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A Bull at the Forced Chastity Cuck-Fest




The day had finally come for Karl’s photography show. I arrived at Berlin’s International House of Culture set on the man-made edges of the Tiergarten on a warm July evening. A blaze of waiting photographers and a red carpet unfurled into the modernist building. I felt like a fraud entering alone as my picture was taken a hundred times. What disturbed me more so was the towering building of Deutschland Heute newspaper staring at us—at all Berlin. As if Tomas was always watching.

For days after my introduction to the Antinous Society, my ass was still sore—violated—and I’d somewhat soured on the idea of joining. My interview with Kent, the American investor who I knew had been involved in the fisting of the poor guy in the sling that night came and went without incident. In fact, he made no mention of the particulars of where we had met, or if I might join, in the five-star hotel lobby we’d spoken in. 

Nor had I seen Tomas for much of the next week either. He hadn’t been in the office, although he did send me a one-word email after Kent’s interview went live. Nice!

I saw Karl, though. Both times right here at the International House of Culture as he was busy preparing for his art opening. I helped him plan the gallery space where his artwork would hang as we sipped champagne and obsessed over the spacing of his yet-to-be-seen works and exacting positions of spotlights and backlights just like…well, like a bunch of Berlin art people.

I supposed I was not part of this queer-vant garde as a flute of champagne was handed to me by a handsome server in leather trousers and a mesh tank top. Karl had obsessed over the waiter’s uniforms perhaps more than the pieces of art themselves. I recognized a few faces from the Antinous Society milling around the foyer. But only the more distinguished ones since the entire international art scene appeared to have descended on Karl’s photography exhibit. Hundreds of us were shepherded toward the gallery itself in an excited flurry of French, Spanish, Italian, German, and American English. Karl might be the new toast of the art world, but it dawned on me I’d never seen him with a camera.

Inside the gallery I nearly dropped my champagne. I might have fainted if I wasn’t surrounded by so many acclaimed dignitaries investigating the pieces with spectacles they wore on chains around their neck. The forest of life-sized photographs were one thing; like a scene from Alice in Wonderland, but instead of giant playing cards it was pictures of bare asses, and all from the same angle: the corner of Karl and Tomas’ bedroom. But next to every huge canvas was a sculpture. Crude and roughly cut from clay, it was the remembered abdomen, balls and erect cock of the backside featured in the photograph. What I thought was trash scattered around the plinth the sculpture sat on were actually carefully arranged condom wrappers. The description explained the situation, and thankfully a gray-haired woman with bright red glasses peered over a clay dick to read the note on the wall.

“Name unknown,” she said, examining the piece like a coin collector blowing dirt of a Roman sovereign. “September fourth. Met on the internet twenty minutes before. No picture. Fucked me three times. Possibly married?”

There was no route between the installations. People spread out across the cavernous gallery, inspecting the thirty or more photos and sculptures. The pictures appeared to have been taken from a secret camera. The top half of the man was never shown, but the legs or back of Karl was sometimes visible. Some men kept their trousers on, others just underwear, some were naked. But all of them were familiar, as I’d stood in the exact same place as the subjects of this art show, balls deep in Karl as Tomas had sat in a dark corner and watched. In at least three of the photographs, a trouser leg, a shoe, and an arm of whom I knew to be Tomas could be seen at the very edge.

“So powerful,” said an elderly man with a white moustache to his younger companion. “A rumination on the pure essence of desire.”

I was on my third glass already, staring at yet another photograph which thankfully seemed to be the last in the series. The sculpture agitated me, though. The cock stood straight up, with a slight curve from the base. The balls long and low, the abdomen tight and flat. I glanced between the clay and the picture; a round ass bent over Karl’s body on the bed. My head flipped between them like a tennis match, trying to recall why it felt so familiar.

“Peter,” the moustache man said. I gasped, but no one noticed. The man was reading from the description. “June third. Met at a bookstore in Kreuzberg. Beautiful features. A writer, talented. Fucked me once, no condom.” And indeed, there was no wrapper on the floor.

I quickly glanced around for the nearest fire escape when I spotted Karl hugging his way towards me, dressed in a black turtleneck and soaking up the adulation.

“What do you think?” Karl asked, kissing me on either cheek.

“That’s me!” I hissed, but a little too loudly as the moustache man and his companion turned to look at me. They both smiled an invitation. I pulled Karl aside. “Did Tomas watch all these men fuck you?”
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