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Foreword

AU, M/M, F/F, Fluff, Angst, Feels:
The Secret Language of Fanfic

by Seanan McGuire

Hello. My name is Seanan McGuire. I am an award-winning New York Times best-selling author. I have more than twenty traditionally published books available all over the world. I am so prolific that I had to create a semi-secret second identity, the mysterious Mira Grant, in order to keep up with myself.


And I love fanfic.


I love the predictability of it, the author who you know writes only to make sure that Harry Potter and Hermione Granger will get the happy ending they feel J. K. Rowling denied them, telling the same story over and over again, each time in slightly different clothes (or without them).


I love the elegant, incredible ingenuity of it, the authors who unpack text and subtext and take stories off in directions the original creators would never have dreamed of and might never have been allowed to go. Modern storytelling is studded with “roommates” and “gal pals” who were never allowed—due to morality clauses or corporate demands—to be the romantic leads that they were destined to be. But in the hands of the fanfic author, Kitty Pryde and Illyana Rasputin can finally live happily ever after; Angel and Spike can finally talk about their pre-Buffy relationship without veiling it in subtext. The game changes.


I love the raw possibility of it all, the self-inserts and the original characters and the visions and revisions and the chaos and the beauty. Fanfic is a community effort, the people who love a thing seizing it and saying, “I love this so much that I want to rip it apart and see how it works from the inside out.” It’s the biology class of literature, and we are all kids with scalpels, and we are all frogs, and it is all glorious.


Like all good communities, fanfic has its own lingo, which is constantly evolving in both frequency and usage, so I think we need to define a few things. After that, we’ll talk vocabulary. And after that?


We’ll get to the smut.


Question #1: What is fanfic?


At its absolute simplest, fanfic is fiction about characters you do not own and did not create. I am aware that by this definition, most of the Disney canon is fanfic. So is most of Shakespeare, The Iliad, big chunks of Arthurian mythology, and pretty much any comic being written by someone other than the original creator. Some people are comfortable with this definition. Others feel that it’s too broad and want some legal framework.


Their definition is generally “fanfic is fiction about characters you do not have official permission from the intellectual property holder to use.” So the new X-Men comic from Marvel is not fanfic, because the IP holder (Marvel Comics) has licensed their characters to both writer and artist. Meanwhile, Wicked is not fanfic because The Wonderful Wizard of Oz is in the public domain, meaning no one owns those characters, meaning no one can have a license, meaning anything you write can be published.


Confused yet? Yeah, so are most of us.


Question #2: So, like, how is this legal?


Parody and fair use and no one really knows, so we all spend a lot of time shrugging and looking faintly baffled before moving on to the never-ending porn buffet.


Question #3: Why waste your time playing with someone else’s characters?


If you’re someone who wants to be a professional writer one day, fanfic is a great way to learn a lot about the craft of writing. I learned so much from my time as a fanfic writer. I learned about writing dialogue, writing description, and, yes, world building, because while the first stage of fanfic may be like “in My Little Pony she’s a girl like Megan, only it was Wind Whistler, not Firefly, who flew over the rainbow to bring her back to Ponyland, and she has adventures just like the ones they have on the show,” the second stage of fanfic is “what if Veronica Mars and Lilly Kane were huge fans of Josie and the Pussycats?”


The third stage is “what if the crew of Serenity were high school students putting on a production of Oklahoma?” We get a little weird from there. And all these things, every one of them, will teach you how to write.


If you’re not someone who wants to be a professional writer one day, fanfic is a way to write and share your stories and be part of a community and remember that literature is for everybody. Stories are for everybody. If you want to do nothing more than share your vision of Emma Swan and Captain Hook’s great romance with people outside your head, you can do that.


Fanfic is magic.


Now let’s talk about that lingo I mentioned before.


When you’re writing new stories about familiar characters, you sometimes need new ways to describe what’s going to happen. For example, the infamous slash. Originally devised by fans of Captain James T. Kirk getting it on with Mr. Spock, slash stands for a romantic pairing between same-sex characters. (Usually. Some people use slash to stand for any romantic pairing, because we’re rebels in the fanfic world, and no one actually gets to police how words are used.) Femslash is a slash pairing with women. Most romantic or smutty fanfic will have their pairings listed at the front, like “Hamilton/Laurens” or “Veronica/Lilly.”


OTP means “one true pairing,” or the pair of characters the author believes are truly meant to be together. It’s possible to have multiple OTPs, one in each fandom the author works in. OT3 means “one true three,” or the threesome the author believes is truly meant to be together.


Fluff means nothing really terrible will happen; angst or darkfic means the opposite. Ratings—PG, R, NC-17, NSFW—mean just what they would mean for any other piece of media.


Confused yet? Well, there won’t be a test after this book, but if you come away burning to dive deeper into the wonderful world of fanfic, you’ll encounter all these terms and so many more during your journey through our archives. It’s a great big fannish world out there, and you’re more than welcome to join us. We have booze. We have cookies.


We have a remarkable number of ways to say penis.


Excuse me, I am a fainting flower and don’t like that kind of language.


If this is the case, you have picked up the wrong book, and I strongly recommend putting it down and walking away. (Author’s note: I’m pretty sure you’re not supposed to tell people to read something else in the introduction to a fancy new book of fanfic and porn, but one of the best things about fanfic is that we do not believe in vague disclaimers. We like to put it all out there, so that you can tailor your reading experience to your own deepest, weirdest, most non-canonical desires. That leads to a better fanfic community for everyone. You enjoy what you read more and writers get more positive reviews, which encourages them to keep writing—everybody wins!)


Porn has a long and storied history in fanfic, going back to the night so many centuries ago when an older sibling, tired of listening to the same fairy tales over and over again, decided to make up their own fairy tale, one where it was a glass butt plug instead of a glass slipper, or where Rapunzel really enjoyed using her hair for bondage. The beat went on. The beat always, always goes on.


If you can name two characters, the odds are good that porn has been written about them. Fanfic is like a bespoke bakery of porn. You want your jelly roll with chocolate cake, buttercream icing, and a raspberry drizzle? We can do that. You want your threesome with light bondage, fisting, and a few literary allusions? We can do that too. We are porn connoisseurs living in a golden age of access and easy sharing, and we’re going to do it. We’re going to write about the butts.


What you are now holding in your hands is the equivalent of a Chopped cookbook, only with a lot more dicks. So many dicks. A heaping smorgasbord of dicks. Also butts, vaginas, boobs, scrotums, fingers, tongues, and basically any other tool you could want to use in our porn kitchen. And that metaphor got away from me somewhere in the middle of that sentence, but that, too, is the nature of fanfic: because we’re doing whatever the fuck we want, sometimes things can get a little wild.


(See? I said fuck. Now that’s the sort of literary freedom that you can’t get in every introduction.)


When Amy contacted me, a known fanfic enthusiast, to participate in the first Shipwreck, I admit, I was a little hesitant. A lot of people don’t “get” fanfic. They either think it’s silly and frivolous—which it can be—or that fanfic authors aren’t real writers—which is bullshit—or that it’s all nerds giggling and blushing while writing “he had a penis it was amazing he let his best friend touch it OMG.”


(And if you wrote that line in your first ever fanfic, more power to you. It took me years to admit that the people whose sex lives I wrote about were probably having sex with actual body parts and not with psychic powers. Except when I was writing about telepaths and didn’t have to worry about all that messy biology. We all start somewhere.)


So, yeah, I was worried.


I didn’t need to be.


Shipwreck is a celebration of story. It’s an acknowledgment of the fact that, yes, we are all grown-ups with dirty, dirty minds, and sometimes we like to hear stories about the characters we already know doing filthy, filthy things with each other. It’s a party that happens over and over again, and I dare anyone who isn’t sure about fanfic to remain unsure after they spend an evening in a room full of consenting adults howling with delight over the many, many euphemisms for masturbation that Shipwreck’s many devious minds can come up with.


Like any good fanfic adventure, Shipwreck wears its disclaimers—or “tags,” in the fanfic parlance—on its sleeve. No non-con, or non-consensual sexual activities; no underage characters (which led to a frantic e-mail during the second round of Pride and Prejudice, where I asked Amy, “Wait, Lydia was underage in the novel. Do I have to avoid Wickham fucking her?”); no intentionally harmful humor. All pieces are read and reviewed for content before the event. When you come to Shipwreck, you are entering a profane, foul-mouthed, absolutely safe space. You can relax into the pornography.


And oh, the pornography! The book you hold in your hands right now is full—absolutely full—of beloved characters doing terrible things to one another. Some of them (most of them) are funny. Some of them are poignant and sweet. Absolutely all of them are filthy as hell, because this is an erotic fanfic competition, thank you very much, and what’s the point of being told that you can be as dirty as you want to be if you’re going to keep things clean?


Beyond this point are words that can never be unread, images that can never be unseen, and stories that have never really gone untold, even though it often seemed like they did. We’ve always been here, telling them to ourselves, over and over again, while people tried to pretend that fanfic was just a phase.


Now we’re ready to tell our stories to you.


Strap in. It’s going to be a bumpy ride.














Introduction

*Closes book*


Why, hello. Welcome to our library. We were just admiring our vast collection of leather-bound books. Leafing through them. Sharing our thoughts.


*Sees you eyeing the door*


But I’ve forgotten my manners. I’m Amy. Make yourself at home in the Georgian wing chair there while Casey tends the fire.


*Motions to Casey, who’s struggling with the old-timey chimney flue*


But now, as to the reason you’ve joined us this evening, let me set the stage. The year was 2013. Daft Punk’s “Get Lucky” was topping the charts, and San Francisco was falling in love with erotic literary fanfiction thanks to me and Casey. Our little show called Shipwreck washed up on the first Thursday of every month at an independent bookstore, the Booksmith, in the Haight-Ashbury in San Francisco (there goes the neighborhood).


Fanfiction… is complicated. Some authors love it; some hate it. We, and this might be obvious, love it. Fanfiction is when fans of a work—in this case, a book—write their own stories based on the characters or the world they love. It’s the cat’s meow of the Information Superhighway, and like so many huge phenomena on that crazy web, it’s also widely ridiculed. But it seems safe to say we’ve all at least thought about writing fanfic when the story ends before the characters you were super into got to bone. If you were REALLY upset that they didn’t bone, you might write a story that takes place six months after the story ends or ten years before it starts. Or maybe you hated the love story, so you picked up the main character and dropped her into another universe entirely to have new adventures without the jerk she wound up with in the real story.


Or maybe you read The Maltese Falcon and you couldn’t stop picturing Effie Perine quitting her thankless job and starting up her own detective agency with Lisa Simpson and Hermione Granger and calling it Girl Friday Private Eye. If you wrote that story, it would be fanfiction, and we would love to read it (please write that story and send it to us).


You get the point.


So why the name Shipwreck? The first half, the Ship part, is from shipping culture. Ship is short for “relationships” in the fanfic community (e.g., “I ship Dagny Taggart with an aging Holden Caulfield”). The wreck half is giving you fair warning that you’re in for the literary equivalent of a complete trainwreck. A friend suggested the name—a friend who’s got a story in this collection. It felt perfect. It stuck.


*Pours a finger of single malt scotch and raises a toast*


Anonymous friend, whomever you may be, we are forever in your debt.


The concept of Shipwreck is simple. We pick a book from our splendid library for each show and invite six writers we love to help us completely wreck it with erotic pastiche (and, like, plumb the depths of their imagination for dick euphemisms—as in Appendicks). Each writer is assigned a character and given time to write ahead of the show. Then comes the big night. The stories are read aloud by our thespian-in-residence to preserve author anonymity and to foster grandeur—always grandeur. The audience votes for their top three favorites. The winning writer comes back the following month to defend their title.


*Crash offscreen as Casey wrestles with a television cart*


AMY: We had a video prepared.


CASEY: The VCR ate it, I think.


*Casey pulls an arm’s length of ribbon from a videocassette as evidence*


AMY: Awww. Don’t worry, champ. We can use words.


Our Thespian-in-Residence is Baruch Porras-Hernandez. He always starts the show by taking the mic and asking a simple question in his booming, seductive baritone: “Is everybody ready for some PORN?”


The answer—always—is a screaming, deliriously ebullient, YES. He sips his whiskey while the screaming subsides and then settles into an oversized armchair to deliver dubious erotica for about an hour.


Think Masterpiece Theatre, with glitter canon orgasms.


*Casey interrupts*


Oh, hello. I was just lighting the fire in our resplendent library. Here, have a pull on this fine Turkish shag in my pipe while I transport you to the heady year of 2013. Lorde’s “Royals” was choking the airwaves and—


AMY: What are you doing?


CASEY: Setting the stage for—


AMY: I already did that.


CASEY: Oh… How far did you—


Shipwreck began as a three-event series to round out the sleepy summer months when nobody is on book tour and Booksmith’s events programming lags. The first show had fifty people. The second had more. The third: even more. We kept it going. Within six months we had to start moving every shelf out of the back of the bookstore to accommodate all the regulars and the first dates and the would-be contributors and the stunned tourists who wandered in and stayed with their hands over their kids’ ears. Shows started to sell out weeks early. People on social media started saying things like, “This is the most despicable literary event possible (@nathanielwagg),” and “It used to be we had to sit in dark, sticky booths to get these kinds of sleazy thrills (@courteousflush).”


Local rags started writing think pieces about us. One (and this is true) was titled “Why We Can’t Have Nice Things: Erotic Literature Contest at Booksmith.” We’d announce a book for an upcoming show and the store would immediately sell all their copies. We took the show on the road—all the way to New York City! Our faces were even on MTV.com, which, if you were a ’90s kid, is a big fucking massive mind-blowing deal.


To quote the profile about the show on KALW and sum up the evening’s ambiance quite succinctly: “this is the largest group of people I’ve ever seen in a bookstore, enjoying themselves raucously.”


*Produces book of clippings to ease your skepticism*


And it is raucous. People cosplay, they bring props, they make signs. During Little Women, someone brought a bag of limes and quietly rolled one up the aisle every time a lime was mentioned. People wore shark costumes to Jaws. A writer brought two Dorothy costumes during The Wizard of Oz and changed midshow. Another writer brought about eighty succulents to Great Expectations to give it an authentic Miss Havisham vibe. We even embraced our inner neighborhood haunted house with strategically placed dry ice for Frankenstein. We went from a literary event at a prestigious bookstore that looked completely dignified to an outsider to what was essentially a mini-con: it’s fanfiction come to life.


That’s Who, What, and How. What remains is Why? Our favorite part. The Why is that fanfic creates a back door into a one-sided conversation through which anyone can enter. It takes the vast collection of leather-bound volumes down off the shelf and reveals it for what it is: books of words, written by people, that make us feel a lot of things but also leave a lot of people behind or out completely. We fanfic because it’s fun to join the conversation about books we genuinely love. We erotica because it’s essential that we take neither ourselves nor the canon too seriously to appreciate what lies beneath—the lovely and often problematic personalities, times, and observations of the Great Books by which we measure our world. Shipwreck lives in that space in between the sharp intake of breath at the beauty of the thing and a sarcastic exhale, a pfft, at its presumptions.


We talk back, basically. Something fans have been doing long before we got here (long before the internet, even) but seldom so—


CASEY: Out loud in a room full of embarrassed spectators?


AMY: Right!


Along the ride, we’ve poked some gentle fun at fanfiction, but the truth is, we love fanfiction. We’ve always had it out for Holden Caulfield, not E. L. James—fanfic was just the vehicle we used to get there. We’re taking books apart by putting figgy pudding in places that figgy pudding was never supposed to go (apologies to Mrs. Cratchit).


*Crosses room to bask thoughtfully in the warm light of the hearth*


And here’s the thing we’re maybe most proud of: The show did all of this without being mean to people who didn’t deserve it. We’re not perfect, but we’ve worked our asses off at keeping this adventure safe—always consent, always inclusion, at all costs. Our tagline is “We’re not dicks; we just like dick jokes.” We do our best to stand by it.


So that’s Shipwreck.


Now here it is in book form, and we couldn’t be happier. All that remains is a simple question.


*Clears throat*


Are you ready for some PORN?














Classics
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Welcome to the Classics section, in which, inevitably, The Great Gatsby comes first. When we launched Shipwreck in 2013, the Baz Luhrmann movie was making the rounds, and it only made sense to lead with that foot. A year later when we took the show to New York, we couldn’t resist taking Gatsby’s yellow car out of the garage for another spin. Why?


We learn this book as teenagers, when we’re tiny doe-eyed babes who think this is what grown-ups are like. Gatsby’s preoccupation with and unrelenting pursuit of Daisy maybe makes sense when you’re in high school. To a person with an incomplete frontal lobe, Jay Gatsby’s obsession comes off as romantic, and generally indicative of what True Love™ looks like in the sophisticated world of jazz parties and Rolls-Royces (Rollses-Royce?).


But then you read the book again as a grown-up with fresh eyes, eyes that have devoured countless think pieces and formed Serious Opinions on the white cis male hegemony we’re all trapped in, and a few things jump out at you. As a grown-up, and even more so if you’re a female grown-up, you probably want to fire Jay Gatsby out of a cannon into the sun, because oh my God, dude, seriously. Get a hobby, join a bowling league, do SOMETHING besides pine for a married woman with an alcohol problem and an extremely neglected kid.


The undeniable fact is, no matter how your life differs from the denizens of the western Long Island in the 1920s, this goddamn book resonates with people. Amy can tell you that in ten years of bookselling, she’s never gotten through a shift at the register without ringing up at least one copy of Gatsby. T-shirts, matchboxes, pencil cases—if a piece of merch bears that signature image of the sad flapper with the naked girls in her eyes, it immediately becomes a bestseller. People. Love. This. Story.


So, there’s your context. In this chapter, we learn how to care for Gatsby’s car, we hear what Myrtle Wilson’s remaining tit thought in its last moments of existence as a plot device at a gas station in Queens, and we down endless, endless champagne.


This is maybe a good time to clear up any potential confusion as to why certain authors in this book seem obsessed with ludicrous minutia and inanimate objects: We assigned them ludicrous minutia and inanimate objects. For Gatsby it was a certain billboard advertiser; for Gone with the Wind it was those fancy velvet drapes. Maybe we’re jerks for this sort of thing, but our defense is twofold. First, even the most well known of books have only a handful of memorable characters. Second, nothing highlights the sexual imagination of a great writer like being stuck with a metaphor for a dance partner.


From Gatsby we move to Great Expectations, or #DeepDickens, as we now call our December shows. Not to put too fine a point on it, but the parallels between Pip’s dogged pursuit of Estella through changing fortune bears more than a passing resemblance to Gatsby. Literature loves its creepers after all. Oh! Also, Miss Havisham makes an appearance via our first ever choose-your-own-pornventure submission (spoiler alert: All roads lead to Miss H getting her groove back).


From there, we drive our phaeton to Pride and Prejudice, with apologies to Darcy’s horse, where we live out our vicarious and all-too-modern need to see these staid Regency types muddy up their skirts and set aside decorum. Pair with pearls to maximize clutching opportunities.


Then we mount the decks of Moby Dick to call Ishmael a fuckboy to his weather-beaten face. Like the source material, these pieces explore the deeds, loves, and faith of hardened seamen. Unlike the source material, there are a couple of women in the pages.


From Nantucket we turn our attention southward—after a brief layover in the passive-aggresivity of Little Women—to Tara in Gone with the Wind. We chose this book for our one-year anniversary show, with all past winners competing. We really did assign the velvet drapes to one of our writers (see “Maybe we’re jerks” above). In addition, a dashing, if short-limbed, predatory lizard leaves his calling card, and we catch a glimpse behind the doors of an Antebellum-themed orgy for maximum ick factor.


Animal Farm is next, and it is so gross you’ll probably never again read the words farm to table with the rustic appeal intended by marketing copywriters. You will, however, come away with a healthy respect for the tenacity of farmhouse cats.


Next is The Picture of Dorian Gray, and we like to think of Oscar Wilde up in heaven, lounging in a trunk full of cash a la Rihanna in “Bitch Better Have My Money,” jeering, “What was that about gross indecency?” Come for the dandies hurling themselves at fainting couches. Stay for a lesson in the loveways of anthropomorphized art.


And finally, back to #DeepDickens for a Christmas massacre that ensured nothing but coal in our stockings (or, in this case, up Bob Cratchit’s ass [yes]).


Let that serve as your bar napkin roadmap as we turn our sights back to the glittering shores of the Long Island Sound, where if you listen closely you can just make out the dripping of tiny male tears beating back the wants and needs of any other characters on or around West Egg.














THE GREAT GATSBY


“Gatsby” by Seanan McGuire

In the end, Gatsby’s problem was a simple one—perhaps too simple. Simple things are often harder to see when set against a backdrop of the spectacular, like trying to find a single spider in a garden filled with roses. But it is the spiders that will hurt you, in the end. Gatsby’s was a garden filled with spiders, and all because of that one simple thing: No matter how many high-class whores and wild-eyed youngest daughters he brought into his bedroom—or into his hotel suites, rather, for the bedroom was reserved, ever reserved, for the gloriously golden fantasy who had long since claimed her marital privileges, if only in his dreams—Jay Gatsby never learned to fuck like old money.


Old money could afford to purchase pussy like it was nothing. Great teeming seas of heaving breasts and open legs, each with their own mysteries to suck and sample. Old money could try every perversion and permutation of the sexual world before most men could dream of more than a trip to a carnival coochie show, where a woman whose best days were further behind her than an old farm horse might pull her sequined skirt a little too high, granting them a glimpse of the mysteries that lay tucked and dreaming twixt her thighs. Old money could buy the carnival, buy the coochie show, buy the broken-down old dancing girls, if it saw the need. Old money had no need for mystery, for poetry, for anything but prizing wide the legs of the world and ramming itself balls-deep into the dark and hidden places. Old money was carnal, cruel, jaded, capable of almost anything while genuinely concerned with almost nothing.


Gatsby learned this the first time he traded one of those top-flight call girls for a doe-eyed dame with legs like a road to heaven and a cunt like the Promised Land. He’d expected their bodies to come together in erotic verse, his hands and lips and cock writing the depth of his love for Daisy on the body of a nameless stand-in whose pleasure he would pursue almost as apology, for what was fucking without love?


Instead, he had been ridden as hard as a jalopy, pressed broken and sweating into the sheets while the force of nature he had invited into his bed worked through her anger at her father, at society, at the world. She’d kissed his cheek before she left him, told him that he was “sweet,” and slipped, still nameless, out of the room while his prick lay quivering against his thigh, coated in the smell of her.


The fucking of old money, he had quickly decided, would take more effort to master.


So it was more expensive whores. So it was more dissatisfied daughters (and the occasional dissatisfied wife, a rarer, more dangerous beast to bridle, what with the risk of husbands coming home, but most of them had gone so long without a proper fucking that they welcomed him in with open arms). So it was more cheap, impersonal trysts in closets and in cloakrooms and once, when the champagne had flowed particularly easy and the night had grown spectacularly late, in the backseat of a stranger’s car. Lacy undergarments, rumpled curls, and a dozen, two dozen, a hundred beautiful cunts all blurred together into the faint taste of salt and the bruises on his hips. And still—still, for all of that—he came to their beds eager and alert, watching their moods, desperate to please them and to be pleasured in return. If Jay Gatsby had been a soldier before he found his fortune, his cock was a soldier still, surmounting beachhead after beachhead, maidenhead after maidenhead, in search of that perfect degree of jaded detachment.


New money fucked like sex was still something precious and rare and difficult to come by. The tendency of Jay Gatsby to put the pleasure of his partners before his own was whispered through certain secret channels, until he found himself surrounded by flocks of hopefully smiling girls in fringe and sequins, their jaded eyes bright with the thought of tasting—and being tasted by—something new. He was kind to them all, because kindness was a part of the persona he had so carefully constructed, and he thought he kept them at a pleasant distance even when they had their legs wrapped around his waist and their fingers buried in his hair. He was detached. Cool. Untouchable. He told himself that, and he kept telling himself that, and no one believed him, least of all the girls who left him bruised and aching on the floor.


Gatsby cared too much to ever understand the world that he had chosen, that had never chosen him.


When Daisy finally came to him, pale and perfect and trembling, he thought the world was finally setting itself right: that at long last, the story he had been composing for years was beginning to be told. He fell upon her with all the lessons he had learned from his nameless girls—but, ah, this was no hired harlot; this was no bored and bloodless heiress. This was Daisy, his Daisy, and when she spread her legs for him, his heart stopped, just like it had on that long-gone North Dakota day when the lady at the carnival coochie tent had taken his quarter and shown him her secret, hidden labyrinth of pleasures. How could he be detached? She was everything that he had ever wanted and more, and she wanted him, and all he cared about was pleasing her as a woman should be pleased. His tongue was Theseus in search of the Minotaur, and when he found the hard knot of its lair at the top of her cunt, he bore down until she moaned like Ariadne in the dark. When she left him come morning, her dress clutched around her and her knees still weak, he knew that she had been most thoroughly and sincerely fucked. And that, in the end, was his undoing, for there is no hiding such sincerity in a world of pasteboard and façade.


A man may change many things: his name, his standing, the cut and fabric of his shirt. But he cannot change the nature of his prick or the memory of a carnival dame with her skirt hiked and her eyes shadowed by the ghosts of the sweet young girl she once had been. Jay Gatsby fucked with sincerity. He fucked like new money, like every lay was precious and not his due. Perhaps if he had learned to do differently, he would have fucked for longer. But not, perhaps, with half so much brilliance.


“Caring for and Using Your New Car” by Jeffrey Cranor

So you just bought a brand-new automobile. Congratulations, car-buyer. Auto-haver. Drive-taker. Stick-shift fiddler. Road-rubber. Asphalt dry-humper.


You have joined the prestigious club of horseless carriage owners, but what next, rich guy? You certainly know how to spend your money… how to release the burning leather throb in your pants pocket. But how do you take care of the darn thing?


Well, relax, muffler-lover. Just follow these three simple guidelines for upkeep of your new car:


PART ONE: Engine maintenance

Check your oil every three to four weeks. To do this you’ll need to open the hood. Just reach your hand down below your seat. Between your legs you’ll find a thin, hard wire. Tug on your wire until you hear a mechanical thump.


Now step to the front of your vehicle and place your fingers under the open edge of the hood. Raise the car’s top slowly, because what is underneath is extremely hot. Slowly. Yes. Slowly lift its top.


Now bend forward. Lean forward, deep into the purring hollow. Find the dipstick. It’s a small firm knob. It’s very difficult to find. Move your face around the engine until you locate it. You will know when you do.


Don’t move so quickly. Slow down or you’ll miss it. Go up a bit. No, up. Up. There. There. That’s it. You’ve… Nope. That’s not it. To the left some. Maybe move your hands about a bit. It’s a small iron loop, okay? Maybe if you put your fingers in there to feel about. Yes.


Yes! That is it!


Now pull that dipstick and check the oil level. That’s it. That was pretty good for your first time.


But look at you. Covered in oil and holding your dipstick. You’re a sticky mess.


Do you have a towel? You probably should have brought a towel. Definitely wipe that thing off before you put it back in.


PART TWO: Proper body care

Care for your paint job like you would care for your own skin. You wouldn’t NOT take a shower, would you? You wouldn’t forget to put on lotions and powders, would you? You would never leave the house without a quick spritz of pleasing aromas—or as they sell in France: Axe body spray.


So why would you not also give the body of your car a similar caring touch? A car is an extension of your own self. Like you, your car is elegant, sleek, hard, pricy, loud, not as valuable as when it was new, covered in bird shit sometimes, an indifferent capitalist monolith, and supremely beautiful.


Wash your car with warm water and soap once a week. Use a terry cloth to rub out the dirt buildup. Get on your knees and put your hands along the long chrome bumper and stroke it clean. Stroke it till it squeaks. Wear old clothes so you can get a little dirty. You don’t have to worry if you splash a little warm soapy water down the front of your too-tight white shirt.


But be careful! You accidentally spilled a whole bucket on your shirt, and trying to rub it dry with the already soapy sponge is not helping.


In fact, it looks like you tore the top of the shirt a little, and now it’s splitting down the middle, your hard chest pressing out, shiny and smooth with sudsy foam. Maybe you should just rub your soft, wet pecs up and down the warm shaft, just so you don’t waste any soap. Yes. That’s it. That’s a very good rhythm. Just lay your slick skin against the hard metal tube and glide back and forth in smooth, even motions.


That’s the art of cleaning the chrome. Next, let’s shine that paint job. So you got a yellow car? Well, how fashionable. Nothing says “disposable wealth” like a yellow car. Nothing says “I don’t give two flapper fucks; look at my yellow fucking car, you proletariat dogs” quite like getting a yellow car. Plus, dirt doesn’t show up on yellow quite like it does on darker colors. But blood does. Sometimes the American Dream just wanders into the middle of the road and you simply don’t have the time—or the empathy—to hit the brakes before splat! American fucking Dream symbolically streaking across the symbolic yellow fenders of your symbolic automobile… parentheses hubris.


But as long as you wax regularly, you oligarchic titan you, you should have no problems keeping your outer appearance clean.


PART THREE: Proper operation of an automobile

We’ve talked about maintaining the engine. We’ve talked about keeping the car’s good looks, but now the most important part: How do you even use a car?


This is an important question on the minds of many first-time 1920s car buyers. You must be asking yourself the obvious question: How do I fuck this car? I’d like to rev my odometer needle into the red. How do I go about fucking this vehicle?


First off, never fuck a car. Very few cars are ergonomically designed with fucking in mind. Also, while they are not sentient, and are thus unaware of being fucked, no car has ever agreed to a fucking. Third, even if it could agree to being fucked, I repeat, it is not sentient and thus could not enjoy nor reciprocate the enjoyment of fucking, which is a necessary part of fucking. Finally, it’s likely you are saying, “But what about the exhaust pipe?” And that’s a terrible point, as no human can fill an exhaust pipe with their member. Your flesh shaft would just lie there, pitifully small in the much larger metal shaft; imagine a breadstick getting an MRI.


But while car fucking is out of the question, fucking in cars is completely acceptable. In fact, 75 percent of car owners never actually drive their cars; they just fuck in them.


Fucking in a car is fun and easy. First, ask someone if they would be down for some mutual backseat cum sessions. Second, that’s vulgar and probably didn’t work. Try asking them more subtly, like, “Hey, I like you. We’ve been dating awhile and I think we’ve reached a point in our relationship where it is time to sit in a backseat and touch each other until we explode liquids across our bare skin, surprised faces, and plush leather foldaway seats, heaving and breathing and feeling the lights of the city far below our sweat-dipped bodies.” Third, okay, that approach didn’t work either, so look, just pull into this rest stop and jerk off. Hurry up. Okay, you can clean yourself with those Carl’s Jr. napkins that have been in the cup holders for… God, you can’t even remember the last time you had Carl’s Jr.


Well, anyway, congratulations, you’ve just fucked in your new car.


And that’s it. You are now ready for the thrill of car ownership. You can put on your racing goggles, open those windows, and ease down your trousers. It’s time to hit the road.


“Eyes of the Beholder” by Mara Wilson

Clara couldn’t see a thing.


“You broke them again?” her mother scolded. “No man will ever marry such a clumsy girl!” But it hadn’t been entirely Clara’s fault this time. She could never tell her mother what had truly happened.


Fred—poor Fred, the skinniest boy on the wrestling team—had taken her out driving, just the two of them and a flask. In the midst of their petting, Fred, flush with hooch, had asked her if she wanted to try that thing he’d heard Flora did to Skip. Clara had enjoyed it more than she had expected—yes, it ruined her perfect Louise Brooks lipstick job, but there was a look in Fred’s eyes she had never seen before. He was enraptured, and for once, he didn’t look as though he, too, was wishing for a superior specimen. But it had all fallen apart when, in the height of ecstasy, he had knocked off Clara’s glasses and stepped on them. Fred had driven her home in a panic, too embarrassed to look at her. Or maybe he had; it was hard to tell without her glasses.


Poor old Dr. Goldfarb didn’t work on Saturdays, so Clara’s sight was entrusted to a perfect stranger. Now, all alone in a small, dark, and unfamiliar room, she knew her mother was right. Clara buried her face in her hands. She had tried so hard! She had bobbed her hair, but her finger curls never stayed. She had tried to smoke but had only given herself an attack of the vapors. She would never marry an Ivy League man, never even leave Queens, never go driving with any boys ever again. With her long, thin, ivory fingers over her eyes, Clara began to sob.


“Sit up, please.” The voice was warm, deep, authoritative and seemed to come from everywhere. Clara looked up, but the room was dim, and there were only blurs.


“Doctor?” she said. “I… I’m sorry… I just…”


“Went and got your glasses broken,” said the voice. “But it wasn’t your fault, was it?”


“How did you know?” she said before she could stop herself.


“I see a lot of patients,” said the voice. “Now pick up the paddle to your left and look straight ahead.”


Clara blushed. The paddle looked like a smaller version of the paddle Sister Hyacinth had used to spank her at St. Mary’s School for Girls. How humiliating it had been, her skirt pulled up, the paddle coming down again and again, feeling all the other girls’ eyes on her… She could feel them still.


“Is something the matter?”


“No,” she said. “I was just thinking of… What should I do?”


“Hold it over your right eye and read the chart.”


“Um, E? R? B?”


A blur moved in front of her eyes, adjusting the chart.


“Do that again.”


“B… D… S… ” The letters were much bigger and much easier to read this time.


“It’s better when it’s bigger, isn’t it?” said the voice.


“I’m sorry?” blurted Clara.


“You’re very nearsighted.”


“Oh. Yes,” she said, feeling embarrassed. What on earth could she have been thinking he meant? She covered her other eye and tried to focus on reading the chart. The room felt warmer, and there was a scent in the air, something decidedly masculine.


“Move forward and put your chin on the chinrest.” She moved her chair, reaching vainly in front of herself.


“Here.” And then his hands were on her, guiding her. His touch was warm, even through his gloves. His hands were large and strong, the first grown man’s hands ever to touch her.


“Yes. Right there,” said the voice, and Clara felt one of his hands slip down her neck. Was it her imagination or was he letting his hand linger where Fred had left a mark? She shivered.


A chair moved. She could feel his knees on the outside of her own.


“Try it now.”


The scent was stronger now, bringing to mind all the same improper visions that played in her head when she was alone in bed at night or when necking became tiresome. Her nipples grew harder, pressing up against her chemise, and she pressed her legs together, trying to quiet the aching need growing deep between them.


“Is that better?”


“Yes,” she whispered. Something other than the chart appeared on the other side of the lenses, and for the first time, Clara saw the owner of the voice. This wasn’t a perfect stranger. She knew those eyes. The color was somewhere between ice and steel. Younger than she had expected, yet somehow ageless. They had peered down on her from billboards in Queens, and once—her heart quickened at the memory—while she was out with Fred. That had been the night they’d first…


Clara gasped. Without even thinking, with her face still immobilized by the machine, she had begun to rock herself against the chair, feeling the hard, smooth, polished wood against her most intimate areas. Pleasure flooded her body as new lenses clicked into place and the eyes on the other side became clearer.


“Do that again,” he said.


“Do… do what?” Her heart did the Charleston in her chest.


“You know what,” he said, and his voice was as icy and powerful as his eyes.


Tentatively, she rocked herself forward again, her bare knees kissing his clothed ones.


“Yes…,” he said, his voice all around her. A jolt went through Clara’s body, and she reached out for him, gripping his knees. He took hold of her hands and gently led them down to her own sex.


“Please,” she moaned. “Please…”


“Do it,” he said, pushing his chair just out of her reach. “I want to see you.”


As quickly as she could, with trembling fingers, Clara shimmied out of her knickers. Her knees were still touching as she slipped her hand down onto her sex, already wet with her desire. She traced along her folds, gently at first, then with more pressure, stroking herself until there was nothing but that electric ecstasy enveloping her. Her legs parted, as of their own accord, and even with her eyes closed, she could still feel his eyes on her. He watched her as he had always watched her.


“Yes, that’s right,” he said, his voice husky with desire as she slipped a finger into herself. “Right there…”


Clara moved faster, harder, pulsing, luxuriating in her own slick softness as she heard his breath quicken. His enrapture only strengthened her own, and she moaned as she had never done with a man before. There was only her and him, his scent and his voice and his eyes… his eyes… She threw back her head as a final, penetrating wave of bliss washed over her.


Clara opened her eyes. Still shaking, she pulled up her knickers. His hands were on hers, holding a small piece of paper.


“Take this to the front shop,” he said. “Get a rimless pair—you’ll look marvelous.”


“Thank you,” she said, taking it. “Thank you for everything.”


He crossed behind her, out through the door and into the daylight.


“I’ll be seeing you.”


“Daisy in Profile” by Joseph Fink

So to start off with, my name is Daisy Fay. I’m five foot something or other, and I’m always surrounded by flowing white cloth. It’s kind of my thing. My measurements are enough, yes, more than enough, and none of your business.


What does one usually say in these things? Favorite food? Happiest memories?


There was this one time when I was absolutely paralyzed with happiness. Or, not happiness. What’s that word for when someone has a tongue on your clit and a slowly increasing number of fingers inside of you, and it’s been that way for twenty minutes or so, building and building? It’s like happiness, but it’s… Oh that’s right. G-spot orgasm. I was paralyzed with a G-spot orgasm. Then I was flailing around and kicking with a G-spot orgasm.


By way of thank you, I ejaculated all over the young officer’s face, which I was just then making use of, and he responded, “Glad to oblige, old sport,” or rather, since I shoved his tiresome mouth right back into my East Egg, “Grrgh to obbgge, olff sprtt.” He had this vibrator on me, a big, fast yellow one, and as I came, I thought, Well, this could about kill a woman.


And, yes, I am very open to experimenting with my West Egg as well.


My favorite kind of food is anything with gold leaf on it. Have you ever seen someone come on gold leaf that is itself on food? It is truly one of the most decadent things. I once had a husband with whom that was a nightly ritual.


Actually, he had a hard time coming on anything that wasn’t gold. He’d gotten so caught up with the idea of wealth that he wanted to actually fuck capitalism itself. I had to paint myself to look like an Academy Award and shove a diamond in my twat just to get him to fuck me.


Oh, speaking of which, I have a daughter. I’m very much a proud mother. Her name is Pimmy or Puny or Pussy. I’m not sure. Honestly I forget her sometimes. I find that most people do.


“I don’t even remember Daisy having a child,” they’ll say.


“I have the same problem,” I say. Then I sit on the person’s face and neither of us has any problems at all. Until little whatshername starts crying or wants food or something annoying like that. Ugh. Kids, right?


What else should I say? More favorites?


My favorite city is Chicago. So many skyscrapers but without all the emotional men who seem to hang around New York. One time I was in a skyscraper and I had the most fascinating conversation with the man who worked the elevator.


“Keep your hands off the lever,” he snapped.


“What, this?” I asked as I jerked off the lever with both hands.


“Yeah, what are you even doing?” he said.


“Nothing at all,” I said, adding a twist to my two-handed elevator lever jerk technique and licking at its wooden tip. “I certainly could not imagine what you are talking about.”


“That’s gross,” he said. “I have to touch that thing every day.”


But that did not stop him from changing out of his elevator outfit into an outfit issued to him by God herself. He had a brute of a cock. A great, big, hulking physical specimen of a cock.


I told him to get back to work at once and he did. And while he was working on one end, the elevator lever worked the other. As big and stiff as the elevator man was, he had nothing on his elevator’s lever. Unfortunately, the movements we were engaged in caused the lever to move up and down, and thus the elevator itself to careen wildly between floors, occasionally opening the doors to display to an entire gape-mouthed office the sight of me bent over, naked, and burning the candle at both ends, as it were.


What was I talking about? Right. I like Chicago. What else?


Do you always watch for the longest cock of the year and then miss it? I always watch for the longest cock of the year and then miss it.


Let’s see, what more about me? Maybe talk about my friends?


I had one friend once, won’t say who she was but she was a famous athlete if you call golf a sport, and let’s just say that I let her take a few swings at me.


Or I won’t just say that. Do I seem like the type of person to deflect with a sports pun when I could tell you about the time she had me upside down on the divan, with my dress flung over the top of me, giving me the old silent talking to down there, when who walks in but my cousin of all people and we have to swing right around and sit there like nothing is happening while I’m feeling like I’m sloshing around in a kiddy pool, and even after my friend wiped her mouth off, she had to keep her chin at this weird upturned angle so no one would see the Daisy run-off all over it. Her lips wouldn’t stop fluttering, like she was still going at me. Why, our dresses must have looked like she had just blown me all over the house, because that’s what had just happened.


But enough about my social life.


This is my first time using OkCupid, so I certainly hope that was enough information for a profile. If you’re interested, do shoot me a message.


Please be wealthy, well spoken, well endowed, all the wells. Also, please do not be a weird ex-boyfriend who uses a fortune of illegally acquired funds to stalk me at my vacation home and spends evenings jerking off to colored lighting. Been down that road already, thank you.


Oh, speaking of roads, it’s probably best if you drive on the date. I have a few points on my license.


Love,


Daisy Fay.


“Nick Carraway” by Carolyn Ho

He reaches down and pulls out the enigmatic wonder of his smooth and clean-shaven testicles. Each one resembles a dark poached egg from which a lingering smell of pickles, groin sweat, and cheese inebriates me, a waft so thick I salivate and moan. I do not mean to moan, but for all my ability to remain aloof I cannot contain myself. My eyes roll back. And I faint. When I regain my senses, I am unable to move beneath my dear Gatsby’s surprising paunch, a robust thing once restrained behind silken finery, now wild and flapping ecstatically upon me. Yes, my darlings, Gatsby is in fact flabby. Regardless, the world ends briefly now, in this moment, as I’m happily smothered by a wealthy millionaire; he collapses upon a bisexual, incest-loving, sardonic bondsman. And after a few seconds of rapid blinking, Gatsby’s face hovers over mine. His lips tremble as he places his soft fingers on my hair, my neck. His fingers trail down to my ass and he calls my name with the urgency of someone calling another off a balcony, off a ledge, off a bridge. “Nick, Nick, oh, Nick, I’m bad. I’ve been such a bad, bad little boy.”


I’m not ashamed of his sex talk, until a small dog comes close to the door, peers through the glass into the dim sitting room, and sits, watches diligently as I and the great Gatsby fuck as only gentlemen can, on the ground, slacks and boxers loose around the ankles, sock garters high on the calves. We collect our hair pomade and gather it generously around my buttocks. The dog, unblinking and unforgiving, seems to say, “Nick, old chap, what’s happening?” I have no reply. I move my arms about as if shooing away a fly, but the dog sits, unflinching. It seems determined to stare, to be the voyeur. Eyes locked, we remain still, until it begins to yelp as only small dogs can, high-pitched and relentless. It even begins licking itself. Barks and then licks. And then more avidly bites its little groin as Gatsby increases his pace behind me. No matter how hard or fast, I cannot focus on Gatsby in the least, so we stop and resume outside into the ambiguity of the night.


And we do continue. On the beach he reaches down and once again pulls out his smooth, pungent balls, and I am both hungry and aroused and again cannot contain myself and come prematurely in my pants. And again, my eyes roll back. And again I faint.


After a few seconds I am awake. Gatsby stands upright and flicks off the sand lodged between his testicles and his anus and slaps my bare back as if congratulating me on a good game of tennis. “Good try, old sport.” With almost all his clothes on, he offers his bejeweled hand to help me up. His every nail is manicured and smooth, his palms lotioned so softly, I instantly imagine the supple but firm penis that would be gloved by such a velvety grip and accept the gesture. We are, after all, more than men, but the quiet roar of the ocean, two great whales dancing, the sexing of water in the dark night, the sound of buttocks and balls clapping like the crashing shore around us, the thrashing and undulating slipperiness of a thousand phallic sea anemone reaching toward the surface of sky and opening. This is love. And I want more. I cannot stop touching myself.


We try again, and this time I can feel Gatsby’s parts, their light knocking against my inner thigh as they tickle incessantly, balls tapping like impatient fingers. I cannot tell the difference between him and Daisy for a brief moment and almost call out her name. As if Gatsby’s staccato engulfment of my anus and Daisy’s strap-on dildo are one—a fluid transgression of time—and if Gatsby’s dainty balls were not beating lightly upon my skin, I would have forgotten him altogether, lost in a memory. Gatsby’s hips and hands are so like Daisy’s, so familiar. I could almost see it now, that one summer vacation back home from Yale, visiting Daisy in the rear garden, her fingers twirling her hair and then tenderly stroking it. She had asked if I still remembered her, and I did. She placed her hand over my eyes, that delightful girl, and before I could ask further, she undid my belt and yanked my pants down with her other hand, and to my great surprise, managed to insert her new dildo with a swift and hard push, and giggled. But more so, I remembered her delicate, thin hands around her new wooden toy. Her hands were so smooth, so refined, like Gatsby’s hands now, placed in mine, that the garden suddenly merges with the black beach side, a blurring of horizons. In one push of his pelvis, the past becomes the present and time becomes singular. I cannot tell you what happened next, other than I involuntarily whisper Daisy’s name into Gatsby ear, and abruptly I hear the clear sound of water breaking as Gatsby’s body stiffens. He coils away from me instantly, covers himself, and leaves without looking at me, without pausing, without a word.


I put on my clothes and find myself suddenly cold and more flaccid than I have ever been. My knees ache. I watch Gatsby’s shadow return to the glow of his party. His outline grows smaller, sinks into the brightness. I follow him as one follows a broken heart, regrettably, and tragically still—my stained boxers are ruined and I am no longer hungry, for anything. With each step toward the spectacle of affluence and glittering excess of millionaires, I am more consumed by thoughts of how I could apologize, undo the damage of a name. I could send him hair pomade and attach a love note that reads, This is as much for you as it is for me. I fantasize chance encounters near the bathroom among his hand towels, miniature soaps, and gilded faucets. He would catch me grinding along on his laid-out tailored suits and shimmering ascots. Or perhaps the pool… yes, the pool, which was so like the ocean. Maybe I could swim naked, an elaborate backstroke with my penis floating left, then right, waving to him. I continue thinking of the pool and how the dramatics of the world required much maintenance, much plotting, and I was no exception to its tireless intricacies.


At some point, Jordan finds me engulfed by the view of the ocean from the balcony. She smiles as she hands me a flute of champagne and asks, “Finally having a gay time, are we?” And I am. Certainly. With thoughts of Gatsby, I feel every pubic hair stand straight up, stiff by the mere thought of his name. “Indeed,” I say. The future seems orgasmic and stretched out like refractions of light from a place that could never be touched or held, and immediately I drink everything in one sip and ask for more champagne, endless champagne.
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The future seems orgasmic and stretched out like refractions of light from a place that could never be touched or held, and immediately I drink everything in one sip and ask for more champagne, endless champagne.





“Myrtle Wilson” by Jacquelyn Landgraf

ARE YOU GODDAMN KIDDING ME????!! thought Myrtle Wilson in the split second of consciousness she had left after that hysterical wisp of a flapper twat plowed the car into her supple body, ripping off her gigantic left breast like some Amazonian sacrifice, ending with a final rimshot that dream deferred, raisin-in-the-goddamn-sun life of hers. She sucked in one last great gulp of the Valley of Ashes—also known more plainly as just the goddamn sorry-ass borough of Queens—and as her tremendous vitality mingled with the gravel of I-95 in the form of dark blood and vitriol, the three men who shaped her sad destiny flashed before her eyes.


Myrtle remembered all those nights bent over the gas pump. “You can’t live forever; you can’t live forever,” she would moan in a stage whisper, her thick knuckles blanching as she desperately pumped herself again and again with the curved iron nozzle, the brute force of the hard cold pipe incrementally raising her internal odometer at increments of ten until she orgasmed angrily into the vast expanse of ashes, screaming bitterly, “America! America!”


This nightly habit began shortly after she married George Wilson. He had fucked her exactly one time: their wedding night. He had just barely managed to heave her ample body over the threshold of their garage when she overtook him and pinned him to the hood of the Ford Model T he’d been repairing. Before he knew what hit him, Myrtle had bitten off and swallowed the three buttons of his borrowed wedding suit and was plunging his own astonished gearshift toward the back of her throat, where he felt not one but strangely several very muscular tonsils shoving the head of his penis in every direction, like bullies on a schoolyard. Next she had him on the ground, writhing in a puddle of grease, staring up the skirt of her wedding dress as the lips of her personal two-car garage opened hungrily and clamped back down on his unsuspecting emission hose. He tried to kiss her. She punched him in the nose.


Four hours later, without removing his cock from her muffler, Myrtle managed to carry George, his legs wrapped around her waist, into the twenty-four-hour diner next to the garage. The Greek who ran the joint turned away, nonplussed, as the Wilsons crashed into the kitchen. Myrtle instructed George to ram her from behind as she grilled herself a Monte Cristo and gulped down six Coca-Colas and a lime Rickey. She teasingly hid five hard-boiled eggs between her enormous heaving breasts for George. He could only find one. It was all he had eaten that day.


At hour thirteen they were back in the garage and George felt momentarily revitalized when Myrtle turned the hose of the air pump toward his face, but then, raising an eyebrow in curiosity, she inserted the hose into herself. He felt the head of his beleaguered pecker curve downward slightly and soldier on, like a determined migrant worker forging forward through the Dust Bowl. Which had not yet even occurred. A pair of rusty alligator clamps were chomping steadily at either end of their nipples in a bloody game of tug-of-war when, at the twenty-hour mark, out of sheer boredom, Myrtle stuck a wrench up her ass and tried to unscrew something. But it wasn’t until the final minutes of their first and only consummation when Myrtle at last felt the stirrings of something akin to satisfaction. With great ceremony, she locked eyes with the billboard of Dr. T. J. Eckleburg, spilled a can of motor oil onto her genitals with one hand, huffed a gasoline-soaked cloth with the other, and came with a barbaric yawp heard over the rooftops of Flushing. George, sobbing with relief, ejaculated a small hiccup of ashen-colored semen and promptly slipped into a coma for a week. Myrtle Wilson had fucked her husband for twenty-one hours straight, and in those twenty-one hours he had given her all there was of his manhood, all he had in him, forever.


Tom Buchanan could get it up, that’s for sure, thought Myrtle as the dust that the careening car left in its wake settled on her exposed heart cavity. The mere thought of polo mallets, New Haven, white supremacy, or his own body sent Tom’s pocket rocket pummeling forward like the Wabash Cannonball, and thus he had a constant, aggressive erection. Myrtle would sit alone in the train car covertly humping her portable gas can, sighing over the enormous trunk of dresses she was forced to bring anytime she went into New York City to fornicate with Tom. Tom’s spooj could fill the Hoover Dam. Myrtle would turn on some Scott Joplin hymns, climb aboard his cock, get fucked hard and dirty for five minutes flat, at which point Tom would bellow into her knockers, “I AM THAT YANKEE DOODLE BOY!!!” and promptly break Myrtle’s nose. She would double back as his semen hurled at gale force into her East and West Eggs, beat a hasty retreat, and spewed ecstatically back out of her vaginal maw, peopling every object within a three-yard radius with the excessive seed of Tom Buchanan. “I love him,” she confided softly to her puppy as she cleaned the cum out of its fur, bandaged her nose, changed her dress, and prepared to go at it again.


But she loved Tom the way she loved taking a gulp of battery acid on a hot day in the Valley of Ashes: It was a quick reprieve from the existential crisis of her life as a plot device in the Great American Novel. She realized this as black bile began to trickle slowly out of her mouth.


Her thoughts turned to her one great love, that wild wag of an oculist, Dr. T. J. Eckleburg. At age sixteen, Myrtle wandered into an Astoria optometrist’s office, a budding virgin who just recently had developed X-ray vision. Teej found her astonishing. They spent an entire chaste summer at each other’s side. It was Myrtle’s idea to put up the billboard above the highway announcing his new practice. They stood, hands entwined, beneath the fresh paint that immortalized the spectacles that only had eyes for Myrtle. That very night she gave herself to him, and it was then, sitting on T. J.’s face, that Myrtle realized the tremendous power of her own vitality. As the eye doctor licked, sucked, bit, and gnawed his way through her velvet curtains, electricity powerful enough to light all the skyscrapers in Manhattan surged through Myrtle’s body. She bore down harder and harder as she came into herself, into this country, into her Manifest Destiny—and especially, into the face of Dr. T. J. Eckleburg. She finished triumphantly, unfastened her mountainous thighs from around his beautiful head, and… let out a desperate wail. She looked down at her lover’s lifeless body, suffocated by the power of her ambition.


So it was with one final effort, as she lay mangled on that gravel road, that Myrtle lifted her skirt to place one hand over the lush forest of pubic hair that concealed the secret homage to her love—a tattoo of an eye chart, the tiniest letters readable only by a man who dared to place his face directly on her clitoris… which after T.J., no one ever had…


Myrtle Wilson took one last look at the sorry-ass borough of Queens, stared longingly at the eyes of her beloved Dr. T. J. Eckleburg, and goddamn died.
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