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Book I


AUROCHS AND ANGELS





 


 


I prefer to see and to love, in this romantic character, a soul revealing itself too soon . . . you are no angel, you will become like other women after all.


– LAUTRÉMONT, Les Chants du Maldoror


 


 


Houses and rooms are full of perfumes . . .


– WALT WHITMAN, ‘Song of Myself’






Proem


Farewell to the drama; to sobriety, common sense and a sound mind. Greetings angels of all kinds! And to aurochs and demons and wisent, to gargoyles, seraphim and cherubim alike – I say: ‘Hello!’






1964






1.


It was a Thursday night, I think, when I first met Helena – she’d been cast in a short one-act play I’d written that was getting a mount during a double-bill at one of the many off-off-Broadway venues which were constantly flourishing and dying in those reckless, artful years. New York City! I was twenty years old and all the mother-fucking cock-sucking world was mine! To New York City I howled like a dog – woof woof woof!!! – in the squalid and lonely night; wishing and praying and dreaming for guidance and salvation – and then Helena and Kimber came into my life like a new religion and I was lonely no more . . . for a while. The book of my life opened, the book you now hold in your hands, and I could now write with genuine feeling: I knew what true love was but it was forbidden and now is lost.1 So it goes. Helena was four years older than me; she was five foot nine, one hundred and twenty-one pounds of sinewy sultry pink flesh with very long jet black hair; I knew, right then and there, at that Thursday night rehearsal for my little play, I had to have her no matter what, even if it would cost me my soul (and I guess, in many ways to be proven later, I would pay this price to play in that garden of love). ‘This is a wonderful play,’ she told me after the first read-through; I found, being so close to her beautiful face and wonderful hair and an equally radiant essence (caged in that splendid sexy body) that I could not talk. It was as if I was in junior high again, trying to ask a similarly shy girl for a dance. I mumbled something about coffee and she said: ‘How about a beer?’ She wouldn’t go to bed with me until after the play opened; and before we did actually fuck – and what a grand first fuck it was – she let me know that she had a ten-year-old daughter, Kimber, and that she paid the bills by stripping in a seedy place in Times Square. ‘It beats waiting on tables or typing legal documents for tacky grabass lawyers,’ Helena said. I certainly understood her position because I too hated having to join the work force to keep myself alive and writing; every minute I spent working for some other person or company was the death of a whole play, a scene or line of dialogue that would, one day when I was old and wise, be canonized as a classic example of 1960s literature. Oh yes, dear Reader, I was full of myself, like when I said to Helena: ‘You can’t possibly have a child that old, it’s implausible.’ Yeah, I used to use words like implausible out loud and mean it. She laughed at me, though. ‘Why is that?’ she asked. ‘Mothers come in all shapes and sizes, ages and backgrounds. It’s how we keep the world going, popping out fresh new babies.’ She added this with a sombre note: ‘Being a mother saved my life. I was once a suicidal kid. Kimber was sent to save myself from myself and keep me keepin’ on.’ I did the maths: she would have been fourteen when she had her baby and this is something I didn’t want to think about – so my imagination went into high-gear picturing her naked and dancing in a base and malodorous T-Square joint with a lot of dirty old men and one slimy young one like myself staring at her tits and bush; and I wondered what happened that she got pregnant so early and was robbed of late adolescence – it wasn’t unheard of, I know, it happened in the world, but still. Still! I’d never met an unwed teenage mother; I’d read somewhere that more and more of them were cropping up like eyestalks of corn in the American landscape. I filed all this away in my brain, thinking there was a play or short film here, a story, someday, somehow –


To repeat, I had to have her; and the night I did, the night we finally fucked: it was everything I expected and more. I may have said this already but I’m saying it again: I had found my niche in New York at last, a private spot where I was comfortable and belonged: inside Helena’s cunt. It was a beautiful set of rare intimate moments between men and women, and I believe we were already falling in love. If not, the sex was like love. Helena was a screamer; she was so loud her daughter came into the bedroom to see what was wrong –


‘Are you murdering my mother?’ she asked.


‘Go back to sleep,’ Helena said softly, ‘everything’s all right, honey. I’m happy, I’m not in danger.’


The girl shrugged and left.


‘Where’s her dad?’ I asked.


‘Who knows,’ Helena said, ‘it’s a long and disgusting story. Now stick your sticky dick back in me before I kill you dead.’2





1 ‘The past,’’ once wrote George Eliot, ‘‘is the present and future too.’


2 For the astute, this could be considered foreshadow.






2.


Two months later, I moved in with Helena and Kimber. I was living in a rancid room at the Chelsea Hotel and that was no place for my two young ladies to be (it was no place for me to be with all those drug addicts, whores and bad writers) so I went to my women and they took me in like an exile from a foreign and ravished land. Helena was happy to have a permanent man in her bed and it took a while for Kimber to warm up to my presence – the girl was dubious of men because there’d been so many in her mother’s life, coming and going like a bunch of leaves racing through a narrow New York street in early autumn and all that.


‘She’s afraid to get close to you,’ Helena said the night I tried to hug Kimber and give her a goodnight kiss on the cheek – but she pushed me away and called me a toad.


‘I don’t want her to be afraid,’ I said, ‘and I am not a toad.’


‘Well, you’re half French, what other insult could she come up with on the spur of the moment?’


‘That would be half a frog and I’m not even that.’


Helena said, ‘It’ll take time, be patient. Do you love her?’


‘I love you both. You’re my girls, here to protect me from the crazy bad world.’


‘Marry us then, Maurice.’


‘You say it, we’ll go down to city hall.’


‘Marriage is so – I don’t know,’ said Helena. ‘People put too much stock and value in an abstract thing.’ Spoken like a true Bohemian . . .






3.


And whom was I, Maurice Jean-François McMartin, trying to build something like an actual life with the two loveliest females on the entire Eastern seaboard? Like I said, twenty years old and living his life for art, or the refuge of art.3 Half-French, half-American, my father was a GI who met my Dijon-born mother when the US marched into France to liberate the broken nation. Many young French girls eventually found themselves pregnant by the American seed and transplanted to the States with their new Yankee husbands and babies. My mother was perfectly happy to leave Europe (after all the bloodshed she’d seen) and start anew; she was surprised and grateful she survived the war anyway, so many of her friends had been killed; she was very grateful that she was never once defiled by a horny young Nazi solider. My mother told me – several times she told me this – that the girls who willingly slept with Nazis (even if these youthful conscripts had no idea about the truth of all the horrors) were destined to publicly have their heads shaved off by mob force. ‘They were made to display their shame,’ said my mum. Sex, no matter how good and healthy and great it can be (and is), often gets certain people into vast amounts of trouble and heartache. Like me; you ask, ‘Why chase skirts?’ You say, ‘Skirts are elusive and they get shorter and shorter, making it difficult for a fellow to walk through the city and not stare like a flimflam man at every long smooth leg and nice round ass he eyeballs.’ Trouble –


But: I’ve always been a leg and ass guy, I just can’t help it.





3 See Book III.






4.


Six months later Helena informed me she was pregnant; she didn’t act alarmed, even had a little grin on her face. ‘What do you think?’ she said and I told her I thought it was great, we could be a true family now – and this was a good excuse to get hitched, right? I felt like getting married that moment. ‘I’m glad you feel that way,’ said Helena, ‘you see, I want to keep this baby because I know I was meant to be a good mother and here I’ve been given a second chance to get it right.’ As a mother, I didn’t think Helena had done a bad job so far with Kimber; the girl was a bit of a loner and was always reading books, but that could change. We wanted to wait for the ‘right’ time to tell Kimber but that time never seemed to arrive. Helena had a miscarriage during the eighth week and so it became our sad little secret from the world. It’s the sloppy things in life you don’t want your friends to see. I said, ‘We can always try again,’ and I meant it in a most hopeful way but there was no soul, no destiny, in our fruitless acts to procreate. When I fucked Helena with the intention to fertilize her, I felt no passion or desire and sometimes I’d lose my erection and get embarrassed. ‘It’s okay now,’ she muttered, ‘it’s a-okay.’ Helena decided she never wanted to get knocked-up again. ‘I’m an actress,’ she declared, ‘I can’t be carting another infant around!’






5.


I never knew the truth about Kimber’s father, if there ever was any truth. The first year we were together, Helena said the father was a one-night stand she met on the beach in Florida, where she was from. After we were married, Helena vacated that explanation and claimed a college boy raped her at a party and implanted his seed and, well, you know the rest. Then she said the father was a police officer she had sex with one muggy evening when she was caught out and about after curfew, drunk. ‘I won’t arrest you if you spread your sweet skinny legs for me,’ said the cop; she was inebriated enough to do it and got a baby from the deal. That tale was too sordid and odd to be fact. In the end, when things were bad and Helena was on drugs and on the verge of winding up in the gutter, the true father, she confided in me, was her own father . . . or uncle or grandfather or some other form of incest; and then it was Santa Claus or Jack Frost or the Divine Hand of God. ‘Kimber is the Second Coming,’ she said, ‘my daughter is the Messiah and she will save us all some far day away in the future. You just wait and see.’ Whatever it was, Helena gave birth to Kimber when she was too damn young to be doing such a thing and, let’s be frank, I didn’t want to dwell on what the truth was, who this man the true father was, even though he was probably some horny fourteen-year-old boy in her home town that she experimented with, and the result of the experiment was Kimber.






6.


The day Helena and I decided to tie the knot, I knocked on Kimber’s door – ‘Who is it?’


‘Maurice.’


‘What do you want?’


‘Can I come in?’


‘Would it make a difference if I said no?’


‘Don’t answer questions with a question,’ I said jokingly.


‘Why not?’ she said seriously.


I went into her room like a paternal figure. She was on her bed, reading a small book about a horse.


I said, ‘Great news. I’m here to stay. I’m a keeper. I’m going to marry your mom.’


‘What does that mean?’


‘It means,’ Helena said, joining us in the room, ‘that Maurice is going to be your daddy.’


‘I don’t have a father,’ said Kimber.


‘Well, you do now,’ Helena said.


Kimber tried not to show it but I could tell, from behind her book and her reading glasses, she was pleased.






7.


My folks were happy campers, too. They now had an instant granddaughter. But they couldn’t be doting since they lived in South Dakota now and my life – my family’s life – was firmly planted in New York City, and there was nothing my parents could do or say that would make Helena and myself even consider, for a second, moving to Sioux Fucking Falls.






8.


The old notions of sex, fidelity and what partnerships meant were changing, and Helena and I were students of the times. We decided on what people called an ‘open’ marriage, which meant we could screw other people on the side as long as it was for a quick pleasure fix, no complications. We were theatre people, after all, a microcosm where sleeping around was the soup of the day and everyone had to have a taste or swallow a spoonful. Helena mostly gravitated for women, usually the tall and the bewildered much like herself; one of her favourite things was eating pussy or having a woman urinate in her mouth, often both simultaneously; there were plenty of actresses out there who never passed on a chance to have an expert pussy-eater between their legs, since most of the men in the drama field were either gay or didn’t do muff-diving for silly reasons like smell, fluids, hair and germs. This was not the case for me, oh no; I loved getting my mouth between a woman’s legs and going to work with my tongue on that clit and those cunt lips, whatever they looked like because it’s true what ‘they’ say: no two vaginas are alike, each is an intricate world of its own. I believed I gave good head, at least this is what women told me, especially since I was more than willing to stick the end of my tongue into their assholes and perform a little in-and-out with the shithole. Helena equally enjoyed going down on men and instead of fucking, she usually sucked guys off and that kept them happy for the quick moments when most of these couplings occurred. So, I fucked a few ladies while I was married, but Helena and I weren’t excessive in our extra-martial play. We had each other and that was almost enough.






9.


Almost, but not quite. I’m not sure when things started to go bad. Not in New York, everything was just dandy during our days in the Big Apple as I tried, with modest luck, to get my plays produced and Helena went to audition after audition with scattered callbacks and a role now and then in some shoestring production with one or two week runs in rented, shabby theatres or coffeehouses – and these were the places that were taking my plays, although I was getting better companies to take on my short stuff. That in itself was the whole problem here, I knew I had to write a very good, full-length two-act play, something funny but serious, witty and odd but commercial and maybe even a hint at the political, all-in-all running about ninety-five minutes total. Easier figured out in the head than sitting down and doing it: I didn’t have any ideas for a full play and I was uncertain if, now at the grand age of twenty-one, I had it in me to sustain a work that long. All my artistic notions were brief, like postcards, and the longest plays were thirty or forty-five minutes long, tops. Sam Shepard was making his name in the avantgarde stage doing the same, but my plays were more grounded in reality and not everyone was into reality. For Helena, as it is with all actors and actresses, much of it all depended on dumb luck: the right play, the right director, the right production company and a blessing from the Hand of God. You can’t tell an actress she’s not right for some roles and better for others; they want to believe they can do it all – ages and genres and niches. Helena was a damn good actress, there was no doubt about it, and when she landed a role she excelled and took bold risks and always impressed reviewers and the general public who wandered into the dark streets of Theater Row to live, briefly, on what they thought was the Manhattan edge. The problem with Helena was that she needed to broaden her range when it came to the art. Her audition pieces were winners when it came to the two-minute-or-under rule, but it seemed to me they were missing that certain something – not the writing4 but her delivery – what my French relatives would call je n’cest quoi and I called The Push. I didn’t tell Helena this, I would never survive her wrath, but deep down she realized the truth and, like any good artist finding her way, she took some classes. They weren’t the classes I would’ve chosen.


‘The hell with this Meisner Technique,’ I said, ‘the only way to go, truly, is Method.’


‘Stop with your hero worship of Brando, I don’t want to hear it.’


‘Marlon is God.’


‘He’s the Devil,’ my wife said, ‘and you, you should’ve been an actor. There’s still time . . .’


‘I don’t get up in front of people and move around and utter words,’ I said with a smile, ‘I just write those words.’


‘So you keep to your craft and I’ll keep to mine.’





4 Some of them I wrote for her. My favourite was called ‘Pizza’. Here is the text: ‘I like pizza and sometimes I pass the time eating it or going to get pizza from the pizza place or even later shitting the pizza out. Once you realize that no one cares whether you are sitting or standing, my advice: go immediately to a pizza place. First of all pizza is tasty and second of all you must keep up your strength to sit around by occasionally eating; and most importantly, small pizza joints are great places to realize how little it matters whether you’re sitting or standing. The best places are usually empty even though it’s the dinner hour and people sit around tables and eat at the dinner hour. But not completely empty. There’s one guy standing in the back tossing dough or whatever, it is what pizza guys do. You know this because pizza places always have the bar style serve up, where the served up tray sits swirling on the counter if the pizza guy gets bitten by a bug of flair. Then there’s the other guy. There’s the guy standing behind the counter; the guy who comes closer and rings you up. Sometimes he gets your order wrong, sometimes he speaks to you, always he scribbles cryptically on the green and white pad, smaller than a postcard and tosses it at the man standing in back. You’re the only one in there, you and a bunch of chairs. Most of the time you don’t notice this. You fail to note it. You’re standing around waiting for your pizza. You feel busy. You’re getting pizza. Your life, for the moment, is filled with the purpose of pizza. But one day you look around because the pizza wasn’t quite done when you came to pick it up. You sit down and look around a bit, looking for something to rest the fat orbs of your eyes upon. The pizza joint is on a main road. People sitting in cars are passing by – not a lot, but steadily. The light is summer evening light that has ceased to fear the dark coming to sit on it and smother it. The tables are carefully set with paper placemats that have pictures of the old crumpled boot of Italy on them, Rome marked with a prominent red dot. Staring at the dot, you feel ashamed you have never set foot in that crumpled boot, never set foot hardly anywhere, you feel it so much so that you feel a strange compulsion to promise yourself to get there or somewhere someday, though you probably won’t and know it so you stare outside instead. Tiny, white, beaded vases with miniature, plastic, red roses sit politely between the four place-settings, serving as centrepieces. You ruffle the petals with your fingers. The roses still look fake, but less bent. The video game in the corner chirps at you periodically. And suddenly, despite all these distractions, all your busyness falls away from you. You wonder how everyone cannot notice this, constantly, how empty it is. You drop the pizza on the way home and all the cheese slides to one side, quickly settling into a greasy hardness that stains the box. This is the action in the pizza joint. Open door and walk in. Walk to the counter. Man comes out and stares at you. “I called in a pizza,” you say. He goes to the bar serve up and squeezes his head through. He says something in a foreign tongue – which language you are unsure, not Italian but maybe Greek. On the counter you notice the register and also the March of Dimes donation cardboard placard where you can donate quarters in neat slots. Someone has written fuck you next to the black and white picture of the little child that’s supposed to inspire your pity. He doesn’t come back with your pizza for a bit. You go and sit in one of the metal padded chairs. You sit and stare and think a little. He comes out with your pizza. You go to the counter and pay for it. You walk out and walk back towards your apartment. You drop the pizza on the way home. You pick it up. You go home and sit and eat it and watch TV. Later on you sleep. This scenario or similar scenarios are often repeated. Sometimes instead of ordering food and then going to pick it up I go to a place and then order food. Then I also sit and wait for it. Then it comes and I eat it. Sometimes I am by myself, but more often with one or more other people. When I am with other people we don’t watch each other eat because often watching other people masticate and grind their food down is disgusting, but we often enquire of each other how the food is. It’s usually good. It’s nice to know the food is good. Sometimes these scenarios don’t involve food. Sometimes only the main thing, the sitting, is involved. I often find myself sitting around in a room with a bunch of people sitting in chairs. Sometimes we are facing the same direction and sometimes we are arranged in a circular or rectangular fashion so that we are forced to face each other. Sometimes even we are back to back which is comforting, but offers few consolations. This happens quite a bit is what I’m trying to say, even though I’m not sure how it happens and really, after all, I don’t really think of myself as a “sitter” or as one who sits. I wouldn’t say I dislike sitting, but I don’t really like it I think. Mostly I like to sit around curled in a foetal ball of despair. At night though I like to sit up in bed with the lights on and stare at the walls, and when I finally fall over from exhaustion I like to stare at the ceiling for a while.’






10.


I never went to see Helena perform at the place she worked at in Times Square. I would have, I was always curious, but Helena forbade me to go near that part of the city, even when she wasn’t there. ‘If I ever see your face in that circle of Hell,’ she said, ‘I will leave you and hate you forever.’


‘I have a feeling it might destroy me to see you dance naked,’ I said.


‘Being naked has nothing to do with anything,’ Helena said. ‘I don’t want anyone I care about to ever have to witness what I tolerate, the people I deal with, to earn a dollar. And I don’t ever want Kimber to know these things.’5





5 I wonder what she would have said and done if she had any idea that a decade later Kimber would also be doing the same thing.






1965






11.


I started to wonder if New York, after all, was the place I was supposed to be. When I was a teenager and penning my first scenes and skits, New York was my Timbuktu because that’s what I was told, what I heard; you went to the East Coast and the bright lights, big city because that’s where everyone who was anyone made their mark and carved out a claim for fame. Helena was having these same feelings but we didn’t talk about this until the night we left a sex party feeling low and dirty and unattractive. We knew it was going to be an orgy and the ones we’d gone to before had been very fun – a lot of bodies and cocks and cunts and marijuana and pills and booze and something called amyl nitrate. At this party I watched five men I didn’t know hog Helena’s space, and they all wanted to fuck this leggy brunette and she kept saying, ‘Hey one at a time,’ until someone shoved a cock in her mouth and she couldn’t give any orders. There, among the lusty bodies, was a second-rate director I casually knew and he said, ‘Hey, man, come over here and fuck my wife, I really want to watch her take it by someone else.’ I was all for it but his wife was so stoned I doubt she was even aware what hole my cock was penetrating, all she did was grin and mutter: ‘Oh yeah oh yeah that feels so good’ and I hoped she didn’t have any aspirations to act. It seemed she’d already been fucked quite a few times and she had no fuck left in her except for what her husband told her, being the director: ‘C’mon, baby, now suck his dick, I love watching you suck dick!’


Helena wiped all the semen off her with a towel, got dressed, and said she wanted to go. I was tired of looking at these bodies and smelling the strong odours of a clusterfuck, and despite all my sexually liberal notions, I was beginning to loathe the deviants I was surrounded by. The host, this lawyer everyone in the theatre community knew well because he did pro bono and stood up for the poor artist-types, saw us to the door, scratching his testicles and letting Helena know that next time he wanted to spend a quality fuck with her.


‘Next time,’ Helena said in good humour.


‘Hey,’ he said, ‘next time bring that cute daughter of yours, she’d be the life of the party. I sure would like to spend some –’


‘What the fuck are you saying, man?’ I was ready to hit him.


‘I would kill you right here and now if doing it would ruin more than my life,’ Helena said, and she was quite serious.


‘I was just joking,’ the lawyer said, ‘I’ve had too much to drink, okay? I didn’t mean it.’


‘Let’s go,’ Helena said and we split from that scene.


Walking to the subway station, Helena said she was beginning to despise New York and all the fucked-up people that called it home.


‘Me too,’ I said.


‘Let’s move,’ she said. ‘We’ll move to Los Angeles and find our place.’






12.


Kimber was against the move. She pouted, she protested, she stomped her feet, hit the walls, and cried. ‘I’ll stay here then,’ the girl said and her mother asked where would she go, what would she do? Her place was with Mommy and Daddy even though she still wasn’t warm to me being nothing more than some fellow who happened to be married to her mother. But that changed when we took our belongings, what little we had, got on the train that took us across the United States, and finally rented an apartment in Santa Monica, CA. It may have been the beach that did it for her; the beach was three blocks away; Kimber and I went to the corner store to get sodas. ‘Let’s see the beach,’ I said, and when we got there, Kimber’s face lit up and she said, ‘It’s so blue and beautiful, it’s like Heaven. Is this Heaven?’ she asked, and I said: ‘Yes.’


We took off our shoes and ran in the sand, giggling. I felt like I was eleven and her best friend or brother.


‘I want to go into the ocean,’ she said.


‘Not now,’ I said.


‘I need to get a suit.’


‘We need to get a lot of things. But we’ll get you that suit, and you can go into the ocean any time you want; you can dance and twirl in the sun and get a golden tan.’


‘I just want to take off my clothes,’ she said, ‘and jump into all that water!’


‘Well, you can’t do that,’ I said, ‘it’s against the rules.’


‘So what?’


‘There are rules we all have to live by.’


‘Why is that?’


‘Because there are people who make up these rules.’


‘Let’s change the rules.’


I could see her as a politician, a lawyer, and even a terrorist – Kimber had that mind-set and it scared me. We walked back home and Kimber took my hand in hers. She smiled at me and I just knew everything would now be okay and we’d have a good life here, the three of us.


We would be Californians.


We would be safe.






13.


Helena and I hit the pavement in Los Angeles – she auditioned for every play she could, and any commercial or TV or small movie stuff she could talk her way into, as well as looking for an agent; while I took copies of my plays around the theatres and also looked for an agent. ‘You got a way with dialogue,’ all the agents told me, ‘but what am I supposed to do with plays? Plays don’t sell, unless you can turn them into a half-hour family show, or make them into movies. You need to write screenplays,’ I was told, ‘with plenty of action and some sexy stuff here and there and all that snazzy speak stuff you write and then maybe we can sell a movie and you’ll be set.’






14.


‘This town is impossible,’ Helena said.


‘We can’t give up just yet,’ I said. ‘We just got here.’


‘Rejection is so horrible.’


‘You learn to deal with it.’


‘Oh yeah? You like rejection, do you?’


‘No,’ I said, ‘but I won’t let it get the best of me.’


‘Oh, Maurice,’ my wife said, putting her beautiful face on my shoulder and weeping, ‘I don’t know if I have it in me.’6


‘Be strong.’


‘I’m not strong.’


‘You are,’ I lied.


‘You have to be strong for me,’ she said, ‘for the both of us – the three of us. You have to be strong for Kimber.’


‘She’s a tough kid.’


‘I don’t know about that. She is pretty.’


‘She’s beautiful. Like you –’


‘Do you love her?’


‘I love you both.’


‘If I died for some strange reason, you’d take care of her?’


‘Of course.’


‘Because you’re her father now,’ said Helena. ‘If I died, would you marry her?’


‘Like a lonely king in a Grimm Brothers’ fairy tale?’ I laughed, feeling uncomfortable.


‘What?’


‘Never mind. You’re tired. You should go to bed and sleep.’


‘Take me to bed and fuck me,’ she said.


‘That’s an idea.’


‘It’s what I could really use,’ Helena said, ‘a nice long hard fuck to make all the troubles go away.’






15.


Deep and wet in the middle of the night I arose from a dream that I was naked on stage in front of a hundred people and they were waiting for me to deliver a monologue but I was not prepared, I was not rehearsed – this is a common dream for people in the performing arts; but what really woke me up was Helena’s mouth around my cock – she did this sometimes: a sloppy ‘after midnight’ blowjob accompanied by a slender finger half up my asshole (she was unusually half asleep as she did this, an odd but nice impulse as a result of her semi-consciousness) and when I came (loudly) in my beautiful wife’s mouth and my wife ate all my sperm, her nose snorting like an animal, I opened my eyes and saw Kimber standing by the doorway and watching. But this wasn’t true. This was a part of the dream. I woke up and my wife was asleep and my crotch was sticky warm from the wet dream.





6 Looking at this, I know it sounds melodramatic but there was a godawful serious tone in her voice.






16.


In time, things happened; I told Helena that persistence was the key (because that’s what I’d been told) and she got cast in a few plays and even did a commercial that never aired – it didn’t matter, all that mattered was she got paid: $1,000.


A thousand dollars went a long way in 1965.


To celebrate, Helena took us to dinner at a steakhouse on Wilshire Boulevard.


‘Whatever your heart desires,’ she said, ‘it is yours.’


‘I want filet mignon,’ said Kimber.


‘Oh?’ said her mother.


‘I hear it’s the best,’ said the girl.


‘So do I,’ Helena said, ‘and so you shall have it.’


‘With a baked potato?’


‘Whatever you want, baby doll.’7


‘Can I have some wine, Mom?’


‘Oh, baby doll, really.’


‘You said whatever I want.’


‘Maybe a little,’ and my wife asked me: ‘What do you think, Daddy Maurice?’


‘I’ll order a glass of Chablis,’ I said, ‘and she can sip from it.’


Helena smiled and said, ‘Just a sip or two.’


I said, ‘Small sips.’


Kimber kicked my leg under the table.


‘This is your night,’ I said to Helena, ‘what do you want?’


‘I’m treating,’ Helena said, ‘so what do you want?’


‘Maybe I’ll have filet mignon too,’ said I.


‘Good choice,’ said Kimber.


‘I’ll stick with the eye of round,’ said Helena.


‘The eye of what?’ Kimber asked.


We all laughed.


‘You have so much to learn,’ Helena said and her daughter said –


‘No I don’t.’


And they both laughed like they were sharing some secret, the ancient kind only mothers and daughters know.


Well –





7 ‘Baby doll’ is what Mr Bison would later call her.






17.


What can I say, we had a damn fine happy dinner. We were a family and this was, then, a good thing, but like all good things in my life: it wasn’t to last.






18.


Helena and I got drunk but I’m afraid to say that, after five sips of wine, Kimber was very drunk – and by the time we got her home and into bed, the girl was delirious and giggling. I watched Helena undress her daughter and put Kimber to bed.


In our marriage bed, kissing my wife, my wife said, ‘Do you want to make love to her?’


‘Who?’


‘Oh you know who.’8


‘You’re drunk.’


‘Maybe so,’ she said, ‘but I worry about her.’


‘Worry?’


‘That she’ll meet the wrong men out here,’ said Helena; ‘you know what kind of men are out here, those fuckers, those fucking fuckers.’


‘I know,’ I said; ‘yes, baby, I know.’


‘Protect her, Maurice, I want you to protect her.’


‘I will.’


‘Do you promise?’


‘I promise.’


‘Do you love us?’


‘I love you both, I said this many times.’9


‘And you mean it?’


‘I do,’ I said.


‘Yes,’ my wife said, ‘you should; I believe you do.’





8 This story is not what you might think, if your mind, Dear Reader, happens to be so prurient. I am not Humbert Humbert. Oh, I know all about that book. I had an illicit, original Olympia Press copy, a true traveller’s companion.


9 I guess what I really want to convey, Dear Reader, is this: Helena put into my mind something I didn’t want to consider; something I had thought about in my darkest fantasies and knew I would never act on. I loved Kimber too much. And I loved Helena. I adored my new wife and stepdaughter and enjoyed being a family man. I was content to play in this illusion, this dream.






19.


‘I want you to start calling Maurice “Daddy”,’ Helena said one night during dinner.


Kimber looked at me, and then her mother. ‘No,’ she said.


‘Yes,’ Helena said.


‘She doesn’t have to,’ I said.


‘Well,’ Helena said, ‘she should.’


‘He’s “Maurice” and I’ll call him that,’ Kimber said.


‘You can call me whatever you want,’ I said.


‘I’ll call you Nincompoop,’ Kimber said, and giggled.


‘Hey!’ said Helena.


‘Okay,’ I said, smiling.


Kimber smiled back and said, ‘Nincompoop.’


Helena sighed and stood up and walked away from the table.


‘What’s her problem?’ Kimber asked.


‘Stress,’ I said. ‘It’s tough out there.’


‘Do you really think she can do it? Be an actress and all, be on TV and in the movies and all?’


‘Yes,’ I said, ‘I do.’






20.


We needed money and this is why Helena got naked and got fucked in a 8 mm stag film. It was one of those lean and scary months. I was working part-time at a gas station10 and Helena wasn’t getting anything. At an audition for a low-budget zombie movie, the producer said, ‘Baby, I love your look. Baby, you got one sexy body on you. Ever do a stag film, baby?’


Helena said, ‘No.’


The producer, who was a slick guy with a bald head and a black suit, said, ‘Ahhhh, baby, I don’t believe you.’


‘I’m telling the truth.’


‘Baby, I said you got the look.’


‘What look?’


‘Like you’ve been in the Biz.’


She knew what he was talking about – her time in the Times Square peep booths was invisibly tattooed on her face and there were certain people, like this man, who could see and read that.


‘I do stags reels on the side,’ the producer told her, ‘and if you would be interested –’


‘What makes you think –’


‘That you’re that kind of girl?’


‘That you could afford me,’ my wife said softly.


‘It pays $200.’


She started to walk away.


‘Three hundred dollars.’


‘Let me think about it,’ she said.


‘Think all you want, baby,’ he said. ‘I like girls who take the time to think about things and how the world really works.’


When she got home, Helena said to me: ‘I knew it! I just knew it! It’s written all over my fucking body!’


‘What?’ I said. ‘What?’


‘That I’m a whore.’


‘Hey,’ I said.


So she told me what happened.


She said: ‘How did he know?’


‘He was just fishing.’


‘I’m going to take him up on it,’ she said, ‘what do you think?’


‘Um,’ I said.


‘We need the money,’ she said. ‘Don’t we?’


I couldn’t argue.


‘Will you go with me?’ she asked. ‘Will you watch over me?’


I said yes; she called the producer and said, ‘I’ll do it if my husband can be on the set.’


‘No problem, baby,’ said the producer, ‘bring the hubby along; I bet he’ll enjoy seeing you get porked by Jonny Slammer. I know I will, baby.’





10 There was no way I could work full time. No artist in his right mind can work full time – there would never be any energy or time for the REAL work – the plays and all the words and sentences and the ensuing drama.






21.


The ‘set’ was a motel room near downtown LA. There was a cameraman, a director, two fellows with floodlights and sound equipment, and my wife’s co-star, Jonny Slammer – a six foot three slender fellow with bushy hair and bright blue eyes. He was a handsome bastard and I noticed Helena smile brightly and look at the bulge in his pants.


I shook hands with the producer and right away I didn’t like him—he knew this but I had a feeling he was used to this.


‘Thanks for bringing her over,’ he said, ‘this will be fun, I promise you.’


‘This is the scenario,’ said the director, a short chubby guy with curly brown hair, ‘it’s a rape scene. You’re getting raped. You’re in this room, naked, and Jonny here bursts in. He wants to fuck you but you fight him off, I mean you try to fight him off but it’s too much and he fucks you.’


‘Fuck?’ Helena said. ‘Or rape?’


‘He takes you by force.’


She nodded. ‘Rape then.’


‘Not real, of course,’ the director said, like he was about to be accused of a crime. ‘You act like you’re not into it; you act like you’re being violated. You can act, can’t you?’


Helena looked insulted and said, ‘Yes.’


‘Good.’


‘So why am I naked? What’s the reason?’


‘A reason? You’re just naked. Men want to see naked women. What better reason? Men like to see naked woman.’


‘And fuck them,’ said the producer.


‘And ravish ’em,’ said Jonny Slammer.


‘Well, all right,’ Helena said, ‘when do we start?’


‘Right now,’ the director said, ‘all you have to do is get naked.’


Within seconds, Helena was naked.


‘You have one nice body there, baby,’ said the director.


‘Yeah,’ Helena said, ‘let’s do this.’


‘Okay,’ said the director, ‘Jonny, like we talked about . . .’


Jonny Slammer nodded and went outside.


‘Camera rolling,’ the cameraman said.


‘Good, good – action!’


‘What should I do?’ asked Helena.


‘Just stand there and be naked and lovely, honey,’ said the director.


‘That’s all?’


‘Touch yourself if you want, that might be sexy.’


Helena closed her eyes and caressed her white and pink breasts.


It was sexy.


‘That’s some wife of yours, fellah,’ the producer whispered to me, nudging me with his elbow.


Yeah, that was my wife – and I was getting turned on watching her.


Then Jonny Slammer burst in and Helena looked shocked. He grabbed her, she feigned trying to fight him off.


‘Slap her,’ the director said.


Slammer did a fake slap. Helena was dramatic about it, flinging herself on the bed.


‘Look at him,’ the director said, ‘and know that there’s no fighting this, you’re getting fucked.’


Helena did this.


‘Jonny, take your cock out and make her suck it.’


When Slammer dropped his pants, I was shocked how big and long he was. I’d say he was at least eleven inches and three thick.


‘I’ll never get that in my mouth,’ Helena said.


‘That’s the point,’ said the director, ‘but he’ll force you to.’


Slammer grabbed her head and shoved his monster cock into her face. Helena tried to suck it.


‘Now,’ said the director, ‘fuck her hard.’


Slammer threw her back, lifted her legs, and fucked her. Boy, did he fuck her.


‘Oh God,’ Helena went, ‘oh fuck oh shit oh God oh fuck.’11


‘You like that big dick?’ the producer asked. ‘I know you like that big dick.’


‘You like it?’ Slammer asked her. ‘Huh? Huh? Tell me, baby, you like it?’


‘Oh yes,’ Helena said, ‘oh God it’s so fucking big and good.’


‘NO!’ the director cried. ‘YOU’RE NOT SUPPOSED TO LIKE IT! LOOK LIKE YOU HATE IT! FIGHT HIM OFF!’


Helena hit Slammer with her fists and shook her head back and forth and went, ‘No no no stop stop stop.’


‘That’s it, that’s it,’ said the director, ‘now, Jonny, flip her over and fuck her in the butt.’


‘What?’ said Helena. ‘What?!’


Slammer turned her over and pinned her arms down.


‘Fuck her in the ass,’ the director said in a menacing voice, ‘and make sure you hurt her good.’


‘Wait wait wait,’ Helena said. ‘I didn’t agree to this.’


‘What the hell,’ Jonny said. ‘What’s this cunt’s problem?’


‘I don’t take it in the rear,’ Helena said.


‘Oh, baby, don’t be that way,’ said the producer.


‘I’m serious,’ she said.


‘I’ll pay you an extra $100.’


‘Fuck that.’


‘Two hundred dollars.’


Helena sighed and said, ‘He has to use a lot of lubricant.’


‘We can do that,’ the director said.


‘I don’t think it’ll go in,’ Helena said, ‘it’s too big.’


‘I’ll get it in,’ Slammer said, and he did. He lubed up with a healthy portion of Vaseline and quickly slammed his cock into her. Helena screamed.12 He held her down. He fucked her with that giant dick and stretched her ass so wide I opened my mouth, astonished (and thrilled).


‘Act like it hurts,’ the director said.


‘It does,’ Helena said. ‘Do you want me to scream more?’


‘We’ll dub in some shrill screams.’


‘I want to scream.’


‘Scream, baby, scream,’ the producer said.


She did, and she was loud. ‘Stop,’ Helena said, ‘stop. It hurts. Stop.’


‘Keep going,’ the director said.


‘Oh, Maurice,’ Helena said, ‘make them stop.’ She was crying. ‘Please,’ she said.


I began to move but the producer put a hand on my chest. ‘She’s all right, buddy. Let this play. She’s getting good money.’


‘She’s in pain.’


‘Don’t fuck with this.’


Tension in the air.


‘Maurice,’ Helena said, looking at me, ‘it’s okay, I can do this now.’


‘Her ass is loosening up,’ Slammer said, ‘and, man, does it feel good.’


‘Just get it over with.’


‘She’s shitting all over my dick,’ Slammer said. ‘Oh no!’


‘That’s okay,’ the director said, ‘we want that.’


‘Is she bleeding?’ the producer asked.


‘A little,’ the director said.


‘That’s good,’ the producer said, ‘we’ll sell many copies. Lot of sick bastards who dig this stuff . . .’


‘You like shitting on my dick, cunt?’ Slammer said to my wife. ‘You like doing that?’


‘Just get it over with,’ she told him, ‘okay?’


Slammer pulled out and came all over her back.





11 This was overdramatic and fake.


12 This was real.






22.


Helena was in the bathroom a long time. I knocked on the door. ‘Hey,’ I said, ‘you okay?’


She came out, dressed, dabbing a tissue at her eye. ‘I’m fine. Let’s go.’ She went to the producer and said: ‘Give me my goddamn money.’


He smiled; he reached into his pocket, pulled out a wad of bills, and peeled off five one hundreds.


Helena handed me the cash.


I pocketed it, feeling like a pimp.


‘Another $300 if you fuck me and my crew,’ the producer said.


‘No.’


‘Blowjobs?’


‘I’ll pass.’ She shrugged. ‘Look, I’m not a prostitute.’


‘Right,’ he said with a smile. ‘If you ever need some work,’ he said, with a bigger smile.


Helena took my hand and we left the room. ‘Let’s get out of here fast,’ she said, ‘I don’t trust these sonsofbitches.’






23.


In the car – I drove and Helena looked out the window.
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