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Chapter 1: For A Little Thing, It Sure Has Really Big Balls

"I met a girl with a cactus kiss,

She said salvation tastes like this.

She wore a robe and a crooked grin,

Said the mothership was comin' in."

— The Dusky Nuns, “Silver Dust Gospel,” 1980

Ok, so just for the record, I’m not gay. Not all the way. But fuck all, I like sucking cock. I mean, if it is for money anyway. And Jimmy Soudan’s dick was a really fun one. Thick, slightly curved, veiny, and big.

Loved having my mouth on it and just making loud sucking sounds as I gobbled it up. Slurping that shaft like it was the last popsicle on a hot Tucson day, feeling the veins pulse against my tongue, the salty precum dripping down my throat like some twisted reward.

I’m Danny Malone, called Slick by people who know me, ‘cause I can slip in and out of gigs without getting tied down. Hustling is my thing. Pretty much I give blowjobs for cash. Keeps the rent paid and the beer cold.

Jimmy’s place smelled like old pizza boxes and a weird chemical tang, like a lab exploded in a frat house. Beakers everywhere, papers scribbled with formulas I couldn't give a shit about.

I bobbed my head, slurping loud, the way he liked. His hand gripped my hair, pulling me deeper.

"Yeah, Slick, that's it. Suck it like you mean it." His voice was raspy, like he'd smoked a pack while jerking off to science porn.

I gagged a bit, eyes watering, but pushed through. Spit dripped down my chin, mixing with the sweat from this Arizona heat. Window AC unit hummed like a dying bee, not doing shit against the stickiness.

I looked up at him, his face crooked from the angle of his nose, which I could see had been broken a bunch of times. This dude had taken more punches than a boxing bag at a drunk's gym. He was big and burly. All muscle and scars, the type who probably shattered many other people’s noses in his youth.

And now, as he gripped my head with those meaty paws, fingers digging into my scalp like he was trying to crack a walnut, and jammed his dick further down my throat, it seemed like he was looking to fuck mine up too.

While I was goin’ at it like a pro, feeling his balls slap against my chin with every thrust, my eyes got hypnotized by the elaborate tattoo right in the middle of his stomach. An unholy trinity of political power players. Donald Trump, George Bush, and Dick Cheney. Locking lips in a passionate embrace under the watchful eye of a cross adorned with dollar signs.

It was a display that could make even the most devout atheist question their disbelief. Trump’s orange mug smooshed against Bush’s smirky grin, Cheney looking all sinister in the background, eyes carved to look eternally horny.

I pulled back for air, dick popping out wet and shiny. "Dude, what's with the ink? You into that shit?"

Jimmy chuckled, stroking himself while I caught my breath. "Patriotism, Slick. Real men. Not like these snowflakes today. Guys posting on Lemmy, crying about people not getting canceled enough. Buncha fuckin’ babies these days.”

He jammed back in, fucking my face harder. I let him, hands on his thighs, feeling the coarse hair. My own cock twitched in my jeans—traitor! I'm not into dudes. Not really. Just the money. And maybe the power rush, having a guy like Jimmy moaning 'cause of me. He bucked, grunting, close now. Cum building. I could taste it.

He put one of his legs up on my shoulder, and it was like getting hit with a wall of stench. Holy shit, the smell of foot in the room was already overwhelming, like a locker room after a marathon mixed with rotten cheese, but with his foot on me, it was suffocating.

Sweat soaked. Heat radiating off his sole like a goddamn furnace. But the real horror was his toenails. They were like some kind of twisted experiment in neglect, curling down over his toes like gnarled, overgrown vines snaking out from a jungle of doom.

The sickly green color made me question whether he was intentionally cultivating a new species of fungus, yellow crusties built up under the edges, probably home to some bacteria that could wipe out a small town.

I powered through, slurping louder, letting the spit drip down my chin like some porn star audition.

"Hang on a sec," he said as I was going to town on his dick, my lips stretched wide, jaw aching from the girth. "I gotta go check on something real quick."

"You fucking kidding me?" I asked as I popped his cock out of my mouth, a string of saliva connecting us like some gross umbilical cord. "You have to check on it right now?" My voice came out muffled, throat raw from the pounding.

"Shut the fuck up. It’s complicated. It involves Donald Trump. So kinda fucking important."

"Are you being serious right now?" I asked. "Dude, I’m sucking your dick and I’m not even fucking gay. This is a timing thing. I’m not always in the mood to suck dick."

That’s when I heard it. A weird noise pierced the air, sending shivers down my spine and causing my dick to retreat into hiding like a scared turtle. It was a sound that defied description, sounding like a mixture of a wailing baby, a distressed mule, and a fucked up cat on its deathbed.

High pitched squeaks mixed with low gurgles, like something was dying and laughing about it at the same time. Echoing from the back room, bouncing off the walls covered in peeling wallpaper that looked like it had seen better decades.

My balls tightened up, not in a good way, like they wanted to crawl back inside my body and hide.

"What the fuck is that?" I asked. Didn’t matter though, I had already lost interest. I was getting up to leave. I stood up, wiping spit from my chin with the back of my hand, feeling the wet spot on my jeans where I had been leaking precum earlier.

"Government stuff," Jimmy said, zipping up his pants with a casual shrug, like it was no big deal. "There’s a bunch of groovy shit we’re working on."

Then the sound again. Louder this time. Closer. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw something dart across the floor. Small, furry, orange blur zipping like a fucked up mouse on speed.

I jumped back and screamed like a little girl. High pitched yelp that echoed in the small apartment, making me cringe inside. Now see, I know I was just sucking a dude’s dick, but screaming like that, made me feel pretty fucking gay. I tried to compose myself, straightening my shirt, pretending like I had not just shrieked like a damsel in a horror flick.

Jimmy jumped up. "Oh shit. That’s Cutiepie!"

Then the weird baby meowing sounds again. Scratching and squealing as Jimmy bent over to catch the thing.

Whatever it was that Jimmy caught, it was about the size of his hand and was thrashing around as Jimmy carried it. The thing stuck its head out from between Jimmy’s fingers, and I realized it was some sort of deformed rat. Its tiny face was twisted in a grimace.

And holy shit, the balls on this thing. Huge balls for its size, swinging like pendulums. It stared at me, jerking its tiny dick furiously. Squeaking, "Imma grab your boy pussy! Yasss queen, suck that cock!"

Freaking out, I jumped backwards, tripped over the coffee table cluttered with empty beer cans and ashtrays, and fell on my ass. Hard landing that jarred my spine, pain shooting up my tailbone. "What the shit?" I screamed. My voice cracking like a teenager’s.

"Told ya,” Jimmy said, holding the wriggling bundle like it was a precious baby. "Government stuff. My latest experiment.” He was smiling, pushing up his glasses that had slipped down his sweaty crooked nose.

The thing jumped out of his hands and scurried across the floor, humping the air, squeaking more bullshit.

"Losers! Weak men! Make America great again!" It’s voice was high and screechy. Fangs too, I swear. Sharp little points glinting. And that dick, erect and pink, bobbing as it ran circles around us.

"It's a Trumpster,” Jimmy said. “A cutting-edge genetic experiment. Hamster-human hybrid. Cloned from Trump's DNA sample. I was supposed to destroy it, but... couldn't. It’s too perfect." He scooped the thing up again; it bit his finger, drawing blood, but kept jerking with its free paw. “Its name is Cutiepie Mandango. He's got all of Trump's charm. And appetites."
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