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THE AGENCY





 


 


Book One


INITIATION


“…Indeed, Dolmance, ’tis terrible, what you have to do to us; this at once outrages Nature, heaven, and the most sacred laws of humanity.”


—D.A.F. de Sade





1.


On a balmy night, the young man, a dreamer, walks down the avenue chewing a candy bar, feeling cosmic, horny and lost. He holds a book of Chinese philosophy in one hand. He isn’t going anywhere in particular. Maybe to the park, to watch the dirty-yellow swans swim through the beer cans and garbage in their pond. A soft wind works at his face.


An incredibly long, silent black Cadillac sedan draws against the curb. The chauffeur wears a black twill suit and a black leather cap. His glasses are made of one-way silver mirrors and hold the image of the young man. Two women sit in the back and the tallest of the two picks up a small phone, speaks into it.


The chauffeur nods. One of the car windows hums open.


“Get in,” says the chauffeur to the young man.


“Who, me?”


“Of course. Get in. In the back. With the women.”


The window hums shut.


The smaller lady opens the back door and gets out. Her face is veiled as if in mourning. The young man enters the car. He wants to ask a question but can’t. The tall woman he sits beside also wears a veil. She takes the book from his hand as if to examine the title. Instead she drops it into a compartment by the window. The smaller lady reenters the car and sits thigh to thigh by the young man.


The door shuts with a resonant sound. He feels as if he is being sealed into a diving bell. The chauffeur starts the engine. They begin to move.


The young man looks out the window and finds it tinted a dark shade which makes all details beyond seem vague and shadowy. The taller lady snaps a switch beneath the door handle and the windows are covered by concealed curtains. It is almost totally dark now.


“Let’s go to Carla’s,” says one of the women.


“Ring Max,” the other says.


“Yes?” says the chauffeur’s voice, crackling through a small speaker.


“Carla’s.”


The car swerves. A hip presses against his own and a hand rests gently upon his inner thigh. The other woman pulls his hand up and moves his arm around her shoulder, placing his hand upon her blouse so that his fingertips feel the steady rise and fall of her bosom.


He begins to notice the different perfumes they are wearing. One has a lingering quality of an erotic dream and the other is like awakening in the morning in an elegant whorehouse.


He feels his pulse pound and hears their breathing get heavy. Yet he doesn’t move. He shuts his eyes as if to enter a deeper darkness than the one inside the car, which is smoothly moving across unknown roads.


The hand upon his inner thigh moves up boldly and unbuckles his belt, quickly unbuttons the top button, then unzips his fly. Perhaps the other one is the one who rolls his pants down below his knees. He feels a slight breeze as his shorts are rolled down his hips.


Involuntarily his hand surrounds a breast and begins fondling it as his exposed body is being caressed by leather-gloved fingers. It is a strange new feeling to have his cock so touched and it swells and grows beyond her grip.


“Very good. Big. You see, dear, you work on the disguises a man wears walking down the street. They’re all really hiding.”


A tongue burrows into his ear just as a mouth folds its lips upon his cock’s crown.


“Wait,” says one of them.


He is pushed to his side. He understands and stretches out on the large seat, its leather warm to his bared rump.


One of them mounts him so that her cunt rests upon his mouth and the other one is back on his cock, her mouth passing the crown and rolling up and down the shaft. Her cunt perfumed as her body is, his mouth begins to work through its fleshy curtain, his tongue reaching inner rims and nerves which makes whoever it is grab behind her back to push the other one’s mouth down harder on his member.


“Enough,” says the voice through the small speaker.


“But Max, we need a sample.”


“Enough. Wait until we’re there. Carla must prepare him.” The voice is metallic and flat.


The ladies disengage themselves from the young man. His loins ache with the frustration and pain of withheld seed.


“I suppose it’s better,” says one of them.


There’s no answer. Yet the leather-gloved hand goes back to his still erect cock and begins to manipulate it. As his body arches in orgasm, he feels warm lips enfold his pulsing organ to withdraw the discharge of its love fluid. He groans when the suction becomes more insistent. The tongue tip moves quickly upon the tremendously sensitive crown.


“Damn you, Leonard! I told you to hold back,” says one of the women.


“Carla’s a bitch.”


“But you have to do these things right or we all get in trouble.”


“I couldn’t help it. He’s so big, so much to work with,” says the other voice, the other woman. Leonard?


“We’re almost there. Get your pants up.”


The young man does as he is told.


A hand grabs his as he’s buckling his belt and thrusts it under skirts to a touch a hard crotch. The young man’s hand withdraws after feeling the firm throbbing organ pulsing beneath the silk panties of one of the women.


“Yes,” hisses the voice. “I’m Leonard. You’ll know me soon.”


The car stops.


“Blindfold him.”


Silk blackness covers the young man’s eyes.


The door opens.


“You can go,” says one of them. He hears footsteps on the gravel.


“Go on, move. There’s a lot to be done before the night is over.”


He gropes his way out. A hand grabs his. Another hand grabs him underneath his rear, its fingers tipping his testicles.


Someone says, “Wait!”


He’s led through a doorway. He hears the sound of an elevator door opening


Then he’s led into it. The door shuts and his stomach sinks as the elevator begins its quick rise. It seems as if there are more people in the elevator. He smells new perfumes.


All the way up, hands keep touching him, prodding him, as if he were a steer at auction.
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Into another elevator. Someone nudges him in the delicate spot behind his knees and he falls down. Immediately bodies are upon him. The elevator continues going up.


His clothes are ripped off. The elevator must be filled beyond belief with hands, hips, knees, organs. He is naked. The elevator stops.


Tongues, lips. He is licked and kissed. Hands rub an oil over his body. Slowly. The hands getting gentle as they reach his manhood. Someone nibbles on his nipple.


“Hung well.”


“He’ll be useful.”


“For a while.”


“Who knows.”


“Shave his pubes?”


“See what Carla says.”


The elevator begins again. Strong hands begin to pry apart his buttocks.


“No. We can’t. We must wait.”


“Get up.”


The young man is in a daze and tries to stand up but can’t function as he’d like to.


“Pull him up. Watch out. He’s slippery.”


“He shines.”


Strong hands grab him under the armpits and stand him up.


“Lean against the wall. Hold onto the rail. There, behind you. Right. We’re almost there.”


It sounds like the voice of the chauffeur.


At any time he can take off the blindfold. But he doesn’t. He can’t. Not being able to see, he feels concealed, as if he is in a dream.


The elevator stops. The doors open. A refreshing wave of air embraces his naked body.


“Wait. A little dab more.”


Oil is once more rubbed over his body. Gentle fondling of his cock, cupping of his balls.


“Oh, shine.”


“Alright. Go on. Straight ahead. When you hear the door shut, take off your blindfold.”


The light’s dim but it still hurts his eyes. The black silk drops to the floor. He watches its slow descent onto the marble floor as if in slow motion.


A beautiful woman stands before him. Her body is encased in a skin of black leather that is slashed down the center to reveal the white flesh alive beneath the garment.


Part of her breasts are revealed. The thrust of her nipples pushes through the leather, outlined in the sheath. The slash ends right where her cunt has begun. Her pelt is a black curly triangle that dissolves into the skintight leather gripping her in such a way that it makes it hard for her to move at this moment. Each body motion stimulates her too much. She must be reserved for now. She must enact the rite correctly.


“I am Carla,” she says. “Do not speak. I know who you are.”


She moves to him slowly. Looking at his body, looking at his face.


“Do you know why you were chosen?”


“No,” he answers.


She’s the most beautiful woman he has ever seen. She is the image his sex dreams conjured when, on his knees, without a woman, he would bring out his desires alone.


Her face is the face of all the women he has wanted to love. As a young man, he has yet to love any of his dreams into a reality. All the girls, the young ladies he had hungered for, were always unreachable, sacred, beyond his means. Their pale faces, mysterious bodies concealed behind virginal lace, the red lips, flushed cheeks, the perfect grave grace of their moving—she, Carla, was all of his dreams transformed into a woman. A woman in an erotic leather outfit. Black hair tumbling about her shoulders. Her lips shine. Her eyes scrutinize his naked body with detachment.


The whip lashes out, curls around his hips and stings his rump.


“Stop dreaming,” she says.


She pulls the whip back, snaps it, sets it flying around him again. Its end is thorned and as it flashes into his rump it draws a thin line of blood.


“I am Carla and you are nothing. You are dirt to trample on. You are mud. You are clay to be shaped into whatever we see fit. Down on your knees before me!”


She pulls the whip back.


He falls to his knees.


“On all fours. Like a dog.”


He hesitates.


Her high heel pushes against the back of his neck.


“Down, dog!”


The heel is sharp and sudden as it digs in and knocks him off balance. He falls on his belly onto the cold marble.


“You’re a toad. Crawl, toad! Crawl!”


He lies still. The chill marble is a shock to his abdomen but, after a moment, it feels pleasant.


The whip slashes across his back and he jerks in the pain of its crossing.


“Don’t you understand? I am Carla, your Mistress. You are useless dung. Now obey.”


Again and again.


He feels new pain and begins to like the rasping scrape of the whip across his body. Then, without warning, his bladder works against him and he urinates. The liquid spreads warmly upon his belly.


Carla laughs. A warm laugh that chills him.


“You’re a child. Wetting your bed. You must be punished.”


In another room.


Set up like a police lineup. He is against the marker lines in bright light. Naked.


“Alright, profile.”


He turns.


The camera flashes.


“Turn around. Back view.”


He turns and faces the wall.


The flash pops.


“Okay. Closeup time.”


A woman in a skintight rubber jumpsuit steps onto the stage and walks up to the young man.


She takes his cock in her hand.


“Fine,” says the photographer. “Hold it.”


Flash.


“Okay. Now let’s activate it.”


She unzips her jumpsuit and embraces him. Her body is hot and her round breasts bore into his chest and her hot cunt moistly presses into his cock. Her legs thrust through his.


“Kiss me,” she says.


They kiss. Her mouth drops open like a cave and as his tongue enters it, she begins to suck on it until he thinks she’ll pull it out by its roots. They move apart.


“I’ve got five kids,” she whispers in his ear. “Wanna see my stretch marks?”


“You’re in great shape,” he answers.


“Pig,” she whispers.


“C’mon, c’mon, let’s get to it! I don’t have all day,” says the photographer.


“He’s a pig too,” she says.


Then she’s on her knees with the young man’s cock halfway into her greedy mouth. He thought he was through for the day (but he thinks too much) and writhes in sweet pain. He wants to pull her off and get into her, into somebody.


“Okay, get dressed.”


Flash.


“Turn sideways now.”


He turns. Flash.


The mother of five stands up, steps into her skintight rubber jumpsuit, zips up, walks off.


“Okay, Doctor, you can have him now.”


The Doctor is a six-foot-seven Negro with a white Lone Ranger mask over his eyes. He’s naked except for a scarlet silk undergarment holding his massive tool. A brass armband digs deep around one of his huge biceps.


“Come on, young man, into my office. Follow me.”


Entering the wings, he sees the rubber jumpsuited mother of five beneath the photographer. They’re fucking deliriously. Another man races around their tangled forms taking pictures.
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The office is black. The walls are painted black. The chairs, sofa, magazine table, the ashtrays, all are painted black.


Tacked to a black wall is the bright yellow-and-black hide of a skinned tiger.


Tacked to another black wall is the pale pink hide of a skinned human being.


“This way,” says the Doctor.


The hallways are black and on the walls are ancient figurines of fragmented bodies caught in various postures of lovemaking, tribal masks worn by savage healers, scalps and, oddly, as we enter the Examination Room, an icon of Satan embracing a golden-haired angel in a transluscent chemise.


“On the bed.”


The young man gets on the so-called bed, which is a leather-covered contraption rising above the floor on iron legs. From the ceiling hangs an odd-looking X-ray machine in the shape of a circle whose center presents a phallic tube with a round glass-encased hole in its center.


“I’m going to have to strap you down. I hope you don’t mind,” says the Doctor.


“I have no choice.”


“Perhaps.”


The black Doctor hums a vague melody as he begins to strap the young man down.


“That’s a song I wrote when I was in pre-med,” he says. “It’s my body chant. I love bodies, you know. I was a skilled surgeon from the beginning. But I was black and I was big,” he hums, and his voice seems to come from the bottom of a steel drum.


“You’re not going to...going to cut me up?”


“Of course not, my morsel. We’re just going to examine you, use you up.”


He begins to hum again.


“What do you think of when you see a big black man?” asks the Doctor.


“I don’t know. What should I think of?”


“Oh, c’mon, man. What do you think of? Nine-foot cock, super-rapist, coming down the aisle to grab your tiny fiancée and defile her on the altar? Isn’t that where it’s at when you see me walking down the street?”


A crackling sound. The phallic tube turns blue, then a blue-edged white.


“Don’t worry, baby,” says the Doctor.


All he sees is the light blazing above his head.


“Now, this won’t hurt much.”


A needle is stuck into his arm.


“Nor this.”


A needle is stuck in his thigh.


“Nor this.”


A needle is stuck into his shoulder.


“...y’see my mother was all spread-eagled out on the floor an’ this big ofay mother-fucker comes barrel-assing on top of her an’ sticks his sick prick in her and rapes her as much as he’s able an’ all the time my daddy’s watchin’ because he’s tied to a chair an’ whitey’s blonde whore’s on Dad’s lap pullin’ on his pecker an’ laughin’ an’ stinkin’ of bourbon...


“...y’see, I’m a surgeon, y’see, because I passed some special tests, I mean, y’dig, besides the written ones, an’ all them faggot Dr. Kildares down on their knees before me, suckin’ an’ a gaggin’, an’ all them Dr. Caseys on top of me, boring tunnels into my rear end an’ sweating on my back...


“...y’see, I’m a weird doctor an’ this is my clinic. You’re my guest an’ I’m going to teach you what you wanna learn, y’dig, you wanna be destroyed, you wanna be reborn, you wanna be somethin’ more than nothin’, y’know what I’m sayin’...?”


He knows nothing.


A cartoon of the universe explodes behind his eyes. Shooting stars with enlarged, flaming tails sizzle and detonate. Rockets, fireworks, the traditional planets with humming rings around them, Buck Rogers, Flash Gordon, a cliché of stored images zoom and boom and fade away, return, smile, smile widely enough to light half the earth, then fade away again.


He knows nothing.


The levels his fragmented mind reaches have trapdoors. There’s nothing to stand on that doesn’t open up and drop him through a new void.


Where am I in this universe? Which universe? Whose universe?


Mayan gods on tractor-feet raise stone spear-holding claws. His mother in a wicker basket offers a rubber bottle of milk to him with a leaky nipple that dribbles warm Cream of Wheat on his open mouth.


He knows nothing.


Flashed on a mammoth screen: his tumescent penis.


Flashed on a mammoth screen: his buttocks pushed apart and stuffed with firecrackers.


Flashed on a mammoth screen: his mouth wide open, lips cracked, having a giant uncircumcised cock pushed into it.


He knows nothing.


Dreams in dreams tangle in his dislocated head and faces and forms collide, become one, disintegrate.


What is going on?


Does it matter?


Into a body-warm tub of sperm. Slowly. His muscles beginning to loosen. His loins beginning to relax. Then, without warning, he’s pushed all the way under. White milky universe. Drowning in it.


Fingernails and toenails dissolve from their locations.


A tiger begins to pounce and pad on heavy, muscled legs towards him.


What is the real world?


Does it matter?


He remembers somewhere that he wants to be a poet. This is a vision, he thinks. I must I use it.


Cosmic diarrhea pours on him.


“Eat the universe, you dumb bastard!” says another faceless voice coming from outside. Or inside. Or where? Does it matter?


“Eat, you dumb bastard! Turf, open his mouth.”


Turf’s a karate champ with knuckles the size of pinballs. The other man’s a dentist. The young man’s mouth is pried open.


“Say ‘ahh.’ ”


“Ahhrgg,” says the young man, beginning to retch.


“Now.”


Turf pulls out all the young man’s teeth.


The young man spits a waterfall of blood into a chrome basin, splattering the white tennis sneakers of the dentist.


“Musn’t do that,” announces Turf in a prehistoric voice and leaps into the karate fight stance, does a quick karate dance, yells, then hacks downward. The chop hits the abdomen and goes right through. The young man’s pain dissolves. Suddenly there’s a cloud in the hole where his stomach once was.


“Y’alright?”


“I don’t know.”


The woman’s breasts are tied down with a leather thong. A leather hand holds her crotch. She’s holding a golden straight razor.


The young man is still on the doctor’s bed, strapped down. She walks toward him and he strains to break free of the straps, arching his back, having a horrible image of this leather-held woman cutting off his manhood with one quick golden swipe of the razor.


She laughs.


He gets a hard-on.


It puzzles him. In the middle of his death, his hard-on springs to proud attention.


The girl laughs.


“You’re cute. I’m not going to hurt you. Just going to give you a little shave. A little rubdown.”


Holding his cock, she deftly applies sweet oil on his pubic hairs, then manipulates the oil into foamy suds. Then, still holding on, she shaves his pubic hairs off. Daintily wipes off hair and suds. His hard-on remains, saluting the ceiling.


“This won’t do,” she says and pulls the leather hand off her crotch.


She straddles him and guides her drooling cunt over his erection, centers it, then skewers herself to him.


“Now for the rubdown.”


She begins rowing him as if he were a sex-boat. Then pumps up and down like an oil well.


The poor young man is dazzled by her pressed breasts and she, in a sweaty frenzy, catches his helpless eyes and unties the thong to let them balloon out before him. They bounce with their fullness. He tries nipping at one of the large erect nipples but misses. Meanwhile she is working her hips faster and faster and then begins a curious corkscrew motion, bouncing about. Facing him, then her back to him. Humping, bumping, squealing. And he can only watch and feel his shot, his charge, begin to gather up force as her final pump squeezes tight upon his cock tip.


On his saddle horn, she begins to feel her own release electrify the circuits of her desire until she stops riding. Shudders for a second. Then screams in ecstasy. His orgasm pumps furiously into her as if his cock had turned into a machine gun. He can’t stop and neither can she. She screams and comes and comes and screams and young man Priapus screams not but keeps pumping out his hot white gravy into her steaming basin.


A voice out of the loudspeaker somewhere on the wall.


“Is that it, Marla?”


“Ohh, God, is it...”


“Is he clean?”


“He’s cute...”


“Marla, you haven’t been...?”


“Oh, no, I’ve done what you told me and he’s clean there,” she says dreamily, dismounting, picking up her equipment, and binding herself together again.


“Alright, Marla, you’re dismissed.”


She begins to leave, then turns back and blows the young man a kiss.


He smiles helplessly at her, wishing he could wave to her, but his hands are strapped down to the bed.
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“The plan’s simple,” says Carla, now in blue jeans, hanging out wash on a plastic clothesline, posing for a soap ad in a midtown advertising agency. “It’s a well-organized, self-sufficient sexual underground that runs smoothly. Structured like a diagram of an archaeological chart. There’s the total bottom, the disaster area for the incompetent, the unstable, those unable to adjust to total character transformation. The ultimate bone-pile.”


“Uuh, Carla, turn sideways. Right,” says Jack Flash, staff photographer. “Sammy, use the orange gel. Right. Good. Okay. Good girl. Fine.”


Carla continues, her body rigid in its pose, exactly as it will look in the photograph in the national magazine.


“It’s like a skyscraper. The top is the penthouse, the power center. We have offices all over the country and agencies in Europe, especially Germany, and in Japan. Very good place for much of our sexual apparatus. Most of our cameras come from there too.”


Jack Flash walks up to Carla. Kissed her on a lovely white cheek. Pats her head.


“Great, baby. You can unwind now. C’mon, Sammy. Let’s go into Studio 6.”


“What’s going on there?” asks Sammy.


“That’s the animal room.”


“Oh boy, y’mean that donkey?”


“Right,” says Jack Flash. “Let’s go.”


And they’re gone.


Carla continues, walking from the set and going into a dark shadowed area where a cabinet stands. She reaches in.


“Drink?”


“Sherry.”


“Fine.”


She pulls out an antique decanter and pours the amber delicacy into the appropriate glass.


He is led into a room with lights on the ceiling creating a vast spotlight in the room’s center.


“Okay. You wait. The photographers’ll be here in a sec. Meet Myrna. She’ll wait with you.”


Myrna comes out of the shadows. A small, sparrowlike lady with small breasts and smudged blonde hair cut short. Almost hipless, her lean legs are covered with a golden down that shines as she walks toward him.


“Don’t tell me anything,” she says.


“Okay, I won’t. I don’t have much to say anyway.”


“Kiss me.”


They kiss. Her lean body is frail as it pushes into his. He has to bend down to reach her thin lips. They part. For a moment he feels as if his tongue is too huge for her open mouth. Yet, strangely, the more his tongue burrows into it, the wider it seems to be until he can feel her lips widening as if to swallow his face. He tries not to press her too tightly because he feels he would hear bones break if he did.


They part. She looks at him, surveys his body and fixes her eyes on his slightly hardened cock.


“Let me have a man before they bring on Aesop?”


“Aesop?”


“Ask me nothing. Fuck me. Now. Here.”


The thin frail-blonde girl-woman bends over, grabs her knees and offers the young man her small round butt. She stands there. A thin trail of liquid trickles down her inner thigh.


He goes behind her, puts his hands around her waist and, holding her breasts, begins to push his pulsing cock into her proffered rear.


The door opens.


“Ah, c’mon, Myrna, no cheating.”


She pulls up. Her shoulders drop in defeat. Jack Flash stands between them with three cameras around his neck.


“Listen, Myrna, y’got to save your ass for Aesop. He’s been waiting a week for you. And you too.”


“Me?” asks the young man.


“You.”


“Yes, go on,” he says.


They toast each other. Carla lips quickly at the sherry.


“I’ve never understood why old wines are supposed to be so good. This tastes bitter to me.”


“Go on.”


“Yes, alright,” says Carla and puts the glass down. She begins to undress, removing the plaid blouse, stepping out of the baggy jeans, standing before the man in her undergarments.


“Help me unhook. This is a special bra that makes my breasts unobtrusive but believable to the American housewife and her husband.”


He walks behind her and unhooks the bra.


“Mmm,” she sighs, feeling her breasts sway free, unconfined.


“Go on, please,” he says. “I don’t have much more time. I’m due in Paris in five hours, then Moscow in the morning...”


“Moscow? You mean?”


“Exactly. Continue.”


“What do you need to know?”


“For now, just a general rundown of the operation. But, if you’ll permit me, I must rewind the tape machine to get the rest of it down.”


He opens his attaché case, which contains a shirt, a tape recorder, a .45 automatic with silencer, and a copy of the Wall Street Journal.


“You know, of course, that it’s more than just pleasure, just dream-copulation, just fueling the masturbator’s culture. It’s a matter of control. Many-sided, many-celled, Hydra-headed...”


“What is a Hydra head?” asks Carla. She feels a draft on her breasts.


“That’s unimportant right now. Why don’t you put something on; your body is covered with goose bumps. Please hurry, I must get it all down. By the way...”


“Yes?”


“For the record, your dimensions.”


Carla smiles and moves closer to the man.


“48-22-35. 39-26-38. 36-24-36. What are your dimensions?”


“Please, this is business of the highest order.”


“What is your name?” she asks.


The man’s hand blurs past her eyes and flat-palms a slap to the side of her cheek.


“That was uncalled for,” Carla says, her eyes beginning to see through the glaze.


“That’s unimportant. I need information, you know that. If I require recreation I know where to go. Now. How many heads of state are active in the Agency, how many senators, congressmen, generals, etc.? Do you have a list?”


“Yes.”


“Good.”


Carla reaches into a drawer and hands the man a folder which he retrieves delicately, belying his intense curiosity.


“Mm, so...extremely interesting...No!...mm. Good.”


“I have photographs, movies, recordings, letters, receipts, assorted mementos,” says Carla.


“Send them to the Main Branch when ordered. You will be contacted. You’ve done your job well. You are happy, aren’t you?”


“It’s a job,” she says.


“Oh, come, we too have photographs, movies, recordings, etc., and you seem to enjoy your work beyond the normal call of such employment,” he says, shutting the attaché case and moving away, toward the exit sign.


“You’re leaving?”


“Yes, the helicopter’s landed.”


“How do you know?”


“I heard it.”


“Do you ever miss me?”


“Why do you ask? I hardly know you,” he says, trying to push the door open quickly.


“But you are—”


“It was a mistake,” he says, shutting the door.


“—my father.”


The echo of the slammed exit door fills the empty studio and causes slight ripples in the sherry in the glasses.


“Okay, kids,” says Jack Flash. “I want Myrna over there. Sammy, get the stool. Right. Okay, Myrna, give the ass head while you...right, you...you let the screwed-up donkey give you head. Sammy, get him the small ladder there. Okay, kids, great. I’m gonna experiment with some new filters today which oughta give the pics greater contrast and tone.”


The young man climbs up the small ladder and sits on the top before the gray old donkey named Aesop whose snout quivers into the young man’s crotch.


“Let’s see now. Myrna, let Sammy make up Aesop some more. Yeah, put that slickum on his dick. Right. Okay. Hey, knock it off, Sammy, leave Myrna be now, you can have her later during rest time. Slick up the young fellah over there. Right. Oops. Really gets it up don’t it?”


Yes it does, he thinks, his cock aflame and erect again, nearly poking an eye out of Aesop who stands there firm on the studio floor.


Aesop’s large steamy pink tongue lolls out of his mouth and blankets the young man’s erection in its heat. Meanwhile, down at the other end, Myrna begins gobbling Aesop’s incredibly immense member. Jack Flash, nimble and quick, dances about, snapping pictures, crawling on his belly, shooting upwards, shooting behind her bunched-up shoulders to zero in on a new view of fellatio; then atop a high aluminum ladder, with a new wide-angle lens, to survey the landscape below; then, one arm hooked around a ladder’s step, he leans out like a sailor sighting land from mast-top—Jack Flash works into position to shoot between Aesop’s ears. An interesting vision of the young man, bent back, holding onto the ladder top, while Aesop guzzles the young man’s resurrected erection.


“Okay, kids. Cut for a sec. Gotta switch to color and I’m gonna work out with some crazy new lights...kids? Ah, shit. Sammy, break ’em up before they come.”


Sammy runs around prying, pushing, struggling. Myrna’s suction is so great that when she’s pulled away it sounds like the top popped off a giant champagne bottle.


He has to use a nasty trick on the young man. He flicks his fingers against the throbbing hard-on. Once. Twice. The young man groans. His erection falls as quickly as it rose.


A few bleak minutes go by. Pain subsides.


They sit, Myrna, he and Sammy, drinking tepid coffee.


“I’ve forgotten what I used to be,” says Myrna. “I don’t know how it happened or why but here I am and it seems as if here is where I’ve always been. I used to be twenty-five but I don’t know how long ago that was. Let me hold your hand?” she asks the young man.


His hand reaches out to her hand, their fingertips touch. For a moment, the young man is in another world and romantic tenderness blossoms in his tired heart. Her poor bruised mouth, he thinks.


“Bullshit,” says Sammy. “You was found in a Tijuana animal-show, queen of the reruns.”


“Liar,” says Myrna, her voice cracking. “I was a consulate’s mistress in the jungle and then came the dreaded plague and destroyed his mind and then the natives revolted and...”


“You were born in Pasadena and never left California except when you went to T.J. for your animal act.”


“Liar,” says Myrna, her voice frosting over its sorrow and turning brittle. “I was born in an aristocratic family with a long lineage of royalty. My colors are royal green, jet blue, flame red...”


“Bruises and cuts on your knees from bad scenes in public men’s rooms...”


“Liar,” says Myrna, her voice turning into dry ice. “I was a script-girl, a governess; I was a secretary to a billionaire who loved me more than life itself but whose heart gave way before he could sign his name to the new will.


“I was a hostess in a key-club in London and was adored by a six-member rock and roll band who were all multimillionaires. They made love to me on soft cribs of pounds and silver. All at once and then each alone.


“Then I was the concubine of a Tibetan Tantric Yoga prophet and saw eternity and felt the map of my nerves illuminated when his magical love would be within me, without me...”


“Aw, bushwah,” says Sammy, knocking over his container of coffee.


“Okay, kids, c’mon now, knock it off. Take two,” sings Jack Flash.


“I think I believe you,” the young man says.


“Oh, thank you,” says Myrna and does a strange quick bump and grind for him.


“Save it for the jackass,” snarls Sammy.


5.


The Cafeteria, a room smaller than the Animal Room.


The young man is led into it through swinging doors. Against three of four walls are a series of black leather saddles. Across all of the walls, all framed in nonreflective glass, are photographs of cunts of all shapes and sizes. They form an amazing calligraphy and the young man surveys the collection in amazement.


Starting off each row is a photograph of the ideal cunt: the perfect pelt, neatly curled, a perfect triangle, trim and precise, directing the eye, like an arrow, to the mysterious lips at its point. Then the shapes begin to vary in a compulsive rhythm. Some cunts are like a single swooping brush stroke, others are tangled hair jungles breaking the triangular shape into hairy extensions that reach into the inner calf; some are round-shaped, hence, the muff; cunts of delicate composition whose hairs are thin and almost translucent like the fragile chin-hairs on Oriental sages; square-shaped cunts, hence, box; trapezoid cunts, some with a hair leader growing up in a line on a soft white belly reaching the spiral of the navel; cunts whose hair have the texture and thickness of Brillo pads; white-haired cunts, red-haired cunts that explode into freckles; bearded cunts; cunts like Shakespeare’s Vandyke; shaved cunts looking oddly like rear-ranged muffins; mystic cunts like the top of the Tree of Life; black cunts; Chinese cunts; a cunt tattooed in spectacular patterns where the hairline ends—the elaborate tattoo blossoms across the body into a magical floral display; cunts which resemble the faces of rodents...and in the center of the center wall a large photograph, thrice as big as the others, of a man’s tongue, cloven, forked, sinister and inviting.


A door opens and a small platoon of naked women march out and take their places before the black leather-covered saddles.


“Everybody here?” asks a voice through concealed speakers.


A lusty cry of “Yes!” is barked out by the girls.


“Alright, get into position, ladies,” orders the voice.


The ladies straddle the saddles, lying on their backs, their legs spread wide, their feet hooked into stirrups growing out of the contraptions.


“Pillows comfy?”


The girls adjust leather pillows behind their heads and shoulders.


The door opens once again and a six-foot-seven Amazon strides into the room. She is wearing a breastplate over one breast, while the other breast, a mammoth basketball of a boob, bobs freely. Around her loins she wears a metal chips. She holds a mace in one hand and metal chips. She holds a mace in one hand and a giant bullwhip in the other.


“Alright, you,” she snarls at the young man, who cringes in the blast of her voice. “Get going.”


“Where am I going?”


She cracks the bullwhip in the air and a small cloud of plaster sprinkles off the ceiling.


“I’m Brigette,” she bellows.


“How do you do?”


“Now get to work. I want all muh girls satisfied and well-done so’s my army can have their taste too,” booms Brigette in a voice not unlike a rusted foghorn.


Then he gets the idea.


“Counterclockwise, soldier!” roars Brigette.


He begins at the beginning. The smallest cunt. A tiny round pink-rimmed entrance. As soon as the tip of the tongue enters the center of her, she jerks in her stirrup. “Eyiyy-yy!” she shouts. Her zone is extremely hot and burns his tongue tip, but he continues and she continues yipping her strange scream.


By the time he’s a quarter of the way down the line his tongue tip’s numb, his jaw stiff, his mouth covered with musk, essence, pubic hairs and tears. He falters as he faces the cave of a giant cunt.


“I get so horny,” says Brigette on her mount, legs spread, sounding almost girlish. “Get goin’,” she snarls softly. He’s reminded of the joke about a midget. He dives into her expansive gleaming cunt, trying not to notice the muscular thighs and calves knotted in anticipation and desire. His tongue works the flaccid rims. Brigette grabs hold of the back of his head and jams his face full into the sour mash.


“Work, boy,” she grumbles. Her voice a vast echo coming through the drum of her taut belly.


He works as best he’s able. Nose-deep in work, mouth nibbling, nuzzling, slurping, probing, chewing; her clitoral smell a combination of a locker room and a Turkish bordello (gallon jugs of Woolworth’s cheapest perfumes). He begins to feel more than mere suffocation. This is how I’ll die, he thinks, and it’s almost what he imagined being inside the womb was like.


Her hands push his head harder and her football-player legs circle his back and push him farther down until he feels as if her cunt is the mouth of a whale and he’s to be swallowed alive in it. It’s like trying to paint the Sistine Chapel ceiling with a crayon. He begins to falter, his tongue completely numb, swollen; his lips feel twice as big as they were once upon a time and they stretch into curious shapes like dough.


“Argh,” groans Brigette in anguish, “there’ll never be another Klaus. Okay, boy, pull out.”


The young man slumps to his knees. The cool air is a precious feeling on his sweaty face.


“Y’see,” says Brigette, turning on the strange saddle to rest on her muscular stomach, “that’s Klaus up there.”


The man with the forked tongue.


“He was all tongue,” groans Brigette. “Well, there’s only one thing left for you to do for me. Hop up and burrow in, buster.” She slams her huge fist on the table. He gets behind her and she deftly props her read end into his face.


“Get th’ picture?”


The young man gulps.


One foot bridges between his legs and lifts him half off the structure.


“Get th’ picture?”


“Yes, yes.”


“Fine, buster.”


Gently, with delicacy, the young man is set on level ground.


He begins to work his numb tongue between the firm mounds. They part and she lies there. After a bit of exploration he finds the place and extends his tongue into it. Brigette’s stomach rumbles. The young man doesn’t duck in time.


How many hours the rest of it takes remains a mystery.


The last cunt his mouth fixes to begins to look like a person he once knew. So many cunts and after a while each one looks different, takes on a personal quality. To kill time, he begins to see if he can visualize what the face above the cunt will look like, what the cunt will smell like and what the smell reminds him of. Preserve the imagination, he thinks. There’s a spasm of orgasm and the last lady goes through the throes of ecstasy. Expired, she presses a button.


The door opens. The ladies, in a wobbly single file, leave.


Now what?


The door shuts.


“Alright, boy,” says a familiar voice through the concealed speakers, “lunch time’s over. Bath time’s next.”


Two muscular lads in brief tight jockstraps come into the room. They look like those kids you might see on the covers of physique magazines: hair in waxy pompadours and ripply, tight-muscled forms. Their faces are bland and pale, each has the same Kewpie-doll nose, the same classic bob. Muscle-bound Barbie Dolls. They grab hold of both his arms and drag the young man out.


6.


Hurko Fist, ex-football great, Oxhead ’57, stands in the center of a squad of nice young men. Fist wears a latex mini-jockstrap around his hairy middle and a silver football helmet decorated with a triad of gold phalluses.


“Hey, cover him up!” barks Fist. “Get him dressed and then bring him to me in my Locker Room. And wait until I’m finished with him. Y’hear?”


The nice young men nod.


A steamy place. The stink is the first shock. A stench of lotions, perfumes, talcs, balms, condiments, sweat and enemas. It webs the humid air.


Stone ledges line the back wall. A square pool of hot, dark water rests before the ledges. The pool is surrounded by saddle-tables similar to the ones used in the Lunch Room. No pictures on the walls. The walls are decorated with public urinal tiles. A statue of a broken torso. Soft music piped in. Maybe Johnny Mathis or Judy Garland.


The squad of nice young men wear many uniforms. One wears a black body-grabbing motorcycle jumpsuit of leather and a white vinyl motorcycle cap. He holds onto a floor-length tire chain. Another young man wears a cock-bulging tight pair of Levi’s. His torso is undraped to reveal his rippling muscles which roll and tumble as he flexes them. One young man wears chaps around his naked frame. Between his chaps hangs the longest cock our hero has ever seen. It seems to reach to the kneecap.


A young man in a white silk sailor suit which is tight around the calves and groin, flaring out at mid-knee; soft fabric rustles upon a pair of soft black leather gaucho boots.


Like a young Greek god stands a blond-haired lad clad in a plastic fig leaf. His body is perfect and slightly bronzed. He picks his nose with one hand and holds a hand mirror in the other.


The last young man he notices wears a WWI flier’s outfit.


Hurko Fist’s Locker Room is lit with colored lights that make the lockers and the old posters and framed photographs dim and mysterious. Softly heard, as if the speakers are muffled with throw-pillows, the sound of marching bands playing school songs.


The smell of heavy lilac incense. This upsets the young man more than anything so far because he remembers eating lilacs when he was a kid because he loved how they smelled—and he never was sicker.


Hurko’s wearing a bright kelly-green and yellow silk boxer’s robe and reclines on a large metal cot which is covered with foot blankets decorated with Oxhead’s insignia which was (and is) an oxhead resting in the center of a thorny garland.


“Come on in, kid, and sit down. There. By my cleats.”


The young man sits on the floor and looks up at Hurko Fist.


“I wanna talk awhile and then we’ll get down to business. Wanna drink? Here, have a drink.”


Hurko hands a porcelain beer mug to the young man.


“It’s filled to the brim with old Oxhead piss and vinegar. You and me, kid, chug-a-lug it.”


Hurko guzzles down his drink in record time. “Like so.”


Burps, farts, gasps, groans, wipes his lips and exhales.


“Ahh. Ahh.”


The silence is broken only by the mug being refilled.


“By the way, kid, how old are you? I mean, you’re not over thirty, are you?”


“No.”


“Okay. Let’s drink up, boy.”


Hurko lurches his mug to the young man’s. They toast.


“Chug-a-lug! Old Oxhead!”


The young man drinks the stuff down as quickly as he can, thankful to be relieved of the lilac stench. He drains the mug to the dregs.


Again, the band music, coming down some long hallway. The trumpets, fifes and drums. The tubas, triangles, glockenspiels and trombones.


“First off, now that we’re blood brothers, I wanna tell you about a few things that I think I wanna say. Here, drink another mug of old Oxhead. Gimme your mug.”


He hands Hurko the mug and notices how large and hairy-knuckled his hand is. Also the robe falls open slightly and he sees how the hair starts from Hurko’s ankles and gets heavier and darker as it enters into the groin garden. Hurko’s gone to seed and has gotten fleshy. His belly shows white through the curls of hair upon it. His legs are chunky and it looks like his rear end is packed with old Oxhead.


“Y’know, in the old days at Oxhead, I had them little cunts anytime I wanted, but, y’know, in those days, there weren’t no pill and all, and I didn’t wanna get married right then, y’know, I was hoping to go pro and make some money outa football, y’know, so I kept myself pretty clean, I mean, I kept myself away from them young cunts with their pom-poms and batons and tits and asses and all, y’know. About the only cunt I had was the coach’s wife and that was because the coach was such a good guy, y’know, but the war fucked around with his fucker, y’know, his thing, his dingy, his dong, and he couldn’t even raise a pinky, so’s we’d all, for him and old Oxhead, fuck his wife, in rotation, once a week. I mean, one of us, every Sunday night, would take a blanket and meet her in the empty stadium and under the goalpost fuck her until she’d had enough.


“But, y’know, she was a strange old cunt and didn’t just want to fuck, I mean, after a while, she wanted it every way we all could give it to her until she’d have maybe three or four of us out there under the old goalpost fucking and sucking and shoving, and after a while more, y’know, it kind of got outa hand and even the second-stringers would be there, standing in line, taking their turn too, and we first-stringers got tired of it and began to relieve ourselves. I mean we was big strong men, not faggots, y’understand. But it was all we could do to keep our mind on football, and after a while, y’know, we’d get hung up at big games over the other side’s hips and thighs and instead of tackling we’d be goosing ’em and feeling their baskets and promising them anything. Old Oxhead had a weird year that year. We lost a few, we won a few.


“Now, boy, get up here and suck off an ath-a-leet. I woulda made All-American if it hadn’t a been for that fucking coach’s wife! I woulda been great!”


Hurko Fist spread his hairy almost-All-American legs and pushed aside the green and yellow silk. A small prick nestled shyly in the pubic jungle and all the young man could see attached to it was one ball.


“What’s the matter, old Oxhead’s got your tongue?”


“I never, I mean I don’t know how to...”


“To what, y’young prick? To suck cock? Y’mean you’re a cherry, some kind of weirdo? Heh?”


His arm reaches around the young man’s neck. Jerks him off the floor, pushes his mouth onto the dormant tiny prick.


“Now suck on it ’til it wakes up. Then suck my ball. It’s a good sign to have one ball.”


The young man’s tongue tips the tip of Hurko Fist’s teeny-weeny.


“Suck it, y’asshole,” groans Hurko.


The young man fits it between his lips until the crown rests upon his tongue, and begins to suck and lick it. And it begins to move in his mouth and widen and widen until he feels like gagging and moves his mouth back, up the shaft, now gnarled and hot and pulsing, then down again, back and forth, the flame within the inner skin of Hurko’s cock burning his mouth.


“Okay,” pants Fist. “Now suck my ball. I wanna come in your hair.”


So he sucks on the ball, gently.


“Harder. Hurt me, y’prick.”


So he sucks harder on the ball, pubic hairs plastered to his wet mouth.


Hurko Fist, former great, ejaculates a weak yellow-white stream in the young man’s sideburn.


“Mmhh, mmhh, down a little lower, y’fuckhead,” groans Hurko.


Hurko Fist finishes coming into the young man’s ear.


“Ahh, that’s the way the old coach liked it best,” he mumbles, hairy hands pawing a trail down the young man’s chest.


“Now, cunt, we’re gonna take your ass.”


And so he did.


Wearing a waxed wooden dildo around his gutty midriff, Hurko Fist pushes 275 pounds of flying tackle into the young man’s unbroken butt.


The young man’s eyes try to break through the blood roar of his shut lids. Hurko begins to pull on the young man’s cock. Lunging, pulling, roughly handling the balls, the young man feels his erection grow in Hurko’s paw. Deflowering agony subsides and he comes in Hurko’s hand.


“Yay, team!” screams Hurko Fist, licking the sauce off his mitt.


The squad of nice young men walk into Hurko’s Locker Room to carry our hero off.


One of them, in a pinafore, stays to wipe up the blood and come, and also to reservice Fist, who, at the moment, is sobbing softly in a foot warmer.


They take his clothes off. Quickly.


Then drop him into the dark waters of the small pool which is hot and smells of sulphur. The heat relaxes his muscles and he floats in pleasure in the water.


A beautiful young boy in a scuba diver’s helmet dives into the pool and vanishes underneath. And never surfaces.


While another young man, blond hair, mahogany-tanned by the sun, wearing a Tarzan breech clout, dives in and swims beneath the young man and begins blowing bubbles, underwater, on the young man’s cock and balls.


Then pulls his leg so that he too goes underwater. They wrestle silently with the weight of oceans upon their bodies. But the bronzed boy is fast and soon is fixed to the young man’s root and sucking on it like mad until the young man must bend over in painful joy. His come streams into the muddy water like a shredding ribbon. A dirty white bridge in space.
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