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	SMUT

	 noun

	  

	/smʌt/

	
		
[uncountable] (informal) stories, pictures or comments about sex that deal with it in a way that some people find offensive
	
		He can entertain audiences without resorting to smut.





		
[uncountable, countable] dirt, ash, etc. that causes a black mark on something; a black mark made by this
	
		His face was covered with smuts from the engine.







	 

	 

	— Oxford English Dictionary
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EDITOR’S NOTE

	 

	It seemed to me that Stories About Penises would be a hard act to follow. To be honest, it wasn’t so easy to let go of either. It was our first publication, and I suppose what you could call my baby. When I was discussing the anthology with one of the contributors she said, “Really what it’s about is intimacy. You should do one about all those crazy mishaps on Tinder and Grindr.” And that’s where the idea came from. Yet, how does one encapsulate such an idea in a title? I came up with Cyber Lives and posted a call for submissions. But every time I read that title it was like some horrible flat note on an out-of-tune piano. 

	 

	Shortly after I posted the call for submissions, I changed the title to Cyber Smut. It just flowed out so nicely, rolled off the tongue in such a way I could not resist. And it seemed to summarize, aptly, what I was trying to get at. All that shit that happens online. And with technology. Not only Tinder and Grindr, but everything. It seemed just perfect. Except when I googled Cyber Smut and Google told me this phrase was commonly used to describe porn. And I thought, fuck it, I don’t care what Google says. It works. Somehow I knew that with the right image on the cover we could redefine this phrase. And push the boundaries of the literary anthology. And have a smashing collection of work.

	 

	Which is exactly what Cyber Smut is. A smashing collection of fiction, nonfiction and poetry—twenty-five pieces in total. Many address this issue of intimacy that I hoped to get at. Many deal with social media. Some just technology. The funny thing is that the majority of the work isn’t all that smutty—I mean there is sex, plenty of it, or allusions to sex, but to be honest that is not the primary focus of this anthology. It is about loneliness and disconnection. It is about struggles with existential feelings. It is about the desire for fame, and an underlying desire to be heard and loved. It is about addiction and alienation and artificial intelligence. It is about the struggle with the ‘unreal’ world online and the desire to connect with the ‘real’ physical world. In short, it is about how technology has impacted our lives. Smuttily and otherwise. 

	 

	My sincere thanks to all of our contributors. Your stories and poems have moved me, made me cry, made me laugh, and most of all made me think. About this insane world we live in and how we are all coping. I couldn’t imagine publishing anything else in this anthology.

	 

	Many thanks to Gery Galabova, Corinne Jean-Jacques, Sao Pain and Charlie Mars—our readers who sifted through mounds of Cyber Smut submissions, read for hours and hours, and helped to select the work in this anthology. As well, an enormous thank you to Goldsmiths College for their ongoing support. 

	 

	The biggest thank you of all goes to you! Thank you for purchasing this book and supporting Guts Publishing.

	 

	I hope you enjoy reading these stories and poems as much as I have. On the Contents page each title is labeled as (f) fiction, (nf) nonfiction, and (p) poem.

	 

	As always, stay well.

	 

	Julianne Ingles

	6 July 2020

	



	




	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	C y b e r  S m u t

	(take a deep breath, here we go)

	



	




	Julian Bishop

	Tracker

	 

	 

	You join the dots to track my dashes, 

	my nine to five daily routine captured 

	by your app—each lap of routine timed 

	 

	to the second, assigned to a precise location,

	each deviation, coffee stop unfolding 

	on an online map. You log me in spots 

	 

	flashing across a screen, my lifelines traced 

	in the palm of your hands, homing in 

	on stops to form fresh lines of inquiry:

	 

	who were you talking to outside Boots?

	why did you zig-zag and not go straight?

	Oh spy who loves but doesn't trust me

	 

	you programmed my phone into a drone 

	that circles me 24/7—you may have reason: 

	peace of mind for the family circle 

	 

	reassures the blurb on Ispyoo, as the loops 

	bubble-wrap your screen, a pattern of ties 

	that tighten around me like a noose.



	




	Kristan X

	Metrics

	 

	 

	When she joins Twitter you are her first follower. Before she has a profile picture. Before she has a bio. She’s an egg, blank and new, zero, zero, zero. And you are her first.

	Within a week, however, she has twice as many followers as you. It’s as if Twitter is something she’s been waiting for all her life. Something which has been waiting for her. She’s never not on it. Updates her feed a hundred, two hundred times per day. As natural and as regular to her as breathing.

	One month in, she has a hundred times your following. They shower her with hearts and retweets. She posts a picture of herself first thing in the morning—another before she goes to bed. She posts pictures of you as well: your big hand enveloping hers. A selfie of you kissing.  

	“They like you,” she says. When she says they she is talking about her followers. An army of benign, invisible fans. “They think you’re good for me.”

	You realise very quickly that she tells them everything. After fucking you lie tangled together in bedsheets. She fetches her phone from the bedside table and taps out an update. Tells them she came. Describes to them the exquisite ache she feels in the minutes afterwards. Tells them (just as she has often told you) how much she loves the feeling of spooning with you, your arm across her chest.

	She kisses you, long and slow on the lips. It’s only after she pulls back that you notice she’s holding her phone. That the camera is rolling.

	Her followers are like a pet. A part of her. An inquisitive, gently burbling army that surrounds her always. She asks you questions on their behalf. “Have you ever been skinny dipping?” she asks. Or, “Will you get another tattoo?” She plucks these questions from the air, like a seer consulting gods. You answer. She dutifully taps out your response.

	She hits a million followers. One million. Three times the population of the city in which you live. More people than you will meet in a year. More people than you will know in your lifetime. Every now and then she is recognised in the street: people wave, or cheer, or call her name. She blushes with pleasure every time this happens.

	You make your own Twitter profile private without really thinking about it. Within an hour she’s at your flat, arriving like a storm. She is furious. “It’s a waste,” she says. “A complete waste.” She stabs the screen of her phone. Think, she implores you, of how many followers you could have. And you wouldn’t even have to post anything. Wouldn’t have to do a damn thing. You’d get them just from being with her.

	She bristles. Her followers (over a million of them now) bristle too. Your phone shivers constantly on the surface of your desk and you don’t attend to it. She sees you not attending to it, and looks at you wounded. She throws herself onto your bed and lies curled up on her side, phone out, her face bluelit. “You should tell them something,” she says. “An explanation at least. You owe them that.”

	“I don’t owe them anything,” you say. She snorts. Taps the screen in a rapid, angry staccato.

	Later you fuck, roughly and at length. You think that it might be the last time. She bites your arm and you pull her hair, driving into her. She grunts, almost like a sob. Afterwards she sits on the end of your bed facing the mirror on your wardrobe. Musses her hair a little further. Smears her makeup with one finger, then takes a picture.

	The argument is forgotten, but she’s distant after that. Her followers take up more and more of her time. She’s left her job. “Sorry,” she says, whenever you are together. “Sorry, sorry, just one minute.” She doesn’t want to leave them waiting, she explains. One minute and then she’ll be with you. She taps frantically, then slips the phone away into her bag. It buzzes in the dark like a trapped animal.

	She has two million followers. The number is growing faster now. Crazily, recklessly fast. She’ll hit three million within a month. The speed with which that number changes makes you feel faintly sick. Vertiginous. As though the ground is dropping away from beneath your feet. 

	She wears brand new clothes each day now. She smells different. You do not fuck anymore, but she cuddles with you in her bed while she replies to messages. Kisses you for the camera. Requests, on one occasion, that you give her a love bite in the crook of her neck. It takes two tries before she is satisfied. If you fall asleep she is gone by the time you wake.

	You have an argument. A brief, violent, stupid one. It comes from nothing, and it absorbs everything. “You’re jealous,” she says. “This is the best thing that has ever happened to me and you can’t just be happy for me. You have to ruin it, don’t you?”

	There are many things you want to say. All of them sound, in your head, childish and simplistic and dumbly jealous. You say them anyway. She has her phone in her hand and as you say these things you can sense the weight of three million ghosts in the air around her, packing the room so dense there isn’t air, so full of breathing watching needing bodies that you can’t see her anymore, that you don’t know who you’re talking to.

	She tells you to leave. She’s crying. You do and it is windy outside. The air as heavy as it gets before a storm. You walk at random until the fire in your gut dies down. You call an Uber. As you’re waiting outside a corner shop a middle-aged man with baggy eyes lurches up to you and grabs your forearm. “You broke her heart, you asshole. Asshole.” He releases you. He’s gone.

	The back of your Uber is warm and dim. The driver eyes you in the mirror. “I always thought you were bad for her,” he says. You tell him to stop the car and let you out there. You’ll walk the rest of the way. Which you do, but a group of teenage girls follows you, whispering behind their hands. Is it him? It’s him. It’s definitely him. Outside your apartment door a skinny boy rife with piercings spits on the ground at your feet.

	You get inside. You lock the door. You turn off your computer. You turn off your phone. Your apartment is dark and quiet. Nothing buzzing or blipping or humming as it charges. The view from your window looks out across the city. Night is falling. Her ghosts are out there, stalking the streets. The ground is falling away beneath your feet.

	You draw the curtains. You lie down in the dark and wait. In your head you are repeating it over and over again. You don’t owe them anything. You don’t owe them anything.

	



	




	Lydia Hounat 

	closure, decoded

	 

	 

	</

	 

	how you knew to wash blood out of things, 

	<cold water>, <quick>, 

	           the moments I hated you: 

	                      coffee-sweat mood 

	           the moments I adored you:

	                      soaked lentils stewed 

	 

	<meta name= “colour: ‘furious’/>

	remedy: try to tell you / with my teeth stinging 

	I won’t swing the beach; clog my hair; steam your chest; sink into your arm

	repeat function: remedy: 

	             I'm not saying <I will miss you>

	             I'm saying        !error missing file!  

	 

	You will be missing

	            though you were a word glittering on my tongue 

	            missing like a strand or a feather / plucked / malware

	<body><script> type= "{[{'the misplaced smells I will have to burn now’}, {'the bloodshot negatives and your   

	                         sweater too small to fit’}, {‘mould-stuffed screensaver’}, 

	{corrupted fruit hard drives}, {the rind of your monitor troubleshooting my underwear}, 

	{'cremate River Tamar'}, {'chase and check’}, {this html never made sense}, {a connection failure}]}". />.
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	PIOTR BOCKOWSKI

	a sister of her sister. (No… it can’t be her!)

	 

	 

	Loops of internalised circulation. Tunnels tangled for thousands of miles overlapping. Twin sister was sent in an electric capsule, moving through the vast strains of the mycelium that undergrows the jungle. Enclosed in a solid sphere, like a spore. With her glance teasing a stiffening pipe of an air conditioning exhaust. There was fungi discharge dripping from it.

	 

	Tubular cracks of vehicle surrounded her with a subtle web, overwhelming with an unexpected but persistent migraine. Recalling traces of mold on the wall, pain was triggering the superflat strains of her nerves. Disturbing intensity of light. Poking edges. Smell, like a severe hallucination, grew to monstrous dimensions of an utterly frightening childhood memory, constantly changing its form. Each time revealing an even more hideous nature of herself. Recalling forgotten weirdness. The dead sister brought to the shack slums in the desert of the night. Watching a non-existent movie through her body, like a dream device. Deliric archaeology of the immediate past. Fights of beastie sisters in a cage. She tried to masturbate to expel this mirage, in an attempt to desperately shake it off her temples, but the bodkin of orgasmic contraction paralyzed her face muscles with bitter numbness. Her mouth filled with a taste of fungi. She collapsed awaiting. In the very depth of the jungle, the capsule stopped.

	 

	The central concentration was located directly below corpuscular silos of nano-maternity. Swallowed by a half-extinct volcano, an atomic rector was receiving emissions from all sorts of different parts of monster island, accumulating them into a critical mass. The reactor was a melting pot for twin sister mutations, creating a gigantic cocoon of a techno-womb trapped within an obscene mouth of an electromagnetic chimney. The twin sisters’ swarm gathered in the bottom apex of a concavity, connected together through smart devices of virtual penises, radiating digital sperm. Huge beyond the twin’s perception, the nano-maternity reactor constituted her event horizon. She felt as if she were in a completely open empty space, in the forgotten pout of the ocean. On a freak atoll.

	 

	The twin sisters’ laboratory is a blend of institutional rot and medicalized breed, clotted with fungi. Ocean digested by a c.anal. Jungle closes in on both sides. Here is the place where twin sisters are transplanted. Notion of monstrous biotech laboratory environment, as a total ontological category, encapsulating the realm of all twin sisters. Concrete layering of the experimentation chambers becomes an immediate extension of brain wiring, enclosing itself within it and projecting it at the same time. Being an ultimate construct of the jungle immunology system, spheral urban cocoon, that materialises its project within high-tech presence. Virtual communication, which enfolds the (hyper)natural dimension of the laboratory, functions instead of her neuronal system. New online applications for portable electronic testicles have automatically replaced some parts of her brain.

	 

	Her migraine started dissolving with the first ejaculation of digital sperm. All of the sisters were spraying it around them, filling the techno-womb with an intricate network of artificial gene transfers. Digital sperm was the only valid virtual currency in the electric jungle, stimulating awkward sex implosions of neofungus.

	The digital sperm of several different twin sisters was mixing inside a brain scanner. Their virtual penises plugged into its interface. They were playing a multidimensional quantum game inside it, making points by outlining spheres of genetic influence. Appropriating the proximity to one another, taking over each other’s fields of influence. Pinpoint alternative possibilities of neural targets. The brain scanner was able to model a new twin cocoon based on the chimerical patchwork of juxtaposed DNA. It could also print a variety of cellular patterns and all of it simulated by her new generation virtual penis.

	 

	Twin sister looked around. The space was fragmented by a cluster of holographic domes, enclosing crowds of sisters, crawling on each other like insects. Hypnotised by the trance of revolting chemistry. She was getting gradually enraged beyond comprehension, instinctively imagining a severe and methodical procedure of segregating sisters into enclosed vacuum cocoons. Based on the types of deformity they have worn around their slit eyes, the group units were defined by a certain category. Think about any whimsical way of exterminating her twins. Useless critters, blindly gather together, just to eat each other’s dirt, smearing it on the rim of their orifices. To breed more of themselves alike. Swollen in a cocoon. Swallowing slime. “What an utter waste of space,” she muttered, detested. An enormous crack opened inside her.

	 

	Progeny of beyond. As curious as suspicious. Heroes of her own paranoia. Losers of her common sense. Lunatic twins.

	 

	She was hiding something in her hair. An enormous tangle, she picked a few lost threads stuck to dust structures, carrying radiating particles and mutating spores. She searched within her, entering the hair-brain abyss of magnificent volume. Gentle strokes of her fingers irritated a scab-colony of suppurating glands that were discharging thick liquid tissue, made out of the collective existence of her clones. Miniature embryo viruses were coming from perfectly voided nihilism of technological death. Re-enacting fantasy variants of possible creatures, with their ridiculous squeaks and amoeboid body projections. Round or oblong organ displacement. Yet to be.

	 

	Was this strange body worm coming from inside her brain? Feeding on her hair. She will keep creeping back in. The sister in question. Looking somehow insectile.

	 

	Now for her. Creeping in the back of her head, she has never quite suppressed the feeling that she is not herself exactly but rather some-body else. Movement in a crowd of random twin sisters brought a discovery of paradoxical detachment. Surrounded by morphing headpieces, she tried to reach them desperately but unsuccessfully. Frozen in a corrupted sequence of animation. The heads simply couldn’t turn around. A confusingly smeared angle in a multi-exposition tumour apparatus. It wasn’t possible to see her twin sisters’ faces. They were non-existent, covered with layers of glitchy masks and distorted landscapes, their fake depth perspective. The imploding surface of pits, swallowing swollen tentacles, was powered by a pattern of microscopic injections. Countless semi-organic tubes were growing inside their hair and delivering nano-twins that way. Nano-twins extracted from the most potent mutagenic sisters directly into fungi spores. She sucked on the pits a great deal. A sweaty ball of hair made her choke.
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