he enquired.

 

   Anything you’ve got, she responded.

 

  Well, let’s go find something to fill you up, he
ventured to suggest.

 

   And that was it.

 

   He held out his hand. She took it. He guided her
into the kitchen, where, he later informed me, they immediately
began to eat tongue. Within a minute, he had wedged a chair against
the door, lifted her onto the kitchen table and been unhesitatingly
given the kind of ready access to her groin that her wide-legged
stance had had me dreaming about all evening. Once there, he eased
her backwards onto a party tray of French bread and introduced her
with some vigour to his own baguette. Afterwards, with her knickers
in his pocket to serve as a serviette, and their appetites further
whetted by sexual intercourse, they fed each other cheese dip from
their fingers, each smearing the inside of the other’s mouth in a
lust-crazed feeding frenzy.

 

   That taught me a lesson I’ve never forgotten and
one that has been amply confirmed many times since. Given the
necessary predisposition of both parties, almost no utterance in
this genre is too trite or too allusive to pay dividends of one
sort or another. What do you fancy? Do you like stuffing or
salami or cucumber or melons or grapefruits or crumpets or muffins
or plums or spotted dick or something sweet? Can I get you
anything? Are you ready for starters? I’ve made you a tart. Do you
see anything you want? How do you like your meat? I’ve been basting
the bird all morning? Do you feel like pork? She looks as though
she’d like pork in cider. When did you last chomp on a nice big
chop? Could you manage something spicy, anything juicy, a sticky
one or perhaps one of my specials? How about something with eggs in
it? How hot do you like it? Shaken or stirred? What do you think of
these buns? Who’s for pudding? Fancy a peach? Do you like a lot of
cream? Want some juice? I like these cherries. What a lovely ripe
pear. Could I help you to some of my home-made sauce? Should I
butter it for you? Leg or breast? Here, get this inside you. Is it
hard enough? Do you like it runny? Tell me, Jasper, do you enjoy
the taste of anchovy? Would you mind if I lick the plate? May I use
my fingers? Get your nose in the trough. Here, gnaw on this bone.
Suck the seeds out of this. Something smells fishy. It’s good
enough to eat. It’s prime rump. Lovely and plump. Ever eaten
dripping? How much can you manage? I like a man with an appetite.
Do you think you can (wait for it, wait for it) EAT A BIG
ONE? Oooer Missis, what is a girl to say?

 

   But carrying on with such double entendre
(even when they’re well received) can’t be seen as anything more
than a cue for more expansive flirtation. Even among promiscuous
party-goers it’s quite rare for innuendo to lead immediately to
rumpo. At the dinner table, it’s much more likely for the food-fuck
combo to run onto the next, though often decisive, stage: touching.
Here’s a little sketch to show how it can work:

 

Cressida: Goodness me Perdita, you culinary
cutie you. These potatoes are simply delish. Whatever can you have
done with them?

 

Perdita: Oh thanks for the compliment
Cressida, what a charming guest you are. They’re simply sauteed in
a little goose fat. Titus and I have it all the time.

 

Toby: So I’ve heard. Fry, lechery fry! Ha
ha ha.

 

Titus: What on earth can you be getting at
Toby old man?

 

Toby: Oh come off it Titus. ‘Goose’; ‘have
it all the time’. Ha ha. I mean to say, everyone knows that you and
Purdy are at it like a veritable pair of bunnies, you lucky old dog
you. The quotation is from the bard himself.

 

Hector: How the devil Luxury, with his fat
rump and potato-finger, tickles these together.

 

Perdita: Look Toby, now you’ve got Hector
at it. Can we all come off the Shakespeare; we’re supposed to be
having a jolly good time. This isn’t school.

 

Cassandra: Yes, come on you chaps. Play the
game and all that. You’ve got Perdita quite flushed with all this
talk of rumpy pumpy. We don’t want her leaping on one of you before
we’ve all had our pud.

 

Perdita: There’s not the slightest
likelihood of that Cassandra, because I am neither hot nor flushed.
I simply get slightly cross when people who are perfectly capable
of civilised intercourse around the dinner table start spouting
Shakespeare and suppose they’ve made some significant point, when
as often as not it’s rubbish. I mean to say, what is supposed to be
so clever about a potato-finger? How could anyone with a potato
finger tickle anyone at all? The whole idea is nonsense.

 

Hector: No, you’re missing the point
Perdita, if you’ll forgive the expression. Look, take hold of
Cressida’s middle finger. Go on; that’s it. Now feel it along its
whole length. It’s slim and smooth isn’t it? If it were a vegetable
you’d have to say it was something like … oh, I don’t know, a
peapod or a baby carrot say. Now compare that with mine. Yes, this
one. Do it. Trace the contours with the tips of your finger. What
differences do you feel?

 

Perdita: Goodness me Hector, I never
noticed what enormous fingers you have … well, of course,
yours is much longer and rougher than Cress’s and, well, more
nobbly somehow. Particularly here, in the middle, around the
knuckle and at the end where the bone beneath the skin is so much
much more … substantial.

 

Hector: Well, carry on with what you’re
doing, but close your eyes and just imagine that in Shakespeare’s
day the potato wasn’t the refined elliptical tuber we know today,
but something more akin to a long, gnarled, irregularly bulbous
root, rather like a cross between a hairy yam and those fir apple
spuds you can buy in Sainsbury’s special selection. Imagine that
the finger you’re stroking is growing longer, coarser and much more
crudely knobbled. Then imagine the sort of tickles, the degree of
stimulation that such a finger would be capable of giving you.
Particularly if it were warm and greasy from the juices in
your … frying pan.

 

Perdita: Why yes, yes of course. Golly, I
can feel what you mean now. Yes. Golly … Hector

 

Toby: Good Lord! Now she really is flushed.
Look, right to the roots. You can open up now Perdy.

 

Cressida: Yam Yam Thank You Ma’am. Oh,
Perdita, you’ve seen the light.

 

Titus: I say.

 

   But, while overt touching a table can
often lead to the covert stuff, there are those pre-primed guests
who arrive for dinner already so steeped in the juices of sexual
adventure that they proceed straight to the underhand caress. In
fact, tables, by virtue of their having a below board as the
inevitable consequence of having an above board, actively encourage
such goings on.  Seen that way, the dining table provides as
good an image as any of the creative interplay between ying and
yang in our own natures. The darkly obscure nether forces
interacting with those reaching towards the light.  A
Rabelaisian place of secrets beneath a realm of ordered symmetry
and polite, Austenesque, conversation: a duality played out
wherever open-minded adults gather to feed. What is hidden may be
no more than the tender squeeze of trembling hands. Perhaps, the
discrete frottage of coaxing knee on waxing thigh or the furtive
abrasion of discretetly juxtaposed erogenous zones. Or it may be
something more difficult to swallow. 

 

   Consider, for example, the business trip to a
Hamburg nightspot, where arms trade executives discover that their
corporate hosts have arranged that the mid-meal palate-cleansing be
the cue for each hired hostess to slide beneath the linen and
fellate their date for the evening. Is Teutonic tongue-in-cheek of
this type too much to stomach in the dining area? Does heading-off
under-the-table leave a nasty taste in the mouth? OK, but don’t
forget; even the humble bout of footsie can get out of control.
Remember the character in Humbolt’s Gift who goes a little
over-the-top when she surreptitiously removes a chap’s footwear,
splays her legs and silently masturbates onto his exposed instep?
When I read that I wondered whether it was wishful thinking on
Bellow’s part but if it was I wish my wife had thought of it

 

   Because it’s not just business and books where such
things go one. I know for an absolute fact that a bosomy bisexual
woman of my acquaintance – assisted by a full-length dress, a
voluminous table-cloth, scant regard for her partner and an
unquenched passion for her dainty new girlfriend – stood up to
serve the peas, adjusted her skirts in a most seemly manner and sat
down with stately deliberation to impale herself on the full length
of her paramour’s podial appendage, an appendage she’d slyly
greased with truffle oil during the soup course to prepare it
specially for the purpose.   Moreover, the foot remained
in situ until she stood, somewhat shakily, to fetch the
apple crumble five minutes later but not before she had
imperceptibly nudged herself off against the curve of her
co-conspirator’s ankle.

 

    Now, say what you like about the rights and
wrongs of such behaviour, but you have to admit that it adds a bit
of intrigue to the enchiladas. And it puts a whole new perspective
on the idea of serving pigs’ trotters.

 

   So, with all this baggage, fantasizing, flirting
and febrile foodie associations to contend with, is it any wonder
that ordinary folks, invited to a dinner party, arrive
contemplating the non-ration-related possibilities that the evening
may offer? Here’s an example of the process drawn from one such
evening I attended recently, with, as they say, unforeseen
consequences and long-term repercussions.

 

Hors-d’oeuvre

 

The host and hostess are dressing for dinnner before their
guests arrive.

 

Dougal: What should I wear
tonight?

 

April: Whatever you like.

 

Dougal: Well, what are you putting
on?

 

April: The sequins

 

Dougal: So you’re for the glitter but I can
look like any old arse?

 

April: That’s not what I said Dougal. I’m
dressing up because I work with these people and all they ever see
me in is frump. So, tonight I want to look nice. Glamorous – a
little bit sexy – you remember that? You wear whatever makes you
feel comfortable. You’re always more relaxed casual. I want you to
relax, not to worry about anything. Just take it easy.

 

Soup

 

   It was one of those nights. The car sliced through
the South London streets as though it had just been sharpened and
they cooked tender pink.

 

   Tasty, very tasty.

 

   Everything felt good. The air outside was
crackling-crisp enough to make the engine roll and the suspension
held firm as she threw their souped-up little jeepster around the
liquorice-strip bends. The sound system took up the rhythm of the
road as they bopped along.

 

   Love gets dangerous, Love gets
dangerous.

 

   She wasn’t a bad driver.

 

   And it was one of those nights when you felt like
you could have it all. Here and now: her still-black hair flicked
out like one of those girls in the shampoo ads. Swing n bounce as
she looks free and fro to gauge the traffic.

 

   Animation, you’d have to give her that, youthful
animation even, in every little jounce. Sometimes you get this with
women in their thirties, when good looks, success, accomplishment
and confident good humour all come together in perfect, desirable,
balance. Poised for the moment in the absolute dead bulls-eye
centre of life, clocking up an impressive score. That’s how she
looked. A prime specimen. A specimen in her prime.

 

   But there were others, plenty of others around.
Just one look to either side on Streatham High Road was
confirmation enough of that. Saturday-night snaggles of
post-pubescent pulchra punctuate the pavements with their
upwardly mobile muscle-mass and cling-film clothing, out on a test
run.  Pairs of students with well-defined orgasmic
capabilities and buy-one-get-one-free smirks, spread their scent,
just on the off-chance, as they stroll on by the cinema queue,
heading for more promising hunting grounds in the clubbier climes
of Brixton. Stately, erect, singles with sculpted hair and
lick-me-long lashes, affect indifference as they stare up the
street in the direction of their evening assignations, secretly
clocking every additional glance brought at the expense of nature
by their new brouhaha bras, eagerly anticipating the moment, later
that night, when their £39.95 investment would receive its pay-off
in full. Svelt, doe-eyed, slim-boned Pacific rimmers; long-limbed,
pony-tailed, lycra-toned special players; shorn-headed,
high-coloured, multi-pierced fellatrices; leather-lederhosened,
full-bosomed, peak-capped, condom-carrying provocateurs;
well-groomed, discretely tattooed, pouty-lipped penis poachers –
they were all there, out on the street, out on the prowl in every
shape and size and colour combination, waiting to be had, wanting
to be bad.

 

   Even off the main drag, the spectacle continued.
Cruising down Bedford Hill by the side of the common, the common
prostitutes were out in force. One woman – whether from desperation
or as a feature of a well-tried marketing ploy it’s hard to say –
stepped out into the road about thirty yards in front of the car,
causing it to slow to a kerbside crawl and then to stop. Picked out
in the headlights, she was tall, a leggy tousel-headed tart in high
heels, fishnet stockings, a fuchsia  skirtbelt, a silver
bikini top and a vacant expression (not that I was paying too much
attention). Having gained a semi-captive, semi-captivated, audience
she spread her legs wide and leaned forward towards the bonnet to
reveal a fair expanse of doughy cleavage. The theme continued as
she then began to lick her lips as though she had recently finished
eating a bag of sugary donuts. Whatever she’d been eating had
clearly made her thirsty because she immediately began to mix a
cocktail in her right hand, vigorously agitating the ingredients in
an imaginary shaker.  Fully shaking, but not completely
stirring, she moved into a precarious, stiletto squat, her knees
turned outwards as though in preparation for the lotus position.
Having steadied the stance, she moved the cocktail shaker in
towards her splayed out, spangled, gusset, from where she proceeded
to pump the screwdriver or legspreader or whatever she was fixing
yet more ferociously. Her aimless stare hit the windscreen, while
her mouth opened out into a fully receptive O, easily wide enough
to encompass the plumpest knackwurst or black pudding in the shop,
let alone a cocktail sausage.

 

   I wouldn’t fancy that, would you? I asked
as the car eased past the crouched figure in the middle of the
road.

 

   Who, her?

 

   No, that drink she was making. Not after it’s
been down there anyway.

 

   Do you think she knew there was a woman in the
car?

 

   No, you’re far too dykey to look like a woman.
Anyway, she knew you fancied her so she put on an act for you.
People in her game can sense these things.

 

   Yeah, right! And besides, if there was anyone
leering it was you. You’ve been doing it for the last five minutes.
If I wasn’t here you’d be in the bushes by now.

 

   No way. I’ve told you before, I could never go
with a hooker. I couldn’t have sex with someone who I knew had
nothing but contempt for me. I like to be liked darling, and seeing
as there’s only you crazy enough to like me, you’ve got nothing to
worry about.

 

   Well, you just keep away from April tonight
then. We don’t want a repeat of last New Year’s Eve. The pair of
you needed hosing down on that dance floor.

 

   Don’t worry I’ll stay well clear of April
believe me.

 

Main Course

 

   God; what a crew she’s cobbled together here.
You’ve got to take your hat off to some people for their
brass-necked gall I suppose. If it were me I’d be having kittens by
now. Worrying to death over whether these people are going to be
able to talk to each other or not. I mean, just look at them. The
colour supplement kids over there, like refugees from a his-and-her
sweater advert. Iron on sociability on top of dyed-in-the-wool
self-satisfaction, the pair of them. Smugly, smugly, smugly; thank
you Lord almighty for making us so nicely. Then there’s tweedle dum
and tweedle bloody dee. I know there’s no accounting for taste and
all that, but what the fuck can he see in her? It’s not just that
she must be four stone heavier and a foot shorter; but ugly or
what? Warthog woman. Gasworks girl. Well, I know it isn’t exactly
over-sisterly to say so, but she – what’s her name, Dora, Doris,
Doreen, yeah Doreen – well Doreen my sweetheart, you are one
unsightly looking bitch. She looks like a zeppelin in a condom. You
can actually see the ridges of cellulite running down the back of
her thighs. Horrible dirigible. When she bent down to pick up her
bag, the whole room went into eclipse. What could have induced her
to wear leggings. Naaassteee. But at least she’s got something to
say for herself which is more than you can say for him. Hasn’t
opened his mouth yet except to pour drink into it. Just got that
bloody stupid smile fixed to his face. Not even a smile really,
more a kind of benign vacancy. It looks as though his mind’s off
somewhere else and sent his face here to keep up appearances.
Understandable in a way I suppose. Married to a sack of jellyfish.
I bet if someone were to walk up to him and tell him that his wife
is enough to put people off their food, you’d get exactly the same
brainwashed moony expression beaming back at you. Please God, don’t
let me have to sit by him when we’re eating. Anything but that.
Dougal would be OK I suppose. He was quite interesting at New Year.
Where was it he’d lived? Upper Volta, Volva? I know it reminded me
of vulva. Have to steer it though. Watch he doesn’t go on about
philosophy and first principles and stuff. Hard work sometimes just
getting through the night. Not dull exactly, so much as …
well, yes dull, really. Wonder how April manages. Quite a lot
younger than him as well. Not that she can’t be a bit on the
over-earnest side herself at times. Not at New Year though, she was
certainly lively enough then. On heat. Flaunting her tail round the
place like some baboon in season. Not as if Cy even needs much
encouragement. Bastard. What I need is another drink. Such a
bastard of a man to be besotted with. Just look at him now talking
to Mrs Sweater. Charming the pants right off her, right in front of
me.  Probably woolen too, she certainly looks as though
something’s tickling her fanny. Look at her beaming back at him.
Twisting hair in her fingers and showing too many teeth. Got too
many teeth anyway. A real mouthful, gives her a prissy expression.
A mouth you wouldn’t want to kiss. Surely he can’t fancy that. No
room for the tongue. No room for slithery movement. Oh: look at
that. April stopped dead in her tracks with a tray in her hand.
Looks like she’s been slapped in the face with a length of wet
fish. How many has she had already? Staring. Eyes blazing, like
she’d actually caught them fucking on the carpet. Look at that
expression. Nausea, incredulity, hatred? I don’t know but she’s
banged the tray down and flounced out. Something about Cy talking
to fleecy draws? Could she be that smitten with him? I know she
fancies him but then again she fancies me too, so what does that
prove? Last time, she was all over me in the kitchen. Smoothing and
touching and standing close, making too-long eye contact. Very
tempting as it happens. Shame I’m not in the market.  And
she’s certainly dressed for the kill tonight. Gold glitz slit up to
the hips on either side and down to her chops in the middle. Two
snips of the scissors and I could have her in her skivvies. Always
assuming she’s wearing any under that thing – which is doubtful.
Some more wine I think. Perhaps it’s her: the wooly woman. At least
that would explain why she’s brought them here. Doesn’t want Cy
ferreting about with her own little cunny bunny. Not my sort or
anything, but maybe April goes for the repressed, secret-longing,
type. Or maybe she’s into any little doe that’s prepared to let her
down the rabbit hole. Eat me. Drink me. Fall into me. She may well
have done. Shame she’s not name Alice. Bit of a head case, though,
you have to say, quite sexy. If I did anymore I would. Could turn
out to be a more interesting evening than I thought. Keep my eyes
open. Food now. Good, to go with the drink. Not driving but
drinking. I’m the drinking girl between the two cuckolds. Dougal
and Mr Bunnytail: horny other halves. Wonder how horny? Watching
their wives go to it.  Actually, he’s not that bad looking for
a cotton-tailed prat. I’m quite looking forward to this now. Seeing
what’s going on. Oh my God, look at this. Caviar. That’s it, then,
I was right. Can there be anything more discretely dykey than fish
eggs – the lesbian lovers’ asparagus. Absolutely feminine: distaff
in a dish. Salty, sea ova explode on the tongue. Cuts through this
beautiful buttery wine brilliantly. Fish in oil. Delicious,
intense: like a reduction of cunt. Like cunt that’s been worked
hard and sun dried down to something small and round and oceanic,
waiting to come alive on the palate. Oh yes, that is just so
wonderful. Makes me feel so oral; so pleasured in the mouth.
Absolutely. And look, I was right. April glaring at Mrs Moppsy like
a Basilisk while she’s jabbering away to Cy. And he’s jabbering
back. About eggs as well. Penguin eggs. Done it before. It’s a good
story though and he tells it well. King Penguin males spending
months in total darkness. Antarctic winter, hundreds of miles from
sea and food, balancing their mate’s egg on their feet to keep it
from the ice squillions of degrees below zero. Freezing, starving,
stoic in self-denial: KP’s are models of selfless devotion to
female and egg. Good eggs and all can agree that are birds to
aspire to. But imagine reincarnation true and first few seconds
gave the metempsychotic soul a brief moment of lucidity regarding
its transformed state.  Who there, man or woman, on popping
head out of lovingly protected shell and discovering self to be
male King Penguin, wouldn’t squawk aaaarrrgghh I’m a fucking King
Penguin, help me, please help me? Let me be anything else – a rat,
a mouse, a dung beetle, Michael Portillo even, anything but a King
Penguin. Laughter. That man! Everyone laughing, nodding and
laughing. Everyone bar April. Drinking wine. Can be so good in
company, so charming when he wants. Good to be reminded of reasons
why I still love him. ‘Cos God knows it’s easy to be think of
reasons why I shouldn’t. One right in front of me right now.
Fucking bloody rabbit-toothed flopsyface over there, going gooey
eyed at him. By the looks of it, gooey groined as well. And isn’t
he just loving it? Playing up to the simpering little slut. Looking
arch at her, whispering little quips only she can hear. Probably
furthering some poxy private joke. Jesus, you’d think she’d got his
cock in her hand the way he’s behaving. Could have for all I know.
Have a drink and try to look. Another drink. Does he actually know
her? I certainly wouldn’t put it past him. Or her; the wheedling
bitch. I can’t stand women who do that. Oh hehehe oh hahaha, you’re
so funny, you’re so clever and you’re just so fucking attractive
that I can’t help showing my feelings in this way. And men are just
such fucking suckers for it aren’t they though? Can’t believe it’s
all a line, can’t believe a woman could be so much like a man.
Bollocks, bollocks, bollocks. Why can’t he realise how hurtful this
can be. Just once. How would he feel if I started flirting with
someone right under his nose? Perhaps I will. Mr Fuck-features here
for example. Give him some of his own medicine back. Trouble is
he’d probably enjoy it if I did and I’d have to put up with this
self-satisfied twat actually thinking I’m after him. Now here’s
April, swopping chairs with Dougal. Wants to talk. More wine, let
me pour us some more wine. What does she want?  Me? Perhaps.
Changing boat in mid-stream. Certainly a better proposition than
anything else. Nice tits. Nice suckable nipples, like tuppeny
chews. Generous. Let’s see what happens. No one would guess we were
flirting though. Unless I did something really drastic. Slide my
hands up her leg through that big slit. Fondle her between courses.
Could be done. I could do it now she’s turning towards me. What?
Say what? Whispering something. Blatant to do it here. What’s she
saying? Sickened, why sick … thinks he’s sickening … a
little drunk, but, … but what? Come on, say … frightening
me now. No, no. Don’t say that. Stop it, stop now.  Stomach
lurching … God now I feel sick. Cold … why is she telling
me this? … sick feeling … cold sweat and fish eggs …
churning. All I can taste is … ooohhhrruuuugghh …
uuurrrrgggghhh. Oh my God, April. No.

 

Dessert

 

Dear Franny

 

   I know I said that I wouldn’t try to contact you
but something awful has happened and I need to tell someone about
it and you’re the only person I want to talk to at the moment so
please don’t hate me for it. I really wish you were here with me
now or that you didn’t live with Jane so that I could phone
you.

 

   Anyway, this is it. Two days ago, we were invited
to dinner with a couple called April and Dougal. They’ve got two
kids and their eldest is the same age as Rose. During the meal
April came up to me completely out of the blue and told me that Cy
had screwed her in the back of her car on the way back from a
retirement party at work. She came out with it just like that. She
was pissed I think and also pissed off because Cy was ignoring her
and chatting up some other slag she’d invited, but it was as though
she’d kicked me straight in the guts. I felt so sick that I threw
up at the table, puked fish eggs all over the mad cunt. Actually
vomited into her lap. That’s the only thing that happened that
evening I’m glad about.

 

   The three of us ended up upstairs in the bathroom.
Nobody else knew what was going on. Even Cy hadn’t got a clue. He
looked really worried, though, thinking I was ill or something.
When I confronted him with it he didn’t deny a thing but he rounded
on this April bitch as though he was going to kill her. Said she
was never to speak to him or expect a civil word from him ever
again. She said that she was entitled to say what she wanted to who
she wanted, so Cy said that in that case she wouldn’t mind him
telling her husband the good news. Next thing she turned to me as
though she wanted an award or something and said that it was only
once.

 

   I just can’t tell you how wretched I felt. I’d had
too much to drink myself but it was as though everything had
suddenly stopped making sense. After all that I’ve sacrificed for
him, the love I’ve left behind to end up taunted for being married
to a casual adulterer by his cock-teasing little back-seat shag.
I’ve always known he wasn’t an angel. You should see the things
I’ve found on his computer.  But can you imagine how it felt
to have it announced like that out of pure spite by a little tart
who had no regard for my feelings whatsoever?

 

   Cy has since said that she has no feelings; that
she has some sort of autistic spectrum disorder preventing her from
feeling sympathy or empathy or whatever. He said she stopped the
car in a park on the way back home, jumped on him and more or
less demanded fucking. Bullied him into it he said.  He said
that was the first time and the last he’d ever been unfaithful. He
said that was the reason he was trying to distance himself from her
that night.  But this could just be him trying to rationalise
her behaviour. He’s more than capable of lying, I know that much.
And for some reason he has trouble thinking that women can just be
bad; could fuck someone and then tell their wife out of
sour-tempered malice or an attempt to engineer a situation. In all
honesty, I’d sooner not have found out.

 

   Because now I feel such a fool for trusting the
deceitful bastard. How do I know he hasn’t been screwing all and
sundry for years? He says it’s just her that once but how can I be
sure? You know how jealous I am and it’s already eating into me.
And it doesn’t help that he isn’t jealous – or thinks he isn’t. You
know he’s always encouraging me to have flings with women and be
open about it, but how do I know that’s not just an attempt to
excuse his own bits on the side? And if I did go down that route –
and you know that a big part of me wants to – what’s the point of
staying together, staying married? And what would that mean for the
kids? You know from bitter experience that my main concern has
always been to give them a proper, stable, family life. I hate him
so much now for putting that in danger for so little. Especially
when I gave up so much, so much more, for the same thing.

 

   And then there’s him. I know you’ll spit to hear me
say it, but I’m frightened for him as well as the kids. I don’t
know if he could cope on his own. For all of his intelligence and
show of fine feeling, in some ways he’s the stupidest man I’ve ever
met. I still don’t think he knows what danger he’s putting his own
children in. He just sits around the house watching me fragment. I
tell him to go; to get out of my sight and out of my life, but then
when he tries to leave I bully and humiliate him into staying.
Staying, so that I can abuse him, pull his hair, kick and punch him
and rub his nose in some of the misery he’s caused. The strongest
feeling I have is anger, real rage, and I don’t want to let him go
until I’ve emptied myself of it, emptied it onto him.

 

   But what I can’t work out is whether the anger is
so intense because I still love him despite the ridiculousness of
our being together or because I’m just a jealous bitch who can’t
stand the idea of sharing anyone.  Even when it’s over. You
know I still can’t handle the idea of you and Jane together, even
though it was me who let you down.  Or whether I don’t love
him at all but I’m simply furious with him for spoiling my life;
for staying with him for the sake of the kids when I so
desperately, desperately want to be with you.  I don’t know
what to do because I don’t even know what to feel.

 

   Through the rows of the last two days, Cy keeps
saying that I’m afraid of facing up to my true nature because I’m
in denial, afraid to accept who I am. He keeps harking back to the
same old theme, that I should find out what I truly want and then
go for it. He says – and he can sometimes be so persuasive – that I
should see his adultery as a reflection of the same sort of
pressure I’m under; the pressure of not being fulfilled sexually.
He says that now his feeble attempt to find someone who really
wants what he has to give is out in the open, I should feel free to
explore in the same way. He thinks that I can’t loose and that
maybe he might gain something too. He wants me to experiment
sexually to find out whether I’m a lesbian or bisexual or not.

 

   Honestly Franny he’s still on that tack and he
really doesn’t have a clue. It’s just so typical of him to think
that the whole thing can be decided by sex. Can’t he see that it’s
feelings and emotion that count, not tits and arse? Bloody men.

 

   Anyway he reckons that I either discover my true
nature and what I need to do to make me happy or I realise that
I’ve still got what I want and be happier in it. He says he doesn’t
see why two people in love with overlapping but different sexual
tastes can’t allow each other the freedom to do what they have to
do and then celebrate that as part of their togetherness, as part
of the loving care they have for each other’s fulfillment. I asked
him if he’d ever heard of AIDS and he said that lesbian sex was
less risky because there was less in the way of penetration. Can
you believe it?

 

   But he insists that I’m still potentially
everything he needs and is frustrated that I won’t even give him
what it would be so easy to give. He says he hopes that the outcome
of my ‘experiments’ would be for us to stay together on a stronger
basis. And yet, if I feel I have to be with a woman all the time,
then that’s good too because he wouldn’t want to be with someone
who didn’t fully want to be with him. He wants us to be truthful
and yet at the same time I can’t get away from the feeling that
he’s lying, attempting to manipulate me. For one thing, if I take
his point of view, then this all becomes my fault for being such a
repressed little cow. Even that’s hard to swallow when, as you
know, I struggled so hard and hurt myself so deep to do the right
thing and walk away from everything we could have had together
before things went too far for me to pull back.

 

   Then there’s also the possibility that he could be
doing this to bring about the end of the marriage without him
having to shoulder all the blame, so that he can go off fucking who
the fuck he likes without feeling guilty about it. I wouldn’t put
that past him. And can you believe the cheeky bastard has said that
he’d be willing to give it another go if we can be more honest with
each other? He’s asked me to tell him whether I can honestly say
that I’ve never fallen in love with or felt the deep attraction of
intimacy with another human being during our time together, to say
whether I’m able to cast the first stone.

 

   Well, whatever you might think of him Fran, you
know I’m on shaky ground there. I wanted you the first time I saw
you and loved you from that first day we spent together, when you
held my hand and took me round the Picasso exhibition, explaining
everything. And that’s the trouble with the bastard in the end; you
can never make up your mind whether he’s a moron, a cynical
manipulator or some kind of savant or prophet. 

 

   I’m sorry to go on so but I don’t know what I
should do. I know I shouldn’t be writing to you like this and I
can’t imagine what you’ll be thinking as you read, but I do need
your help, I do need you to talk me through this.

 

Please ring me at work as soon as you can. Jane needn’t
know.

 

Sam

 

P.S. I am really sorry.










Chapter 13
Final extracts from the private diary of e c love


 

February 25th

   So, Sam’s Making Muff Milk was the first
contribution, but certainly not the last.  Since New Year it
seems that every time I get in from work another fantasy or three
has purpled the post or infiltrated my inbox. That’s over sixty
replies so far. And they come from all sorts of women in all walks
of life. Or at least they purport to.  There’s already one or
two that are decidedly dodgy; not least Roberta Ringpiece’s blather
on about backdoor benefits in Brown Edge, Staffordshire would you
believe? No I would not Bobby Bumhole you fucking inadequate
arsehole.

 

   But even after winnowing out the blatant wankers
from the true tossers, there’ll soon be enough to make a start on
Muriel.  Editing’s not normally my favourite way to
while away a weekend. Sometimes even the prospect of whittling away
at the apprentice pieces makes my heart sinks. But I won’t mind
drudging through this lot. Sorting out the sexiest runners and
riders from the old nags and the also rans is going to be good
sport.

 

   My initial impression is that there’s been quite a
decent field so far, with one or two emerging as
favourites. 

 

   I like the fetishistic scenario that came in from a
forty year-old mother of three from Leyton Buzzard who likes to
keep her fingers clean by wearing lubed-up surgical gloves when she
does the deed. She calls her piece The Spin-Cycle, which
is apt enough considering her randy rinse-through has her sitting
spread-legged on her washing machine with it set to twelve hundred
revs. I’d write back pointing out that it’s not good for the
bearings going as quick as that, but I doubt if she’d take any
notice, seeing as how the rest of her shtick involves resting one
foot on the handle of her mother’s old dolly peg with the toe end
of the other inserted in her kneeling husband’s mouth. It’s not
clear whether this is something she actually does or whether it’s
all or part fantasy. It doesn’t matter to me either way; but,
seeing as she says she sometimes likes to mix it up by donning a
single Nazi officer’s boot for her spouse to suck on, I’m not going
to think too deeply about it.

 

   There’s quite a kinky under-the-desk oral-only
encounter between a youthful (my guess would be factually-based)
photocopier repair man and a mid-thirties Anglo-Irish accounts
manageress from Acton, whose suggested title of On the see-saw
with wrinkled mee-maw bears no relationship to the central
episode of her piece, which has her banging away at her keyboard in
flushed fulfillment while her pet-puppy Xerox-boy laps away at her
labia all morning long in undetected proximity to the rest of the
young girls she oversees.

 

   Exhibitionist fantasies feature quite prominently.
Without sorting through them, I’d guess at about ten so far. And
almost all of them follow a similar pattern with unknown male
voyeurs ogling at bedroom windows or in strip clubs or across sand
dunes or at pole-dancing auditions or through holes in shower rooms
and pulling themselves off over the sexual charms of the individual
imagining herself on display. It’s already clear that
Muriel will need to feature a section exposing this genre
of encomia to erotic exposure. There’s even a fairly good chapter
title that came in with one of them: Hotspotting. But for
the most part the actual content of these show-and-spelunk
scenarios is a bit on the soft side (as probably befits fantasies
where the pay off comes from being peeped at).

 

   There was one though that takes being seen into an
altogether kinkier scene. It came in from a woman calling herself
Celia (Block H) claiming to be an inspector in the Manchester
police force. She trims her truncheon to the idea of screening a
pornographic video of herself in a catwoman costume being spanked
hard then having her bruised botty banged from behind by the
station desk sergeant wearing a leather batman mask. The video is
transmitted after lights-out over close-circuit television into the
cells of every female remand prisoner in the station. The officer
and her uppity underling then watch and wank through two-way
mirrors at the various reactions of the imprisoned women – some
rubbing themselves off, some contemptuous, some envious, most glad
to see her getting her arse whaled.  She calls it A night
in with the girls. It’s an admittedly atypical example of a
fantasy that, on the evidence I have so far, many females seem to
find quite appealing. It’s about being lusted after or dealt with
sexually in some way by onlookers or strangers without actually
having to have physical contact or morally responsible interaction
with them. It’s the grown up equivalent of showing off your
knickers in the playground, and it does seem to be a line of libido
that women can pull off (sic) quite well, whereas men fantasizing
about ladies looking at their lunchboxes always seems immature at
best.

 

    But if sex-lite ‘look-but-don’t-touch’
imaginings wimp out of the freedom that wanking gives to really get
down-and-dirty, there’s also an ultra-high-risk brand of
‘fuck-without-responsibility fantasy’ that just about takes the
corona corona when it comes to fabricating foolhardy routes to
orgasm.

 

   And O.K., I get how running reckless footage
through the mental cinema is the best way of making sure it remains
fictional, BUT it’s still quite a shock to see how many women get
their guilt-free goodies by envisaging themselves being used and
abused through deceit, compulsion and even forced submission. 
Without any question what’s shocked me most about the
Muriel mailing is the number of rape fantasies sent in.
Rape fantasies! What the fuck’s going on out there? 

 

   Already I’ve had to read about ravishments from
brutal concentration camp guards; a medieval torturer; an
unscrupulous and tyrannical member of the teaching profession and a
blackmailer.  The most disturbing, because it is probably the
most meticulously detailed, is called Tipping the Driver,
from a mid-twenties magistrate’s clerk of Indian descent living in
Leicester. She goes into graphic detail about being rohypnoled and
raped by a blind date who used her then bundled her into the back
of a minicab in an out-of-the-frying-pan passover  that ends
up with her blindfold and tied spread-eagle to an unknown bed where
she’s further abused by a multiplicity of unknown penises before
being chloroformed and left oblivious on the early morning streets
of Ashby De La Zouch. And women say that men are sick. 
Christ, that’s less an escape from guilt than a death-wish.

 

   I know it’s all about different strokes and that
Muriel mustn’t be judgemental (stones & glass houses
anyway), but I can’t understand getting off on stuff like this. It
seems so out of kilter with the whole consensual ebb and flow of
things to include fantasies that read more like invitations to
attack than prompts for a whack.  Give me a good old-fashioned
lesbian orgy any day of the week. But I suppose I’ll have to
include some of this material seeing as how it’s come in as
strongly as it has. But that doesn’t mean I shouldn’t do something
to make it slightly less emetic to your average wanker. Maybe a
mollifying introduction about the whole sex-without-responsibility
mindset would help to foreground the underlying erotic impulse and
play down the nasty nature of the events described. After all, form
over content is pretty much what wanking’s all about anyway with
hardly a one of us wanting what we wish for when we’ve got our
cocks in our hand or our clits under our fingertips. So what with
that and a few judicious excisions and alterations I think it’ll be
o.k. After all, if I’m prepared to tweak-up some of the more
tedious submissions (which of course I am) there’s no reason why I
shouldn’t tone down some of the more toxic ones. I’m sure Sam would
approve of that.

 

   As well as the rapes and ravished-while-unconscious
escapades, there’ve been three from a recognizable sub-genre of
harem humps which are basically playing the same
unavoidable-sex-with-a-stranger game. Or with strangers (as in the
case of the bizarrely named The Woman, The Quiver and her
Whisker Biscuit).

 

   This one sees its masturbatress (Kimmy, a single
mum from Thames Ditton) as the newest entrant to the seraglio of an
aging and impotent Middle Eastern potentate. In an effort to
restore his waning sex drive (presumably pre-viagra) he organises
an entertainment in which his most innocent and least experienced
possession is put through her sexual paces by five statuesque
stud-slaves of varying ethnic types. Following multiple and often
simultaneous humiliations, penetrations and possessions of every
sort in every orifice and overlooked by sabre-wielding guards as
well as the salivating supremo, the woman’s naked vulnerability and
– it turns out - exceptional orgasmic capacity arouse the rickety
royal erection as desired. The dripping odalisque is then bound,
lifted and impaled onto the Sultanic stiffie by the five fuck
functionaries who steer her up and down his dry old skewer, basting
it in her slave-girl sauceboat until, finally,  she is topped
up with a small but significant dollop of the royal groin
gravy. 

 

   Another surprise has been the four fantasies
involving women and their pet dogs. Now, if I’d put out the same
request to men, I’d have anticipated some hard-edged stuff; but I
wouldn’t have expected six percent to go down the dog-bothering
route. I wouldn’t have expected one percent. Yet on this
showing it’s a significant turn-on for a significant minority of
women. The anomally could be down to some canine crimp in the call
for material I suppose. Maybe the Bloodstain Books mailing list
contains a disproportionate number of mutt-fuckers for some reason,
or possibly my internet request for responses has somehow
cross-connected with a
damsels-and-their-dirty-dogs-discussion-group or the like. I
couldn’t say.  But if the statistical trend really has got
something to do with a fundamental difference between women and men
(maybe women being that much more used to being sniffed at and
licked out than men) then I think that the submission called
Rubbed Rotten, e-mailed from a corporate middle manager
living somewhere in the home counties, provides a few more clues as
to why. 

 

   She’s at home alone in the evening chomping
chocolate and watching her exercise video. She should be working
out instead of lying like a seal on the sand. She needs to burn off
the excess fat that’s larding up around her arse and thighs. She
wants to look like the attractive specimens on the screen. The
women are taut, pert, and sexy; the men are handsome, hard and
virile. These are the kind of men who currently find her
unattractive. But she wants men like this and wants them to want
her. She peels out of her redundant exercise pants and begins to
rake her fingernails through her pubic hair, stirring up some
static. The rasping noise and low odours attract the family dog, a
large Rottweiler name Gerald who immediately insinuates his wet
muzzle into her dampening crotch, not giving a damn about her
rippling cellulite and ugly spreading flesh. Surprised by the
sensation, she pops three chunky squares of chocky deep into her
chuff, first rubbing each around her outer lips and pleasure spots
to keep the animal snuffling and slurping long enough for her to
come like a beast over its snout.

 

   Whether this is a barking-bad fantasy or an actual
description of cur-assisted masturbation practices deployed during
a typical night at home in Hatfield is difficult to say as the
writer seems as keen to conflate fact with fantasy and she does man
and dog. What is clear is that the hound represents non-judgmental
sex in a censorious culture obsessed with body image. Read like
that the piece comes across as not so much disgusting and depraved
as serendipitous and  liberating. Also, of course, it makes
eating chocolate a sexually adventurous experience, something that
opens up possibilities rather than buries them in lard. And one
thing I do know from magazine surveys is that a lot of women rate
chocolate above sex. So, although I have to say that I would always
put canine/human congress high on my ‘ten least tossable’ list,
maybe that’s just a man thing and I have to be careful to keep the
female perspective going here. Maybe in this era of body fascism,
fucking fido is a feminist issue. Or maybe it isn’t. It’s a bit of
a grey area (over which history – or possibly hygiene – will have
to decide)

 

   And at least it’s obscene, like any good fantasy
should be if it’s going to stick to the bone. One of the most
disappointing things about over half of the stuff sent in so far is
that it’s hardly filthy at all. How anyone could claim to come off
on it is a complete mystery to me. And yet over and again we get
saccharine Mills and Swoon sewerage about swarthy Arabs sweeping
women up onto the backs of white stallions and galloping away into
the desert towards distant delights in secret caravans (Heading
South). Or about rich and sophisticated Mr Darcy lookalikes,
as often as not dark-haired minor aristocrats (Noblesse
Oblige) or emollient barristers (Silky Smooth), wining,
dining and fawning over their dates at great length preparatory to
a not-very-vividly-realised and sometimes only hinted-at shag. Most
of this guff reads as though it’s been penned in airy upland
meadows using rose-coloured writing fluids rather than smeared onto
the page one dank midnight in a mixture of tar and rendered mutton
grease. By and large these offerings are so bland they all blend
into one and it’s difficult to remember which is what; but suffice
to say The Virgin’s Release, Cornet Tails, and Muting
the Void could easily have been written by the same novitiate
nun in the process of relinquishing the world the flesh and the
devil rather than three would-be wankers from Hackney Marshes,
Gateshead and Rhyl respectively, which sadly is actually the truth
of the matter.

 

   Some of the other slush-buckets submitted lovingly
describe the tremulous, endearingly awkward, naturally genteel
sexual advances of handsome young men, scarcely out of (and in one
case still in) school uniform. Advances made, of course, towards
the more experienced yet passionately-caring older woman wanker who
dwells on her role as benign, tolerant, much-worshipped seductress,
helping a burgeoning sexuality unfurl but not on her responsibility
to provide her reader with explicit anatomical detail in relation
to the seduction itself.  Orchids for Orgasms, sent
in by a fifty year-old social security officer from Badger’s Mount
in Kent, is a good example of the type, ending as it does in a
thrilling paean to teenage ardour and the eager intensity of male
sexual awakening.

 

   In all of these offerings the thrill seems to be in
the stirring-up of strong and impulsive emotions in imaginary
lovers. Tenderness, innocent impetuosity, reverence towards the
female form, intense gratitude for favours bestowed; these are the
erotic pleasures conferred on their owners by such fantasies. And
it’s not that there’s anything wrong with that. The
trouble with the ones that I’ve been sent in this vein is that they
tend to be very long on soapy narrative and very short on
describing the ensuing bonk. If I’d been asked what the chief
attraction of a near-juvenile fuck-buddy was for a woman who was no
longer living it as large as she used to, I’d’ve said that it lay
in the legendary repeat-rogering capabilities of your average
hormone junkie. But not on the evidence so far it isn’t.  Read
these and you’d suppose that six straight screws in succession was
simply not a source of simmering supposition among the
sweet-sixteen seduction set.

 

   It’s a fair bet from all this that women feel a
greater need for context than men, more story and more emotion to
explain why the sex is why it is. I’ve got no problem with that. I
like a bit of context myself. And, to please both camps, it should
be easy enough to add something more explicit to the bonking bits
of any of the more anodyne pieces I finally decide to use. Look at
how well Sam’s effort turned out after I’d touched it up. It just
shows how fantasies need to be nurtured (like orchids I imagine).
Only in this case the blossoming is bought on by a touch of
green-fingered editing.

 

   Because at least most of these responses show
sufficient sense of sisterly solidarity with the scandalously
circumcised to give their clitoral conceits ground enough to
germinate and take hold (and so show themselves deserving of
further husbandry).

 

   Others have been much more disappointing from
respondents who either misunderstood what was wanted or couldn’t be
arsed to give up more than five minutes for charity. Most of these
have been simple one-or-two-liners supplying a descriptive phrase
and baldly stating a favoured method of coming (carrots, shower
heads, ice-dildos moulded inside condoms, a narrow
crocodile-leather belt, low-voltage electricity, a vacuum pump; the
usual stuff). But as useless as this type of return is
individually, I might be able to put them to some use collectively.
Use them to give a snapshot of the diversity of gusset rasping that
goes on. It could add up to a slippery little summary; a
wrist-rollers resume; a vulvic varia or a twat-touchers’ taxonomy.
Or I could begin each chapter with a relevant orgasm outline each
with its own brief quotation and attribution.  Again, it would
be easy enough to fill in any gaps. Something like this would do
it:

 

Finger Puppet Play; which I like to do driving to work
in a morning on the fast lane of the M25, speeding past the men in
lorries, wondering whether they can see, knowing they can’t catch
me up (Kate, Systems Analyst, Carshalton).

 

Beating Around the Bush; especially when I massage my
clit with my partner’s shaving brush, part of the turn-on being
that he has no idea that he rubs my orgasm into his face every
morning (Magda, 34, Dental Hygenist, West Midlands).

 

Badger Baiting; using both ends of a hairbrush, one for
friction the other for penetration (Doris, abattoir intestine
processor and single mum, West Yorkshire).

 

The Hedgehog Milkshake, which I do about thirty to
fifty times a week by positioning my own spiky little creature
against the vibrating handle of the electric floor polisher I use
in my job (Sara, 28, cleaner, Grantham).

 

Cat with Tongue, which – as my puss won’t cooperate –
means that I file away at my love bud and inner walls with the
smoothing side of an emery board until I explode, usually ruining
the board (Frenchie, 19, Beauty Therapist, Wigan).

 

Going Crabbing, which describes my method and why my
fingers smell of the sea most of the time from delving around the
salty pools and slippery kelp and scaring up life from the
semi-liquid shoreline (Stella, Health Worker, Brockley).

Tossing Pink Salad, with the help of a nice peppery,
ideally chilli-charged, olive oil to whack onto the win button and
a big mahogany serving spoon to stir things up in the bowl (Debbie,
47, divorcee, Welling Garden).

 

The Bermunda Triangle, which involves making whole
objects disappear into my mysterious ocean pit until it is full to
bursting point – mini marrows work well – then working the flat of
my hand over the bulging flaps grinding my sweet spot against my
lower palm and wrist. Ugh (Liz, Market Gardener, East Sussex).

 

Tuna tango, is a delirious dance of desire in which
both partners gyrate on that secret stage, beating out the rhythm,
sliding through the release of slime which I smell and suck when
the opening routine is over, maintaining the mood for a second (or
third or fourth) synchronised slither around the open floor.
(Dolores, 55, Political Activist, Central London).

 

   I’ll probably use that idea. I might even be able
to do something similar with those that have nothing to say at all
or nothing worth hearing about beyond platitudinous summaries of
strokes and pokes, but do manage nevertheless to make a not-bad nod
towards a name. It would be easy enough to simply list some of the
better suggestions and appropriations from this sorry lot. Like:
Muffin Buffin’; Feeding the Bearded Clam; Playing Fanny
Football; Hippee Yippee; Strumming the Belly Banjo; Digit Dousing;
Fanning Fur; Petting the Pink Pussycat; Getting a Gristle Rub;
Mauling the Man in the Boat; Rolling Dough Balls; Paddling the
Flesh Canoe; Pushing the Boat Out; Playing the Hairy Accordion;
Snatch Surfing; Digit Dialing; Playing the Clitar; Nugget Napping;
Nipping and Dipping; Crossing the Channel; Pearl Fishing;
Fingerpainting; Gagging the Lips of Love; Riding a Unicycle;
Grotto Groping and Carpet Bumping.

 

   But then again, some of these suggestions
are better than those given for pieces of writing that I’d
certainly want to include. Take Let Your Fingers Do the
Walking for example. It’s a really lame euphemism, not very
aptly nabbed from a forgettable phone advertising campaign. And yet
it’s the starting point for a really quite sexy fantasy (or very
possibly true-life tale) about a girl nipping and dipping in a tent
at a rock festival while watching the silhouette outline of her
best friend being taken doggy style by a fat, big-bearded,
beer-swilling roadie in an adjacent tent. It certainly deserves a
better title, maybe something like Nipping and Dipping or
Getting a Gristle Rub.  Which makes me think that
probably the best thing to do in my editorial capacity is to take
horses for courses and match some of the better titles with
deserving pieces of writing they seem to fit in with. The rest, the
bran and chaff, can then be tossed into the general lists to fight
for themselves.

 

   One or two of the mooted titles are really very
good. Not as good as Moistening Muriel but still deserving
of a more prominent place in the collection. I like Parting the
Red Sea, for example. It’s witty, it’s sacrilegious, it’s
graphic, it brings a variety of faiths together and it’s feminine
in orientation, not simply a spin-off from male slang. It’s the
sort of thing I was hoping for.

 

    For a different reason, I also like
Knicker Knocker Glory. OK, so it’s a bit contrived, but
that’s wanking for you anyway– almost by definition. And it avoids
the standard formulas; adapts from its core phrase in a really
witty way; draws in yet another (glory hole) and still manages to
suggest something of the intensity and joy of masturbation that’s
missing from many of the other efforts.

 

   It would also happen to make the perfect heading
for my favourite fantasy so far. Its given title is Making
Soup, which is interesting, but a bit too allusive - a bit too
intellectual even - for the story of two dykes (one femme one
butcher) who literally bump into each other on a crowded tube.
Then, during a protracted, possibly Freudian-inspired, breakdown of
train in tunnel, the butch girl contrives to knock at the other’s
knickers with her own frontpiece, and the narrator responds to
this, silently yet ecstatically grinding her greasy groin back
against the incoming locomotive bumps until they each loose their
fateful lightening and their evening dews and damps onto the
gussetty bits of the other with their faces, bodies and groins
still pressed together in the rush hour melee and glory glory
hallelujah sounding in their hearts. 

 

   That’s very sexy and it’s the only one to come in
which had me take the devil’s handshake as soon as I read it (all
the time imagining the same thing happening to Sam). Lesbian sex,
found and free-standing on the London Underground. I like it. 
I particularly like the way in which the narrator staggers
weak-kneed off the train at the end of her journey clutching a
crumpled piece of paper, a phone number, in her damp and sticky
hand, only to discover that the ink has melted indecipherably in
the sweat of orgasm.  For some reason I find her sudden dismay
at the realisation that she’s lost the girl for good particularly
exciting. I really wish Sam had some stories like this to tell. In
fact, I think she probably has, but she’s just too stubborn to tell
them.

 

   Because at the end of the day that’s what’s wrong
with the majority of women. Yes, they want to be excited
themselves. And to a certain degree they know what will excite
them. They certainly have strong ideas about what they want from
their partners. But when it comes to men, they either have no idea
what we really want or, if they do know, have no intention of
providing it.

 

   They expect fulfillment as of right and yet in all
the years I’ve known Sam (who I suppose is the ‘they’ I’m referring
to) what has she given me besides bog-standard sex? What
concessions have there been?  What actual movement has she
made towards doing or even saying the things she knows I want her
to?

 

   Next to none at best and in most of the areas that
matter none at all.

 

   I suppose I have to acknowledge that she gave me
the makings of Making Muff Milk for this Muriel
project. Well thank you my little help-meet. But just look at what
needed doing to it.  And never once has she said anything
about anything real. Shadows of shadows and hints of hints followed
by retractions and denials are all I ever get. Leaving me to
imagine it all; make some sort of sense of the semi-suggestions, so
I can fill in the detail for myself.  It’s all so
unsatisfactory and so unnecessary. And that’s so, so, so bloody
typical.

 

   And it stands to reason that Sam’s not the only one
that’s typical. Take these Muriel fantasists for a start.
From a male point of view there can’t be more than half a dozen
that are even half-erotic and of them Making Soup is the
only one to really get me going.  And it’s also the only
lesbian one among the whole lot, which is statistically implausible
as well as a bit of a disappointment considering the numbers of
attack dummies and doggie doers that did feel they had something to
write home about. 

 

   In fact, when I think about it, this could well
turn out to be a major problem with regards to any potential
readership Muriel might have. Because, let’s face it, men
are going to want something to redress the balance away from these
sensitive, empathetic expositions of male-female emotional and
physical bonding. I suppose I’ll have to see what else comes in
over the next few weeks, but pretty shortly I’m going to have to be
a bit more up-front in trying to rope in a raunchy mare or
two.  Chat lines are meant to be a good way of lassoing the
loose ones so I may well have to go ride a spell in that rodeo.

 

March 19th

   The last three weeks of chatlining and cyberdating
have been a real eye-opener. I’ve downloaded (which is le mot
juste for it) plenty of filthy fantasies from all sorts of
wankettes who go in for face-to-face confession without having to
lose face by talking to a face, and I’ll definitely be using a lot
of these in Muriel to firm up some of the more flaccid stuff that’s
still coming in. In fact some of the lines I’ve been fed on line
are so excessive that I’m revising my idea that men are the most
natural bottom feeders (though there’s still that lurking
suspicion the better conversations I’ve had have been with sicko
blokes pretending to be women).

 

   But all this is as nothing to what I discovered
this morning. I was going back through the browsing history on the
computer to try and remember the name of the bisexual-women-only
discussion forum I’d been on a few days before (talking to two
ladies calling themselves Twinset and Luscious who were having a
bit of an extra-marital liaison), when I noticed dozens of listings
for a site called divanation.com that I knew I’d never been to.
When I clicked the link I was signed in automatically as Sammos by
the password memory function. And there it was in front of me, the
motherload: a member profile for a femme-to-femme contact group and
a chatroom conversation log with a sackfull of saved interchanges
going back six weeks or so. Quite a lot of the conversations were
friendly but non-productive soundings out and sizings up, but for
the last month or so they almost all featured Sammos and one
calling herself Ladyfingers.

 

   I’ve copied all of it. I don’t want any more
denials. Some of the exchanges are heartstopping.

 

Extract One February
23rd

 

Sam:
           
What do I like about being with a woman? Oh God, can I remember
so far back? The tenderness I suppose. The girly cuddles and the
softness. And the wetness too sometimes (blush).

 

Lady:
           
How long has it been?

 

Sam:
           
Too long. Not since I’ve been married really. I’ve had the
opportunity but I’ve been restraining myself. It’s not always been
easy.

 

Lady:
           
Why restrain yourself then?

 

Sam:  The usual reasons I suppose for
a married woman with responsibilities.

 


Lady:           
Why are you on here now then?

 

Sam:
           
I don’t know I’ve been asking myself that.

 


Lady:           
So why shouldn’t I just move on to someone with a bit more to
offer than a mild case of bi-curiosity?

 


Sam:           
I’m not curious. Believe me, I’m way past being
curious.

 


Lady:           
Bi-nostalgia then. Either way I haven’t got time to waste. I’m
only here to make connections that start off at least with a chance
of going somewhere.

 

Sam:
           
There was someone more recently. About five years ago
now.

 

Lady:
           
What was she name?

 


Sam:           
Franny.

 

Lady:
           
  So what happened?

 


Sam:           
I met her in a club when I was out with friends. We went out
quite a few times and we’d talk and hold hands and kiss but that’s
as far as it went really.

 


Lady:           
And was she a dyke?

 


Sam:           
Yes

 


Lady:           
Let me guess, she broke it off because you weren’t willing to
commit.

 


Sam:           
I was the one who finished it. Franny was quite keen I
think.

 


Lady:           
You’re not exactly selling yourself as a viable prospect with a
story like that you know.

 


Sam:           
I’m not exactly trying to sell myself. I’m trying to be
truthful. I really did want things to develop physically with
Franny but things between us got quite intense emotionally and I
couldn’t risk the consequences of that on the rest of my life so I
did what I thought was the right thing and pulled away before it
got too complicated.

 


Lady:           
So has anything changed since then or are you just here window
shopping?

 


Sam:           
Well some things haven’t changed. I still have commitments that
are my main priority. I have two kids both under ten.

 


Lady:           
I’m not looking for a commitment myself. What I’m asking you is
whether anything’s made you change your mind about doing more than
holding hands and kissing or whether I should wish you well and
look elsewhere?

 


Sam:           
I think I’ve changed my mind on that one.

 


Lady:           
Are you going to tell me why?

 


Sam:           
Well the main reason is just that it’s been getting more
difficult to resist and that sites like this make it easier to find
what you’re looking for but if you were to ask me why now then I
suppose it’s because I found out recently that my husband fucked
some little slut he’s been working with.

 


Lady:           
And now you’re out for revenge.

 

Sam:
           
I hope it’s not that. He wouldn’t see it as revenge anyway
because he’s always been obsessed by the idea of me going with a
woman. He brings it up at every opportunity, wanting me to do it
and tell him about everything that goes on in bed.

 


Lady:           
I’m not sure I’d be comfortable with that. Been
there, done it, got the fucking t-shirt and don’t want to do
it again.

 

Sam: No, I agree with you. That’s not what
I’m saying. That’s another reason I’ve never done anything about it
even though I’ve got carte-blanche and all that. I didn’t want him
taking possession of a side of me that has nothing to do with him
or with men in general and turning it into something titillating to
pore over. I believe in honesty in marriage so I thought it was
better to do nothing than have to put up with the constant
questioning. But now his deception has come to light I think that
the best way I can punish him for that is to find a woman I like
and just not tell him about it.

 

Lady:
           
Now that sounds much more comfortable hahaha

 

Sam:
           
Well, abstinence isn’t getting any easier. Sometimes I ache for
the touch of a woman. And the kiss + everything that follows. I
thought that like this it might be possible to establish some
ground rules. Like I said, I don’t want to leave Cy (husband) but I
do want some of this NSA fun that people on here seem to be looking
for. Did you like my picture? I really liked yours, you bad girl.
Do you have a permanent partner?

 

Lady:
           
Yes very much so and yes I do. We’ve been together for 4 years
and she wouldn’t like me doing this at all. But like you say, I’m a
bad girl. And I’m looking for another bad girl. One who looks
something like you in fact. Tall, dark and curvy really does it for
me. So a married bisexual TDC babe who doesn’t want complications
and lives in London is just about perfect.

 


Sam:           
Good

 


Lady:           
So how would you feel about meeting up in town for a drink next
week to see how we get on?

 

Sam: I think that sounds perfect.

 

Extract 2 March 1st 

 

Lady:
           
So, are we still on for the 7th? No changes of mind
since sucking my face off in that cubicle? I certainly hope
not.

 


Sam:           
No, none. I’ve actually reserved a room for us at The Savoy
already. I thought after twelve years I might as well go down in
style so to speak. We can meet up at Charing X after work again,
maybe have a drink in the American Bar and go on from there
whenever you feel like it

 


Lady:           
Feel like it? I can’t stop thinking about it. Look fuck the
American Bar, I’ll bring a couple of bottles of Fizz to take up to
the room. Then if you’re not too shaky after I’ve burst open the
dam you’ve had building up all these years I’ll take you down to
the bar for an airing later on. Or maybe not. Maybe I’ll just keep
you handcuffed to the bed.

 


Sam:           
Oooohh, promises, promises. I love it when you take the
lead.

 


Lady:           
You can count on that sweetheart. In fact I might even bring a
lead to walk you round the room on your hands and knees like my
bitch.

 


Sam:           
Oh my goodness, I don’t know what to say to that suggestion,
except possibly woof, woof, woof.

 


Lady:           
So you’ve squared it at home then?

 


Sam:           
Yes, I’ve told you it’s no problem. And have you let Jane know
that you’re spending the night with a much taller, bigger breasted
sex bomb from across the river?

 


Lady:           
You really are going for that bitch collar aren’t you?

 


Sam:           
No I’m a pussy cat really. It was just a joke. I’m not telling
Cy and you’re not telling Jane which has a nice symmetry about it.
We’re both bits on the side.

 


Lady:           
I’m not sure where Jane and I are going but I’m not ready to
break up with her and that’s what would happen if she knew that I
want to suck your nipples till they bleed.

 


Sam:           
Mmmmmmm. I want that too, though I’d sooner settle for raw, if
it’s all the same to you.

 


Lady:           
Actually you know, if it’s easier I really don’t mind if you
tell your bloke. It’s not as if he’d be watching or anything which
was the scene I got into with an ex-boyfriend before I came
out.

 

Sam:
           
No, like I said, I’ve told him I’m on a course. You don’t know
what it’d mean to tell him. I’d never hear the last of it. Did you
do this? Did you feel that? How big was it? Could you get your
whole hand in? What noises did she make? It’s too much pressure and
I couldn’t stand it. Anyway, his punishment is not knowing. And
that’s the best thing for him in the long run.  It would make
him too restless. For all of his talk he’s more vulnerable than he
thinks. Anyway, why would I tell him I’m hoping you’re going to
make me cum more than I have in a decade? Despite what he thinks,
it’d only depress him to know that.

 

Extract 3 March 13th

 


Lady:           
We must get away again soon. I don’t think I could bear the
idea of not getting together again. You know that I’m wide open for
you don’t you?

 


Sam:           
I know. I feel the same. Walking away on Saturday felt so
awful. It was all I could do not to run back to you, and kiss you
one more time. How can this have happened? I didn’t want this to
happen. I thought we’d planned it so that it wouldn’t.

 


Lady:           
Maybe you need a woman more than you admit to yourself and it
had nothing to do with me. Maybe any available muff would have made
you feel the same. Just like it did with your Franny. Maybe your
mind as well as your body is trying to tell you that you’re a
screaming dyke.

 

Sam:
           
No, it was you, truly it was. I did feel a lot for Franny, but
she never made me feel like you did otherwise I’d never have been
able to resist her. My God, I tremble every time I think about it.
I never knew anything like that was possible. You kept me on fire
for hour after hour after hour. You should give classes. The whole
of my womb was literally throbbing at the end. I kept thinking I
couldn’t take anymore and then it turned out that I could. I’m
ashamed to think of what I said, but I meant it. I’ll be your
bitchslut if that’s what you want. I only wish I could do the same
back to you. But you can teach me I’m a good learner.

 


Lady:           
Oh you have nothing to apologise for, not one little thing. I
can’t tell you on this how much I want you at this moment. I’ve
scarcely been able to look Jane in the face since I got back. Sod’s
law I suppose. I suppose if I’m honest she was never really my type
physically since day 1. Whereas you: OMG I can still taste you and
that makes me feel hungry for you.

 

Sam:
           
Yes, I do know. And it’s the same with Cy. Don’t get me wrong
he’s a good lover, very good actually, but I’ve always been the one
saying what and when in that way and it wasn’t until you had me at
your mercy so to speak that I realized how wonderful it was to
simply surrender control and be used like that. The minute you
pushed me down onto that bed was like an atomic bomb going off in
my head (as well as elsewhere). I’m going to have to think all this
through yet again. It’s not only that he could never, ever, bring
me off with his hard nipple like you can its more that the sexual
connection and intimacy was so intense because the emotional
crossover was so intense as well with the one feeding off the
other. So that’s one thing and then there’s the most important
factor.

 


Lady:           
What’s that?

 


Sam:           
Well it turns out I really fancy blonde chicks.

 


Lady:           
God I’m so going to spank your arse when I see you.

 


Sam:           
Yes ma’am; thank you ma’am; anything you like ma’am (smiles
& curtseys)

 

Wow! What a revelation. What a confirmation. At long last. Thank
God.

 

﻿










Chapter 14 A
thing to thank God on


   Falstaff:  Go you thing go!

Hostess: Say, what thing, what thing?

Falstaff:  Why a thing to thank God on.

Hostess: I am no thing to thank God on, I would thou
shoulds’t know it, I am


             
an honest man’s wife, and setting thy knighthood aside, thou art
a


             
knave to call me so.

Falstaff:  Setting thy womanhood aside, thou art a
beast to say otherwise.

Hostess: Say, what beast, thou knave thou?

Falstaff:  What beast? Why an otter.

Prince:   An otter, Sir John? Why an
otter?

Falstaff: Why? She’s neither fish nor flesh, a man knows not
where to have


            
her.

Hostess: Thou art an unjust man in saying so, thou or any
man knows where


             
to have me, thou knave, thou.

 

   Here begins my catechism.

 

   Give any man his just deserts, give him credit
where credit’s due, and you’ll find that he knows how to have
you.  You’ll find that knowing what to do with his prick is
the one thing that pricks him on. Look back an era or two and
you’ll even discover that there were once men who were renowned for
this very understanding. Celebrated in city and in song for
fighting, fornicating and fucking the consequences. Men who durst
do it whenever they felt like it, who’d screw you to the dicking
post as soon as look at you; men with names like Ladd the Impaler,
Mingekiss Can, Owen Cuntsplitter and Shaggamemsbum. Heroes who
bestrode this little O on the look out for opportunities to deploy
the big one, great and replete men with huge horned helmets and
thick-helved choppers, predestined for a heaven offering a safe
haven for meat-fed masculinity. Vigorous, energetic, magnanimous
men, sanctified for being rapists after a life of rapacity;
butchers after a life of butchery. Like eagles in hen runs and
battering rams at gates, when it came to women these were blokes
who knew where they stood. And where they stood was upright and
erect, stiff with perceived manhood. The thing itself.

 

   But the bold bawdrie and open manslaughter of the
old lays of bygone days celebrate butch behaviour long since
unavailable to us. In this less heroic age, who can say how little
of the testosterone currently pumping its way through the hairy
bodies of the great and the good will eventually come to deepen the
voice of the choir eternal? Who can say with certainty which of the
current round of chappish contenders for a place among the bass and
baritone sections of the celestial syncopators will make it through
the audition, the preliminary sifting of talents?  

 

   Nelson Mandella perhaps? O.K.; I’ll grant you
Nelson. The Pope? Well, yes, to stretch a point, let’s say that the
supreme pontif just edges it. Lets agree that the Vicar of Christ
probably earns a place in the back row well away from the younger
choristers. No doubt they’d put him in alongside the Deli Lama and
the artist formerly known as Cat Stephens, each one of them no
doubt having a few initial difficulties with the thrillingly theist
hymns which the elect tend to use to worship the god of gods in
these egalitarian times, but starting to pick up the words. And at
least they’re there. At least they got the gig.

 

   But who else? Just try to make a list and see how
far you get. Not very far I wager. In fact, I’d bet that a group of
even the blokiest blokes, doing some male bonding down at the pub
couldn’t come up with a suggestion that they’d all agree on. Even
if they were actively trying to put together their composite
all-male, world-eleven, heaven dream-team for entry to the fantasy
sanctification league. Even in such heavily pro-male,
macho-manipulated circumstances, my money says that the guys would
scarcely come up with a single contender for eschatological
elevation that someone else there wouldn’t want to consign to the
eternal fires of hell for one laddish reason or another.

 

   Well what about Cliff Richard then? What’s wrong
with him? He’s never had sex for Christ’s sake.

 

   Exactly. And there’s all those songs to answer
for. I’d imagine that the deity can’t wait to give him a good slap
in the face just for singing at Wimbledon back in the day. 
Oh, so you like getting down do you my old son? Well before you go,
take this down with you – whack.

 

   There’s Archbishop Desmond Tutu I suppose, but
then again he’s not only named after a ballet dancer’s dress but he
talks like a big girl as well.

 

   Yer, quite. In some ways you know, I’d like to
put my dad on the team. He’s a good bloke. He worked hard all his
life. He looked after us all. He was generous, self-sacrificing,
considerate. Never drank or smoked in his life.  A great
husband. And look at how he’s looking after my mum since her
stroke. I tell you he’s a working-class saint my dad.

 

   True, I’ve always liked your dad. But don’t
forget how he made you have your hair cut when you were fourteen.
And there’s that stash of moderately disgusting porno mags. Not to
mention the fact that he’s prejudiced against the Welsh
boyo.

 

   Right enough I suppose – sorry dad. What about
Bobby Charlton then?

 

   Do me a favour. Have you ever seen an angel
with a bad combover?

 

   There’s those TV evangelist types, you know
Billy Graham’s brood. Would any of them fit in on the left
wing?

 

   You’ve got to be joking haven’t you? You might
as well elevate Rupert Murdoch to the immediate right hand of God.
Behaviour-wise, these people are on about the same scale as child
molesters and zero tolerance politicians.

 

   Hey I’ve got an idea. Suppose we went for
something generic. The AA man for example.

 

   Dave, have you ever in all your life met one
who did anything more useful than change a spark plug? I had one
out the other day who towed me to a garage for what turned out to
be a flat battery. An Absolute Arsehole man more like.

 

   And on and on it would go, from Amerigo Vespucci to
King Zog the First (culpable for naming America and
for being an Albanian respectively).

 

   And that’s just men talking about men. What do you
suppose a group of women would come up with?  Apart from the
possibility of a collective decision to elect a chap for the shape
of his arse or the prominence of his cheekbones (in which case the
afterlife would be stuffed full of archangels named Brad and
seraphim operating under the name of Robbie and Stuart), a fellow
would get better odds on each and every one of them agreeing to
come back to his place for a night of no-strings attached-group-sex
motivated by rampant penis worship than of them deeming any man
alive sufficiently unsullied to have actually earned his
place in heaven.

 

   Though it sometimes does the male heart good to
whine about the injustice, there’s little to be gained from
exposing the all-too-common irony that it’s now become de
rigeur for women of insight to have the clearest possible
insight into just how totally crap men are.

 

   Advertisements, films, magazines, especially
magazines, have all beckoned the new cultural stereotype with a
lover’s longing. Out has gone the eyelash fluttering domestic
schemer, the empty headed office sweetheart and the harpy from
Hendon so beloved of our aged rellies, and in has come the total
tosser. Perm any three or four or even, for more sophisticated
audiences,  five, from: emotionally redundant; sexually
avaricious, dishonest, sexually maladroit, sexually disappointing,
sexually  obsessed, boorish, boring, congenitally juvenile,
insensitive,  coarse, crude, pompous, opinionated, tedious,
ratfink bastard and you have the stuff of any number of sitcom
scenarios, talk show formats, media disclosures, audience-as-jury
fests and sexually politicised articles.

 

   20 reasons why men are scum sucking vermin: Our
readers’ poll.

 

   Lets face it: there’s nothing original to be said
here.  This is the weltanstauung; the stock-in-tirade
of every stand-up comedienne’s oldest and most tawdry material.
Hand-me-down stuff that’ll get a laugh on a Wednesday night on the
pub & club circuit, but so old-hat now, so well understood as
true by everyone, male and female alike, that you wouldn’t really
want to put it into your pre-Edinburgh try-out routine for fear of
inducing a practiced yawn in the audience and only fringe
engagements at the festival itself.

 

   Question: What’s the difference between a man
and a washing machine?

   Answer: You can sometimes come sitting
on a washing machine.

 

   Oh dear, Oh lord.

 

   But, let’s face it, however sick men are of
finishing outside the medals in the race for rectitude (with gays
sometimes sneaking a token bronze for being in touch with their
feminine side and for dressing well), in the gender stakes we are
all modishly anti-male. Yes we are. Like it or lump it, men, so
long winners, are now sinners.

 

   Yes, they are sinners ladies and gentlemen. Men are
strutting sex-obsessed chancers; emotionally illiterate fanny
fanciers whose sartorial equivalent is the posing pouch. And we all
know all of these things; know that there is no getting away from
the basic truth of male perfidy. So much so, in fact, that the only
reasonable option left open to any reasonable man is for him to be
fully aware (and, consequently, to beware) of the bad business of
being a bloke. 

 

   And it is in this guise, with this modus
operandi, that I appear before you now.  It is as a
personage of the male gender, working in the interests of female
public safety and well being, that I ask you, sweet lady readers,
to give your serious consideration to the following piece of
advice. To heed it you must first imagine that you’re out on a
first date with some bloke from somewhere or another. 
Wherever works for you. And you’ve been through all of the getting
to know you routines. You know the questions; the ones you ask to
look deep into each other’s minds.

 

   You’ve discussed your favourite films (yours -
Terms of Endearment; his - Shaft).

 

   You’ve decided which animals you’d like to come
back as (you, a doe, living in a lush meadow, eating grass and
sweet clover secure in the bosom of its extended family; him, a
donkey).

 

   You’ve discussed the books which have had the
greatest impact on your lives (Pride and Prejudice, read
for ‘A’ level – Venereal Disease: A Self-Help Guide to
Treatment, read for information).

 

   You’ve outlined your ideal holiday destinations
(The Seychelles, isles of love, and Deytona, home of the 24 hour
race classic).  

 

   And, perhaps, by now ladies, for, let’s face it,
you are not made of stone, maybe you’re beginning to think that
there might be some future in this relationship, think perhaps that
you have one or two things in common. After all, he’s a film lover,
he reads, he’s kind to animals, enjoys travel – you think perhaps
that you might want to see the boy again sometime, possibly take
him home to meet the family.

 

   Well ladies, if this is the case then my advice to
you, my most considered advice offered in all candour as a male who
knows men but has your best interests at heart at this potentially
life-defining moment, is that you should wait. Yes ladies, my
advice at this stage is that you take the time it takes to ask and
evaluate his response to at least one more ‘getting to know you’
question, before you commit yourself. Get the one piece of
information that will help you decide whether this man is indeed
suitable to be allowed into your life. Whether, in fact, he can or
can not be trusted with the delicate sensitive sensible flower that
is your ever-beating, over-trusting heart.

 

   And the question ladies, the all important,
all-divining interrogative for you to pose at this point in your
burgeoning relationship is quite simply: how do you rate your
penis?

 

   Now, Constance reader, there are various ways of
putting this poser to your prospective playmate but the fact is
that, whatever type of a man it is you’re looking for, the
information you need to decide whether the goomer sitting across
from you is indeed the real stuff or a get-stuffed resides in his
response to any enquiry that seeks to ascertain his attitude
towards his old feller.

 

   Yes, dearest distaffs, with a profundity you might
never imagine attaching itself to your own genital arrangements,
the tuning fork; the divining rod; the cast-iron key to the
polyglot obscurities of the male character; the absolute Rosetta
stone decoding masculine incomprehensibility to the female heart
will all be revealed when you encourage your bloke to pontificate
about his pork sword. So my advice is that you either pop the penis
question straight up as I’ve suggested, or else introduce the topic
more tangentially as an acceptable item of discourse across the
dinner table (as in Now then Nigel I’d like us to discuss your
dick; or converse about your cock; or get to know
about your knob or chat about your chopper).
 Whichever way you go, you’ll not be disappointed. In fact you
might well want to get yourself a Dictaphone so you can run it all
back again later and maybe jot down a few notes.

 

   Because as I say, the range of response will be as
varied as the character of man himself, encompassing the full gamut
of male mores from p to s. And of course the credit you give to his
comebacks will depend to a certain extent on your taste in men; but
it is still true to say that the answers you get will tell you all
you need to know to make a decision about him. Some of these
character-defining retorts can be considered to be clear as crystal
even to virgins new to the mating game.  When, for example, a
gentleman makes the universally acknowledged gesture signifying an
erection and accompanies it with the remark I’ve never ‘ad any
complaints if you know what I mean darlin’ you can be certain
that he is either confident, centred and sexually competent or else
coarse, boorish, insensitive and sexually complacent (depending on
your politics).

 

   Other answers may require a more subtle reading but
are still there to be read.  An elusive quip such as
there’s not that much to talk about may, for instance,
reveal a man who is wittily self-effacing and shyly (or might that
be slyly?) humorous with a balanced outlook on life. Or of course
it could indicate an honest man with a two-ounce tool. And while
you might feel that the latter interpretation would require further
investigation prior to asking him back for coffee, the point
remains that men are routinely revealed by the way in which they
represent their rod to others.

 

   So if I consider my penis to be: bigger than
most; about average; best seen in the flesh; throbbing at the
thought of you; capable of inflicting great damage; as long as a
leprechorn’s leg; purple, veiny and dog-legged to the right; my
best friend since my mother died; pretty fucking enormous; covered
in spots; as sweet and hard as Bridlington rock, I am in other
words revealing myself as: a twat; a gutless twat; an
opportunist; a smarmy twat; a member of the armed forces; given to
whimsy; giving more information than required; a sad wanker; a
lying cunt; a dirty cunt or a stupid twat respectively. All
you have to do is learn how to read the signs.

 

   Because let’s face it, men are fundamentally
shallow. And although many try to cover up this surfeit of surface
with layer upon layer of culture and conditioning, cant and
courtesy - these borrowed clothes of polite society - the surest
way to see right through to their naked flesh with its purple,
pulsing, priapic mark of Cain is to have them talk of their
favourite five square inch of skin. Yes men are obsessed with their
willies and in that they show how deeply, deeply, deeply depressing
it is to be male.

 

   Can you imagine a woman –any woman – asked the same
question answering in the same way? Could you conceive of a
conversation in which a tremulous male suitor quizzes his would-be
lover regarding her attitude towards her primary organ of
reproduction and for him to meet the reply that it’s as tight
as a mouse’s ear’ole darlin? No: because women tend not to
boast or even talk metaphorically about their vaginas. Yes; you
might come across straight-talkin’ gals who’d speak of their twats
and cunts, or modern misses who’d deploy simple similes such as
pussy or muff when referring to their holy of holies - but you
simply never meet a girl who says holy of holies, or cavern of
delight, or who refers to her musk machine, her flesh furrow. her
cunnicauldron or, for that matter, to her mons veneris.
That’s bloke stuff, and let us take this opportunity, boys and
girls alike, to understand how pathetic this makes we blokes.

 

   For, as your average cultural anthropologist will
tell you (especially if he’s a chap), women are the nurturing sex
as opposed to the tool-making sex. And just look at all the
advantages this gives them. They are capable of loving
relationships. They produce children to whom they devote their
lives, and in return receive the ultimate human benediction of
unconditional love, the love that flesh owes to flesh. They revel
in the quality, fecundity, emotional intensity and self-sacrificing
integrity of human relationships.  Like whales they may breath
the same air as other mammals – such as dogs and rats and tom cats
- but their emotional medium is the surface highs and intense
depths of the great oceans of feeling that flood our planet. They
are not destined to infest the rank alleyways and sewers of our
cities, sniffing at rubbish bins and swooning over garbage. 
They are not men. And men should remember that (as well as
remembering never to compare them to whales).

 

   Because when it comes right down to the wire, the
twenty-first century not withstanding, men are still and always
must be cavemen. Yes, they are. You’ve seen those cartoons of
cavemen swaggering round in their shaggy skins with a great big
club in their hands and knobbing on their minds. Just think of all
those representations of early homo-erection fondly fondling his
club as he ogles some Betty Rubble type in skimpy furs and fuck-me
bones. Then connect this representation of men to its subtext of
sexual conquest and machismo posturing; think forced fucking and
think penis substitute and you have the knob/power pairing that
women have been at such pains to bring to everyone’s attention for
the last fifty years. Club, spear, lance, sword, musket, magnum,
rifle, exocet missile; poking, prodding, protruding, pulsating,
primeval prick. Clubbing and knobbing. What a great title
for a book about men down the ages – Clubbing and knobbing:
male motivation from cro magnum man to Peter Stringfellow: man
alive, there’s one for the future.

 

   And that, in a nut-shell ladies. is why men don’t
have the sensitivity, the basic card-carrying compassion that women
have. They are men and, if they swing your way, they would rather
fuck you than befriend you. They might pretend to befriend you in
an effort to fuck you, but there’s nothing, nothing; no lie, no
beguiling finesse, no piece of self-deception or sophistry, no
strategic campaign they won’t wage in pursuit of a shag. And that’s
what every woman knows about men, even those who like them for it.
Everything springs from the prick, for good or ill. They are
genitally aggressive and so they are generally aggressive; they
cause wars, they beat women, they are moral, social and cultural
imperialists because they want to knob and club everything into
total submission. As a gender, ladies and gentlemen, they will not
be satisfied until everything – EVERYTHING – is well and truly
fucked, gasping, palpitating and quivering just this side of
consciousness with its brains addled, its tongue lolling over its
cheek and its genital juices streaming down its thighs in hithertoo
unexperienced quantities.

 

   This is what women have been telling us since the
first bloom of the baby boom. Every decent liberal idea; every
faltering footstep humanity has made away from the bull ring and
the cock fight; every crack in the columns of racism, torture,
corporate rapacity, war-mongering, intolerance, sexism and greed
which held up the last and most chauvinistic of centuries, came
about because of the emergence of female values onto the world
stage. Sensitivity, compassion, tolerance, understanding and
forbearance have won the argument and won us all over.

 

   In personal relationships who would now claim to be
a man as opposed to a new man and ever hope to get laid? Men
defining themselves as woman are everywhere. You are reading one
now. Rather than caveman he becomes cave husband, scouring off the
dodo droppings from the genuine hand-crafted stone patio with an
abrasive piece of dried mastodon hide while he looks longingly at
his old club resting against the mammoth-leg-umbrella-stand over by
the cave door. Today, it’s not knobbing and clubbing that sounds
the keynote for our times but respecting and loving. In terms of
popular cartoon culture we have become the heart drawn on a
valentine’s card alongside the whimsical mass-produced message:
I love you just the way you are.

 

   Because that’s what we are all supposed to do today
is it not ladies and gentlemen alike? As one vile thousand years of
hate-male closes and another, more fragrant love letter to the idea
of a perfect future opens, let us remind ourselves that the
overpowering odour of the times is not that of the rank
testosterone sweat of battle or the flatulent stench of caveman
copulations but of warm women and suckling babies. This is the
perfume of the new century and it is the aroma of human
kindness.  It permeates our culture. It is accompanied by the
soporific sounds of contented nuzzling and expressions of fond
forgiveness for aching nipples.  Of compassionately murmured
understanding and maternal hopes and fears expressed for the future
of the race. So that everywhere we hear the bosom-buddy backslap of
conciliation and repentance. These are the sensory glues which bond
the brotherhood of man as he begins to learn some of the lessons of
the twentieth century fuck club. And these are the lessons that
cause the leaders of our nations to line up with every simulation
of sincerity to say sorry for the sins of the past. 

 

   So much so, that for an intelligent man to hate
today is to admit his failure to develop with the times; his
failure of imagination and his lack of relationship with cultural
relativity. It is no longer man’s lot as it was of yore to hate the
war-mongering hun, the drunken Dutchman, the foot-binding Chinese
nor even the clitoris clipping Iranian. For whatever they do or
did, whatever sins they commit, like hungry babies crying in the
night, they do not in the name of evil or malice but because they
have been conditioned or bamboozled into behaving that way since
sperm first collided with egg. And they know not what they
do.  Tradition is our guide.  Theirs may not be like ours
and we may even hope it might change, mature, be open to reason and
careful nurturing. Yet still, the bottom line is that when they
show us theirs, let us into the secrets, for example, of Australian
mating rituals, our civilised reaction must not be to despise them,
laugh at them or stamp on them because they are shockingly
different to our own. Because now we know that however
counter-intuitive it might seem, all cultures, including that of
the French, are equal in value and validity to all others.

 

   And even among individuals, these compassionate
feelings, these women’s urges, have taken us all a lifetime away
from the club scene. Except in the most specialist of clubs (and
then only among the mutually consenting); the whip, the branding
iron, the thumb-screw and the two-handed chopper have given way to
the concept of rehabilitation, the parole board, the counselling
session, the open prison and the conjugal visit. So much so, that
even the criminals everyone agrees to be the genuine article, the
out and out monsters, are accorded the full weight of our
ministering concern. Knock about educated circles at least and
you’ll find hardly anyone who simply deserves a good kicking
anymore. Is he mad or is he bad? we ask ourselves of the
mass murderer. Is society to blame? we think as we read
about the escalation of burglary in The Guardian. Is
this the result of long term, market-driven, government disregard
for the plight of the urban poor?  we wonder as we hear
about the huge increases in joy riding, knife-wielding, purse
snatching and granny dancing among the young.  Even among the
traditional thrashing classes, gone are the days when the public
houses, market squares and debating chambers of this fair land
would resound to the cries of: bring back the birch;
throw away the key; hanging’s too good for him; flay
‘em alive; castrate the bastards; cut their balls
off and feed them to the dogs; give them a taste of the cat;
chop their legs off; chop their hands off;
pull their tongues out with red hot pliers; give him a
dose of his own medicine and let’s have him hung, drawn
and quartered – who the ‘ell does he think he is coming ‘round ‘ere
parking his car outside my gate? 

 

   Heard no more. That time has gone and people who
espouse such views air them behind closed doors. And why? Because
today we are all rightly aware that to condemn anyone in a manner
that fails to take account of their socialisation, their cultural
conditioning or their economic and historical context is a fascist,
essentially male, trait that has its ruth-less roots in
the knob club. Rape, genocide, imperialism, football hooliganism,
The Daily Telegraph, and all the ills that have held us
down, kept us back and made us mad is man stuff. Everything that
has oppressed mankind and especially female kind down the millennia
is man made; and man delights not us as once he did. Our collective
gorges rise at him ladies and gentlemen.

 

MAN IS THE OPPRESSOR OF WOMEN.

He bares the fist that hits the wife

who wears the veil that defines the life

which cleans the house and keeps the peace (such as it can be
kept);

so that babies are born with a chance to be warm

without weeping and bawling, fighting and brawling,

and a chance to grow up in a world that less fettered,

that might just be bettered

by the very next litter

with hope for the future

who, given a break,

can avoid the mistake

that their mothers made in going to dwell

in that living hell

with that lifelong smell,

that day on day guilt,

like gathering silt,

in the house that Jack built.

 

This is the zeitgeist and it unites all women on the
planet. Culture, education, moral worth, or any superficial
differences between, say, a blubber-chewing, Nome-dwelling, Inuit
mother of five and the late Mother Teresa aside, they are all
sisters under the skin, all united in the biology of compassion and
in enduring the social oppression of men.

 

   Here again we see the great shift towards
commonality and understanding. Not only are all cultures and
individuals worthy of sensitive consideration and nurturing care,
but so are all women seen as a group. Who in their politically
correct right mind in this day and age would dare to speak out
against anything with women in its title as not having intrinsic
merit, as not being worthy of everyone’s attention, as not being
somehow linked to the common good.  Women’s groups; women’s
collectives; women’s publishing houses (publishing titles such as
Women and the Concept of Womanhood: A collection of essays by
women on female identity); women-only taxi companies run by
and for women; Women’s Studies and women’s sandwich bars and
restaurants featuring women serving woman sized portions to a
phallically challenged clientelle (sic).

 

   And this is all good, all good. So good in fact,
ladies and gentlemen, that the very clear irony which has been seen
by many men and women for many a while, but accepted as part of the
inevitable and necessary drive to make men more like women, is that
individual men might be set in their social context, large groups
of men might be seen as driven by cultural practices outside of
their control, but men in general - as the great difference, the
great metaphorical opposite to and opponent of women - are not
accorded the otherwise universal tolerance that womankind
predicates. And as a consequence of this necessary binary
opposition, men and their pernicious generic tendencies can be and
are openly discussed, ridiculed, belittled and condemned with a
degree of contempt and lack of understanding that would never be
allowed for any other group or individual known to woman. And this
is not bad, this is not phallocentric chauvenism at its worst,
because, collectively, man as an idea does not qualify for the
forgiveness symbolised by the redemptive menstrual outpouring of
female blood.  This is because MEN ARE SATAN, and His works
must be exposed and exorcised from our lives if we are to achieve
the female collective of heaven on earth.

 

    And in this, ladies and gentlemen, lies the
great paradox of our tolerant age. It lies in nothing less than the
militant inversion of the logocentric power-play of patriarchy in
the name of matriarchal values. Blessed have become the
quiltmakers, the home makers and the cake bakers for they exemplify
the beatitudinous might of the weaker, meeker sex and will inherit
the lot. Whatever the worth of an individual man, men are the
antichrist and must be overthrown. As a culture we are engaged in a
psychomachia; a spiritual and allegorical war against the
quintessence of man. The denizens of the City of God are now women,
no longer the metaphor of evil, the whores of Babylon, but the
metaphysical inhabitants of the empire of the just. And, as any
right thinking person on their way home from the Coliseum or back
from the football would agree, not before time.

 

   You can turn this to a mantra - a great universal
truism as applicable down the patriarchal ages as to the
testosterone-fuelled, planet-fucking, last-gasping, posing-pouch
power-mongering that goes on all over the world today.  It’s a
mantra for all sisters and those brothers on the sister continuum
to understand, however rudimentary their English: TWO LEGS GOOD
THREE LEGS BAD. 

 

   I think that you can agree ladies and gentlemen
that, setting aside the nicer scruples of a few pet owners with
amputee quadrupeds, this is a maxim to enlighten many and offend no
one of any consequence.

 

Two legs good, three legs bad,

Whatever there’s to blame,

The penis is your lad;

It is the mark of Cain

(though Abel had one too);

Evil’s only root,

There’s nothing it can’t screw

That leg without a foot –

Just let it enter you

And you’re absolutely fucked.

 

 

 

 

   Or so you might think. As many do so think. But are
you certain? Just let’s all think about it again.

 

   How likely is it that the regenerative organ of
half of person-kind can lead to nothing but bad stuff?

 

   Granted the willy is the metaphor of all maleness;
the cross-cultural symbol screwed on the door of the universal
Gents bog, understood by everyone, even in all probability visiting
Martians (as well as symbologists with a doctorate in stating the
fucking obvious), to represent the penetrating potentiality of
man.  Man in his seminal senior-partner role as cosmic
battering-ram and imperialistic invader of the passive pouch in all
its fructuous capaciousness and receptive quiescence. Man
distinguished and signified at his very root as different by dint
of his predilection for poking, prodding and piercing. Man
essentially, almost quintessentially, defined by his John Thomas as
a creature of conflict.

 

   But even where the big bamboo is granted as the
source and scaffold of all archetypically masculine behaviour, does
it follow that penis-driven conduct is per se all to cock?
Because as we’ve seen ladies and gentlemen that has been the
defining spirit of our time. This is what we have all come to
accept, be it fervently, shruggingly or with the complacency shown
by your average dinosaur towards climate change.

 

   Yet now, as the old era gives way to a new, it is
time to entertain the possibility that the dominant dogma of
the last half of the last century is completely wrong, or at the
least half-wrong, and that far from vaunting females as the
repository of all true value, it is towards men and the essence of
maleness that we should look when seeking an answer to the question
‘where does true goodness reside?’  

 

   It’s a crazy idea I grant you, but just bare with
me on this one for a moment while I run my train of thought through
your tunnel to see if it stays on track.

 

   Because yes, of course, nurturing and all that
loving, family centred stuff is important, otherwise we’d all be
carp or some other kind of pond life.  But the argument I aim
to develop is that when it comes to the really big stuff – to
conceptions of universal harmony and determinations of man’s link
with the numinous - maleness becomes not only the model of all
human goodness but the very key to universal spiritual meaning in
an otherwise meaningless universe. 

 

   The question ladies and gentlemen, the starting
point for theological enquiry based on male mechanisms of desire,
hinges on the following areas of speculation: what if
unfettered, aggressive, sexual desire turns up trumps?
 What if women rather than men, women with their mundane
maundering on home and hearth, have held us all back, women and men
together, since the days when roaming men first set up camp with a
fertile collective of women?  Is it possible that since that
dawn of human time women have unknowingly transmitted an
increasingly pervasive cultural conspiracy that has spread its
spores silently down the ages to perpetuate our illusory fixation
on the petty morality of personal fidelity away from human-kind’s
infinitely greater biological and spiritual destiny in promiscuous
hero-heaven?

 

   To develop this thought we need to begin, as I know
so many men do, with masturbation.

 

   As most women know, men are masturbating machines,
constantly wringing their willies over an enormous number of female
forms ranging from the oscar-winning starlets of LA to the
herpes-ridden harlots of nearer to home. Girls in the workplace;
women on the street; bimbos on the telly; crumpet on the prowl at
night; the slappers down the pub; the totty at the wine bar; the
tarts in the porno mags as well as them next door; floozies
everywhere; young bints, old bags, birds serving in shops or
restaurants; bitches living in student flats three or four
together; naughty out looking for it; provocatively demure damsels
or slutty, slack-arsed dames;  prozzies, lezzies, wenches,
wives  and great big juicy jessies: all of them and every
single one of them,  grist for the handle crankin’, turkey
throttlin’, peg polishin’ world wide wank-mill of male self
abuse.

 

   And yet, as bloated as the figure is  – and it
is big, really quite throbbingly huge – the actual number
of times that skin rubs against selfsame skin as a consequence of
this wankers’ web of women is actually infinitesimal when it’s
compared to the number of sexual thoughts, lets call them erotic
hits, that men experience through their routine, day-to-day
connections with women. Let me try and give you some idea of the
size of this number by saying that it is literally astronomical. We
are talking here the same sort of figures that blokes with massive
telescopes bandy about. We are talking light years and stars in the
universe quantities. Let me tell you ladies and gentlemen that the
word googleplex springs to mind and for all sorts of reasons.

 

   Just think about it. Every time any man
acknowledges any woman in any way a sexual connection registers in
that man’s brain.  For anyone who might doubt this
proposition, just let me take the time to develop the following
reasoned argument in support of my position: oh yes it does, oh
yes it does, oh yes it does.

 

   At one level its something to do with curvature.
With symmetry and S bends and a certain hint of padded roundness.
These shapes compel a response, which, however insignificant, is
always palpable.  This is one of the reasons why football and
rugby are so popular for Christ’s sake. Keep your eye on the
ball they say. What else can we do but look at round things
and curved things? It’s programmed into us. Men can never take
their eye off the ball. Ever! Just take a look at the cups (cups –
uuggh) they give out for winning at these sports. The F.A. cup; the
Champions’ League cup; the claret jug are nothing more than swollen
bosoms and child-bearing hips on pedestals, which is where we want
to put them anyway. Win one of those and it’s like being rewarded
with a silver sex symbol, an abstract model of Marilyn.  I’m
telling you, the Manchester United trophy room is like a 3D
(forty-four triple-D) edition of Playboy, and capable of producing
approximately the same quantities of drool from the male population
in general.

 

   When even inanimate objects work - when egg-timers,
eggs, car bonnets, coke bottles, trout, all sorts of crockery, most
fruit and vegetables (especially pumpkins), pebbles on the beach
and ripples in the sand are enough to induce a low-level sexual
response – imagine the effect of animate, walking, wiggling,
wobbling, waggling women.  Fundamentally, the shape of a grown
woman makes it impossible for any man to register her presence
without also responding to her sexually, as a sexual signifier and
as an active reagent in the sexual chemistry which defines the
nature of his consciousness; part of the element sex.

 

   And so a man drives or walks or is carried on a
stretcher down the street and he connects in some small, or not so
small, sexual way with every post-pubescent female he notices.
 And, as part of the nature of things, every female – even
those that he personally will never masturbate about, think about,
feel attracted to, or regard in any way outside the fleeting rush
of consciousness – contributes to the constant and unremitting
sexual electricity which defines his world.

 

   This is how it works:

 

   All women, some more than others and to varying
degrees throughout their lives, are touched and not infrequently
gorged upon by the male appetite for sexual connection. Whether she
realises it or not, any she there is is constantly and inevitably
open to being checked out; taken on board; appreciated; ogled;
leered at; assessed; weighed-up (wayhay) treated as an object and
enjoyed.  It is a law of nature that is only too well
understood by nuns and by Islamic law.

 

   Even without the closer intimacies of nasal
stimulation, conversation, tactile contact and miles before
anything remotely saporous might come into play, the male eye (as
powerful an instrument as the male ego in the power play that goes
on between the genders) is wired up for sexual connection. In this
hyper-quick, ultra-low contact, pointedly non-gooey, though never
quite subliminal world of eye-socket-sex, even the planet’s most
confirmed virgin, or the most passionately anti-male,
lipstick-loathing lesbian out walking in central London gets
optically fucked by more men in one day than the total tally of
tricks turned round by the resident whore at Camp Shag after a
lifetime of servicing a battalion of sex starved marines suffering
from satyrisis.    

 

   So where does all this leave women? Perturbed? –
probably.  Puzzled? – perhaps. Pleased? – possibly. Poked,
prodded, pawed, porked or pleasured? – prospectively. Powerful? –
potentially. Pissed Off? – purportedly. And yet, however
passionately or passively any individugirl reacts to the idea, the
truth is that women are the engine which drives the male libido and
it is the male libido which primarily connects human beings as a
species.

 

   The admirable (oh so admirable) feminine instinct
which unites our families and friends, which keeps home and heart
warm, and nurtures our nearest and dearest, does not, ultimately,
and when push comes to shove, link our lives with, let’s say, our
Samoan friends, our Japanese cousins or our Eskimo chums. While we
might express any number of understanding feminine comments about
cultural and racial tolerance, when it comes right down to the
essence of femininity and its emphasis on close bonding between
intimates, the Samoans, Japanese and Eskimos will always remain
essentially other and alien. Not despised for being foreign, but –
in the final analysis – treated as irrelevant for not being close,
ignorable for not being a family member or a loved one, and,
therefore, able to go to hell in a shopping basket for all she
cares.  

 

   So in this sense, it is, of course, the male
receptiveness to heterodox and polymorphic sex which provides the
link within the species; the key to all races, cultures,
individuals and mythologies; the elemental electro-erotic force
which unites the black, white and yellow with the power of positive
attraction and honest-to-goodness groin-girding grunt. Put simply,
the male of any race would be equally at home eye-fucking in Tonga,
Tokyo or Timbucktu.

 

   Of course, women will say, don’t you think we
do that too; don’t you think we are constantly attracted to our
sexual opposites and lust after unfamiliar coloured
pricks?  Others, better educated and, therefore crueller,
will add, Don’t you think the idea that women aren’t as capable
of sexual polymorphism as men is a male idea; a sophistry intended
to construct women in a way that’s comfortable to men who have much
more to loose from female promiscuity than their wives?
Don’t you think all women would be sexually aggressive if they
weren’t constrained by the way they’ve been written into the
culture by men? And – of course – by the fact that men as a
biological entity simply aren’t as attractive as women?

 

   Well, we’ve all heard that argument and – as a male
biological entity and therefore as gullible as fuck – I’m prepared
to accept it.

 

   I am ladies and gentlemen prepared to accept a line
of reasoning which suggests that males are totally useless tossers
and that the defining mark of their tosserhood is their sexual
fecklessness; which comes out bottom on every count when compared
to female emotional fecundity, except to the extent to which men’s
sexual fecklessness implies a greater ability to be sexually
engaged with life than women, which, of course, expressed in this
positive way, as an implied area of male superiority, must be
untrue; must be part of a pernicious male lie, which may,
however,  be reconciled to the truth through the view that
women are as sexed-up, as predatory, as men, but choose, as more
rarified, higher-brained animals, not to be so irresponsible as to
pursue their capacity for sexual superficiality to the detriment of
nurturing, familial relationships. That works doesn’t it boys and
girls? And it’s an argument that gets even better for the girls if
we add the rider that as a matter of scientific record the
intensity of sexual connection that women experience is better or
capable of being better than that which men experience.  I
hold my hands up to this argument, I really do (after all, I don’t
know what it’s like to be a woman).

 

   But even with my hands up and a gun to my goolies,
I still have to say: O.K. ladies, you choose to go for the
sustaining qualitative warmth of close relationships rather than
the cold isolation of constant scarcely acknowledged connection,
and well done to you for that, where would we be without you? But
nevertheless you do choose don’t you? Even though the choice may be
partly made for you or conditioned into you, your chosen sphere is
involvement isn’t it?,  whereas men have no choice but to live
their lives in an infinite web of random surface
connection.

 

   Yet my point notwithstanding (and almost certainly
not taken), you can see why women would want to link themselves to
this high-energy expression of male sexual responsiveness can’t
you? When all’s said and done, who among us, male or female, wants
to be considered sexually unresponsive? Cold, inert, flat, dull,
untried, trepidacious, timid, limited, frigid: these are
unappealing words in the sexual lexicon of the twenty-first
century. To impugn anyone’s sexual elan is always a cruel cut,
capable of dealing a telling blow to whomever it’s applied. For
example:

 

Statement: Jane Austen is deemed by many to be Britain’s
greatest novelist.

 

Counter statement: Ah but she never managed to get laid did
she?; she may very well have wrote Persuasion but she couldn’t
persuade anyone to come in her mouth could she?

 

Statement: Florence Nightingale was the founder of modern health
care.

 

Counter statement: But she was crap in bed from what I’ve
heard; about as passionate as plywood. Eminent Victorian my arse,
they were all frigid anyway.

 

And it’s this pro-sex line of thinking that has modern women
falling over themselves in their claims to be fuckpigs. It’s the
other side of the coin to the men who’ve enlisted as private
pinny-wearers and are undergoing basic training in the domestic
arts.

 

   But the coin’s a forgery, heads and tails. Let me
tell you why.

 

    Yes there may well be whole tribes of
wild-wild-woman everywhere up for any experience that tickles their
fanny and down with every dalliance and delight their mothers and
grand-dames of the last century struggled so successfully to make
their birthright. It is, however, my sad duty to disabuse those
lustful ladies persuaded by such evidence and say gently but firmly
that you’re thousands of years away from your full potential on
this one. It’s like football; sure you can play – but there aren’t
going to be any girls’ teams in the Premiership for a good while
yet are there? So just as you laugh your leggings off at the
househusbands and male feminists you encounter mincing around the
supermarket with the kids in tow pretending to know what it is to
be a woman, you must excuse my masculine smirk in the face of
female claims of similitude when it comes to sexual
rapacity. 

 

   Ask any bloke and if he’s honest he’ll confirm that
every Mr Malcolm Mediocrity from Matlock has a five hundred times
greater capacity for sexual contact than self-proclaimed lady
shaggers like Madonna. Remember that when he tells you this he
might well be making a play to get into your underpinnings, but
that still won’t detract from the fact that the very idea of parity
on this one is a joke. All you have to do is compare the relative
levels of promiscuousness between gay men and women to conclude
that, as a matter of plain fact, men are amoeba on the nurturing
stakes and women are no more evolved than spirogira when it comes
to multiple sexual connection, aka the mind shag. Because that’s
what we’re talking about here remember. Not the incidence of
intercourse but the numbers noticed sexually. And as hard as it
might be for us all to accept the idea of male superiority in any
desirable area; if there is one thing which men are best at, it is
sexual connection.

 

   Your analogy here is with the male moth that can
sense a single female in a five-mile radius just because he wants
to shag her. The female moth attracts but is not herself so
sensitively equipped to detect males - and we are talking here,
extreme, extreme sensitivity to the triggers. The pheremone ladies
and gentlemen, the lepidoptric sex oil, which is wafted by the
wings of Minnie Moth from her pungent pussy hole into the empty
night air, is all the signal Micky Moth, the dirty little
mothafucker, needs. Tiny, tiny chemical traces dissolve and
disperse in the vast gaseous maelstrom of the atmosphere, diluted
almost beyond measurement in the atomic expanse until the
concentration is no more than one musky molecule per hundred
squillion inert atoms, and yet this is enough for Micky, flying
through the evening air on his way to join his mates down the light
bulb, to get a hard on and fly off, antennae throbbing, towards the
scent of a woman. 

 

   And that’s how it is for all men, the pursuers of
all species: they wade through air tasting pussy. And humans,
unlike moths, have little difficulty in finding the objects of
their sexual desire to be very handily placed when they go looking
for them. Canadian fur trappers apart, men are not separated from
women by arctic wastes or incomprehensibly vacant spaces. Instead,
on an overpopulated planet shrunk still further by the popularity
of mammaries in the media, men are in close proximity to women
everywhere and in every way: in the street; at the workplace; in
the home; on screens; in trains; on the beach; in magazines and in
pubs - where they have to rub against one another (often in tight
clothing that leaves little to the imagination) as they pass
through the crowds on their way to the toilet.

 

   And so, unlike moths; men, real hairy-arsed men,
are constantly, effortlessly, connecting.

 

   Only connect, E.M. Forster wrote in
Howards End as though to do so involved some sort of
mental directive. As though a man could do anything else. But he
can’t.  We just do it and do it and do it without effort and
without end. We connect with women multiply, simultaneously and
with patterns of connection and cross referencing that make
telephone exchanges look like road junctions. A female commonplace
is that men in the workplace are not as effective as women because
they are not so good at multi-tasking. Bollocks. In fact, men are
constantly tasking multiply. They are perpetually linking in a
sexual way with every woman in the workplace. They do this singly;
in creative combinations of people and body parts (Ms Allen’s pert
lips, with Jenni’s rotund buttocks, the cleaning lady’s long legs
and the big boss lady’s big bossy bosoms); and collectively,
mind-fucking as it were the whole damn lot of ‘em. And if taking on
dozens, even hundreds, of women at once isn’t multi-tasking, then I
don’t know what is.

 

   There is another analogy here with the brain.
Brains connect. Neuron with neuron, lobe with lobe: thinking is
connection. In the cerebral web, all sites can be dialled by any
other, and the total number of hits, the complexity of connection,
represents the quality and fecundity of thought, the depth of
consciousness in operation at any given moment. A while back I
found the following ‘mind fact’ on the web – (itself preponderantly
a network of porno connections). A Russian professor calculated
that each of the ten billion neurons in the human brain has the
possibility of connecting with every other neuron to produce a
possible set of connections for one neuron equal to 1 followed by
twenty eight noughts. This means that the total number of
connection combinations for all neurons (each shaking hands with
all the others as it were) is equal to a figure in which 1 is
followed by ten and a half kilometres of noughts typed in twelve
point. This is thought operating to its fullest potential. Against
this promiscuous potential for wanton connection, even the internet
analogy fails to do justice to the wonderous number and
reflexiveness of links available to the carnal mind at play. By
comparison internet links as we know them now are as clumsy as
phone sex and, in their lumbering linear way, tell us nothing of
the instantaneous trail of combinations, associations and creative
juxtapositions that are involved in even the least cerebral bloke’s
multifarious mind-fuck map.

 

   Because male sexual desire manifest in the outside
world mirrors this mental pattern of contact and association
exactly.

 

   Men connect with all women at a sexual level and
with every woman and every part of every woman differently. That
difference is defined by the numberless changing and continuously
evolving associations through which every connection carries with
it the traces of every previous contact.

 

   When Jack eyes up Jill’s tits, he does so by
locating them, their bulging similarities and sagging differences,
within the network of all tits generally and tits with which he is
familiar specifically. This is the source of their meaning for him
and of the small spark of energy that Jill’s knockers excite in
Jack at every sighting of their particular and peculiar
propensities as revealed to him at that given moment. And this is
the energy that connects the two, that arcs from him to her and,
for that liminal nanosecond of positive charge, conjoins Jack with
Jill (though Jill in all probability will not tumble it). 

 

   If we take this metaphorically, it’s easy to see
how the myriad connections buzzing and bleeping between men and
women is analogous to the ebb and flow of neurological connection
in a human mind. And it follows from this that the sum total of all
connections between all men and all women can work as a figurative
expression for the collective consciousness of the human race.

 

   The idea is provocative enough to say it again in
another way. If the bewilderingly complex and brooding organic
patterns of connection between every male and every female he comes
into contact with mirrors human mental functioning, then the sum
total of these unfettered sexual interrelationships across the
species adds up to a planet-wide network of union and communion
which epitomises the mind of all mankind and acts as a paradigm for
the soul of the race.

 

   When the finite and transient mind of man attempts
to contemplate the infinite mind of God, we think in terms of total
understanding; the ability, for example, to know all minds
simultaneously throughout time and regardless of place.

 

   An analogy here, to aid our understanding can be
found in the contemplation of the whole universe which we see
(especially if we’re looking with the help of a Hubble) as the
operation of light travelling through time and space. If the mind
of God equates to the universe and the full firmament of stars are
Its component parts, then each star connects with each other
through the light which shines out from it and touches every other
heavenly body in an ever-expanding but absolutely connected whole.
Every star in the sky, every single one of the trillion, trillion,
trillion is connected to every single other one through the
filaments of light which leave the one and shine out to meet a
trillion, trillion, trillion minus one others. As in the mind of
God, everything that is, is connected to everything else as part of
the overriding intelligence which links all and knows all.

 

   Now – and I think you have to agree to the logic of
this ladies and gentlemen – if it is the projected photons of
sexual connection which primarily links us as a species, and, if
one way of contemplating God is through his (in this context it has
to be his) complete and simultaneous connection with every
soul that ever was throughout time and throughout space; then one
way of contemplating the divine and of approaching a state of
heaven on earth is to celebrate the expansive male sexual impulse
and to conceive of paradise as a state of total Godlike sexual
connection between all men that ever were and all women that ever
were in one giant self-conscious erotic network or matrix. It’s
just so obvious when you look at it this way, the man’s way.

 

   Yes, ladies and gentlemen; simply modulate this
idea from the realm of thought experiment to that of spiritual
reality and, at long last, we arrive at the conception of heaven
which makes most sense, given the available data, and which unifies
the competing religions in a kerygmatic celebration of the
celestial significance of sex. It is a vision which has divine
simplicity (and concupiscence) at its core. It is a conception of
paradise in which every single individual in the empyrean host
mentally fucks everyone there is, every single soul, and is
reciprocally fucked back by everyone else, by everyone there has
ever been; so that he or she, cherubim, seraphim or soul in bliss
simultaneously knows and is known of all creation in the
never-cloying ecstasy of collective copulation that forms the very
fabric of salvation.

 

   Bringing it all back down to earth with a bang,
heaven, as so conceived, is not so different to the nexus with the
numinous promoted by many a New Age shaman or modish Maharishi
manqué looking to lay some pipe in a spiritual setting.

 

   This is how it works. Our God figure puts an advert
in the Cosmic Gazette inviting like-minded hippies down to
his West Country sweat lodge for a weekend of out-of-body-bonding.
You know the kind of bloke. He digs a shit pit at the edge of a
field during the height of the festival season; erects his bender
somewhere in the middle; selects 10 or 12 of the youngest and most
sexually desirable applicants from the 30 or so simple-minded
bastards that write in; lights a fire in the tent and spouts a bit
of half-digested Navaho nonsense on the grass outside before
getting everyone into his makeshift sauna for thirty-six hours of
orgiastic chanting, slithering around in the buff and purblind
bonking. Basically it’s a very dirty weekend transacted under the
guise of transcendence.

 

   Imagine it ladies and gentlemen. You are a
participant in a religious experience that puts you in close
contact with a group of others, a group of strangers. You are in
the pitch dark, naked and hot. Someone is feeling your bits. You
are in very close contact with the private parts of these newly
discovered intimates. You can feel them, caress them, probe them
without hindrance or shame but with a very great deal of
reciprocity. You are connecting as individuals up for insertion and
as a group gagging to give it up. And for connection you may
substitute words like fucking, gang-banging, gamahuching, groping
and gobbling. The distinctions between man and woman begin to
disintegrate.  Whose genitals am I fondling? Whose cream is
that in my crevice?

 

   What’s your response? If the word that springs to
mind is exciting, I can see where you’re coming from. But
if it’s disgusting, degrading or
dangerous, then I can take those points too. Actually I
can go either way (and I’ve never been to a sweat lodge). But
whatever we think about the pros and cons of the particular case, I
think there’s the germ of something there that we can all recognise
as magnificent, a kind of abandonment to collective rapture of the
sort that’s also going on chemically all over the raving world.

 

   And it’s the concept of collective rapture that
tells us how to unite that spark of the divine coded into male
circuitry with the New Jerusalem, the Kingdom of God in heaven and
earth, the light at the end of our collective tunnel.

 

   Because it’s there in that happiest place where
connection will be total and only delightful.

 

   Where there will be no darkness, only light.

 

   Where there will be no stinking midden, only the
beguiling vanilla-fragranced excretions of the elect to contend
with.

 

   Where there will be no greasy-haired, foul-arsed,
mushroom-chewing, black-toothed, bow-legged, caravan-dwelling,
halitosis suffering, herpes-infected Tarot diviner from Blackburn
to tamper with in the toxic fug; but only perfectly pellucid air
sustaining the best, most wholesome, most callipygous essences of
every being that’s lived to fuck into an eternity of euphoria,
forever and ever like men.

 

   And most of all, where there will be an end to
unknown groping, questionable coupling and uncertain
abandonment.

 

   Because here in this good-God place, this Elysium
of transport, the collective consciousness of our sexual delight
will be universal.

 

   For this is the promise twinkling in the roving eye
of all mankind. The promise of the kingdom where everyone will
conjoin with everyone else and everybody will know everything about
it, feel everything involved in it.

 

   Imagine it boys and girls. Now, you look at someone
on the street or the bus. You might even ogle them, mentally savour
the ripe smell of their underwear, give them the full furtive going
over of a cerebral sexual encounter, leaving them potentially
panting on the pavement at the intensity of their phenomenological
liaison. And yet, the connection always flatters to deceive does it
not? No matter how fervently fantasised or acutely envisaged, the
wanker never makes significant contact with the wankee. There is no
reciprocity involved. No give and take. The spark that arcs forward
doesn’t arc backwards. There’s never any shared consciousness of
intimacy or togetherness. No merging of any sort takes place. The
sum total of human togetherness is not expanded by the practice of
masturbation let alone the art of mental masturbation, which,
whatever its merits, hardly ever involves a production team to get
it off the ground.

 

   But the wiring is there, even (as they often argue)
in women. The hardware has the capability and all that is needed is
for someone, perhaps us, to run the paradise programme.

 

   Imagine again. You have total connection, complete
and unalloyed intimacy with every human being on the planet. An
intimacy, ladies and gentlemen, which is not simply the sum of its
parts, with some six billion individual liaisons (whoops,
there’s Mussolini nibbling my ear lobe while I’m rogering Edith
Piaf on the kitchen table); but a quality of connection which
thickens and enriches itself with each additional participant until
a state of infinite pleasure based on absolute togetherness is
achieved.

 

   In this particular heaven,  it won’t simply be
a case of knowing, say, Albert Einstein, William Shakespeare, Jane
Austen and the population of China in a fulfilling succession of
couplings and group sex experiences; but, rather, the very concept
of couplings, those meagre comings together of lonely souls, will
give way to the infinitely superior condition of peoplings. Indulge
in peopling and you will not only have sex with Queen Victoria (the
most deeply fulfilling, loving, intoxicating sex imaginable); but
with the whole of humanity, including every English monarch and all
of their consorts simultaneously. During this time you will
experience everybody – as everybody will experience you – through
your simultaneous joy in everyone else. Oh I say; the whole
species is fingering my bum and I can feel every single one of
them, including Rasputin and St. Augustine as well as every girl
named Felicity, bringing the greatest of felicity to my fundament,
just as every single one of them likewise writhes in the
sphincteral sensations caused by my own penetrating digit.

 

   And not just feel it either, but know it; share
everyone’s thoughts and carnal desires as they seethe in pleasure
without limit. Know, for example, how James Joyce feels to be
fellated by Simone de Beauvoir and to share the minds of both
alongside the minds of all as they revel in this single expression
of human contact as deeply as they riot in the untold billions of
others that are always present before them.

 

   This is unbounded pleasure that can never diminish
as it expands into infinite possibility; as it becomes one with the
pleasure of God in all creation; as it finally fulfils the promise
latent in all mankind, the promise of becoming part of God himself.
This is the destiny for which we were made, programmed by an
earlier incarnation of ourselves into our own DNA, so that the sins
of the father are gloriously magnified in the son, led on by the
obscene promptings which are the spark of the divine written into
every Adam on the planet.

 

   And so, at this stage in our history, ladies and
gentlemen, let us acknowledge where man’s propensities may be
leading us. To do so is not to denigrate the talents and
achievements of women. No one values the civilising influence of
the little ladies of the fair sex more than I. In fact, I might
have argued (had it not been a distraction from the main thrust)
that the most natural arena for feminine compassion is the
universal love which total sexual connection would introduce. Until
that joyous time, however, can we not argue that it is the feminine
that is driving us away from the biological and spiritual destiny
presaged in those old heroic tales of golden age knights and their
fucking and fighting?

 

   Accept this and we can agree that monogamy and the
like have been a blind alley for man and woman both and that, as
technology and material progress make increasingly possible, we now
must turn towards our sexually polygamous future in pursuit of our
true benediction. Because it’s there, in the super-cooled world of
low-voltage sexual super-conduction, that the future of our species
lies. The less emotional warmth: the more sexual connection for all
to enjoy. Trillions of connections a second in the cold stellar
spaces between people; leading towards total synthesis as exists in
the absolute zero that blows like a furnace in the mind of God: the
paradox of all paradoxes. 

 

 

 

 










Chapter 15
Epilogue


 Printed extract produced by toy for our
detailed reference from BDSM chatline Thedungeon@atm.com at 1.55am on
22nd November

 

Persons present in The Dungeon tonight

 

Hotcheekedslut – F

Cruellord21C – M

Masterspanker – M

CPL4U – M

Whimptouse - M

Wetcuntwhipper – M

Idohisbidding – F

Bigbaby – M

Bend2miwill – F

 

Cruellord:
                  
Anyone have any advice on using anal beads on a slave? I’m
considering 

                 
    
            
introducing them to mine

 

Bigbaby:
           
         Has anyone got any toilet
training pix they’d like to share?

 

Hotcheekedslut:
         Hey MasterS Sir,
good to run into you again. Where’ve U been?

 

Wetcuntwhipper:
       Idohisbidding, what are you
looking 4 this evening?

 

Bend2miwill:
             
Cruel. Yes, I’ve used them on a number of willing assholes. They
can be most effective.

 

Masterspanker:
          Any London
ladies in tonight?

 


Whimptouse:           
   Cruellord, ever think of using golfballs?

 

Masterspanker:
           Sorry
cheeks, didn’t see your handle when I came in. How is D?

 

Idohisbidding:
           
Thank you for asking Wetcuntwhipper Sir, I am the property of
Mastertopper. He


                                    
has instructed me to come here.

 

CPL4U:
                       
Hey, hottie. Love the profile. Great pix. I’ve got a private room.
Care to join me?

 

Cruellord:
                   
Bend – which type to you recommend? Smooth, knobbled, uneven sizes,
chain or


                                    
rope links?

 

Bigbaby:
           
          Anyone want
to swap toilet training pix?

 

Hotcheekedslut:
          CPL. Why
would I want to do that?

 

Wetcuntwhipper:
         Idohisbidding call
me WCW – why is your profile turned off?

 

Bend2miwill:
           
Cruel – depends on the asshole and the effect you want to have on
it I guess lol. It


                                 
doesn’t much matter when you push them in (I tend to wear ribbed
latex gloves


                                 
because they need to go in real deep in my opinion) but I have run
into difficulties


                                 
with the chained ones pulling them out too quickly ‘cos that shit
can rip. I guess I


                                 
prefer the ones I have with round knobbled balls and a thick
connecting rope. I


                                 
wouldn’t use golf balls Wimp  because half the fun is yanking
them out all at once.

 

Hotcheekedslut:
       > Master S Sir, he’s OK.
Sleeping it off at the minute. We just got back from MN’s


                                 
munch. Thought I might have seen you there

 

Dykestoy- M - has entered The Dungeon

 

CPL4U:
                     
Hottie – so that we can discuss how and when I can come to paddle
your botty

 

Idohisbidding:
          Thank you
WCS Sir. I do as my master instructs Sir.

 

Bigbaby: 
           
       Hey Dykestoy – got any toilet
training pix you want to share?

 


Cruellord:                  
Bend – thanks for the advice. Great profile and pics by the way.
Shame you’re only


                                  
looking for slavemeat. If it wasn’t for that and the Atlantic we’d
be made for each


                                  
other lol.

 

Whimp4you:
           
Mistress Bend2miwill ma’am. I will willingly bend for you and you
can push anything


                                
you like up my ass or do whatever else you want.  We’re not
that far away. Look at my


                                 
profile please mistress

 

Dykestoy:
               
ATTENTION ATTENTION. I AM A SUBMISSIVE MALE UNDERGOING TRAINING AT
THE


                           
     HANDS OF MISTRESS SAMANTHA AND MISTRESS LEASH.
THEY REQUIRE ME TO SAY


                                
THAT THIS EVENING I HAVE FAILED TO PERFORM MY DUTIES AS AN ORAL
SLAVE. I 


                                
AM INSTRUCTED TO MAKE IT KNOWN THAT I PERFORMED INADEQUATE
SERVICE


                                
WHILE CLEANING MISTRESS SAMANTHA’S FEET WITH MY TONGUE AND THAT
WHEN


                                
PUNISHED FOR THIS BY MISTRESS LEASH I TURNED MY HEAD AWAY FROM
THE


                                
FLO OF URINE SHE WAS GRACIOUS ENOUGH TO DIRECT TOWARDS MY


                                
UNWORTHY FACE (WHICH WAS UNSATISFACTORY AND DISRESPECTFUL)


                                
THEY HAVE ORDERED ME TO COME TO THIS SITE TO ASK ALL PRESENT
FOR


                                
ADVICE ON HOW MY PUNISHMENT SHOULD PROCEED. MY MISTRESSES
FURTHER


                                
INSTRUCT ME TO SAY THAT ALL SUGGESTIONS WILL BE FOLLOWED THROUGH
WITH


                                
PHOTOGRAPHIC EVIDENCE POSTED ON THE DUNGEON GALLERY (SET
ENTITLED


                                
PATHETIC WANKER) TOMORROW EVENING. I HUMBLY THANK YOU FOR ANY


                                
SUGGESTIONS YOU MIGHT MAKE AS I AM FORBIDDEN TO ENTER INTO
FURTHER


                                
CONVERSATION. MY MISTRESSES ARE ANXIOUS TO CONTINUE MY


                                
CHASTISEMENT AND ASK YOU TO MAKE THE PUNISHMENT FIT THE CRIME.

 


Masterspanker:      
Sorry cheeks, someone else cropped up this evening! But look at
this? What is our


                               
advice? I know you favour the tawse cheeks (smiles at the
recollection) … but I think


                               
Dykestoy’s mistresses might wish him to experience something to
make him remember


                               
to perform his duties more effectively in future. Dykestoy, inform
your mistresses that I


                               
recommend twelve cutting strokes of the cane, six from each domme
administered


                               
alternately. You will of course thank your mistresses after each
blow.

 

CPL4U:
                  
Dykestoy, they should tie your legs apart and drip hot wax over
your cock. Mummify the


                               
little fucker.

 

Idohisbidding:
       My Master instructs me to sat
that Dykestoy should be blindfolded, hogtied, put in a


                              
mouthbrace and head restraint then have hot chilli sauce dripped
onto his tongue. The


                              
Mistresses should then wash that down with a bladder full of urine
jetted in from each


                              
one. He requires me now to make it known that he invites a second
dom or domme to


                              
join him in using me in this way also.

 

Hotcheekedslut:     CPL, I am
sub to a particularly nasty sadist. I only come here to chat to
friends unless


                              
I’m told otherwise and that’s not the case now so back off.
Dykestoy, after the caning


                              
they should bugger you with their biggest strap on. While one is
fucking you you must


                              
lick clean the uppers and soles of the shoes the other is wearing
and then vice versa


                              
when you’ve finished the first pair. I hope you enjoy it (I know I
do).

 

Whimp4U:
            
Put his cock in a chastity belt for a month to stop him wanking

 

Bend2miwill:
        These are good
suggestions Dykestoy but you should tell your mistresses if they do
not


                             
already know to insert a thick anal bung prior to any butt whipping
they administer. That


                             
way it is not so easy to tense your ass muscles and every cut hurts
so so much more,


                             
exquisitely more. But his is making my pussy wet and I have someone
here to get nasty


                             
with myself. Bye CL, bye Dykestoy; I hope they make you suffer

 

Bend2miwill – F -  leaves The Dungeon.

 

Bigbaby:
           
   Fuck, I bet this guy is literally shitting himself
now.

 

 

 

 

 

 

﻿
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