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Burger King: Wake up with the king.
It was a Thursday, sometime around 1:30 PM, and Leroy had missed our meeting. I'd been up for an hour and had already ran out of things to do, other than call Leroy's cell phone which I had to resist doing repeatedly.  Let that motherfucker call me.  I whistled.  I was wearing a suit so at least I looked good.  I jingled the mixture of keys and change in my right front pocket and walked into Burger King.

Someone had started mopping up.  I walked carefully over the greasy tile to the counter and dropped a fistful of change on it.  A fat lady and her two daughters munched their burgers peacefully in back.  There were no other customers.  Outside the sky was an impenetrable grey dome.  Broad, finger smeared windows looked out on the road and beyond that a children's park.  Somehow the over bright fluorescent lights of these places only add to the gloom.

"Hey, you're that guy." A Burger King Team Member had found the counter.

"Sure am.  You must be new here."

"Yeah."  

I guessed her age somewhere between 19 and 22, although she had that fresh faced look and could pass for younger.  Dirty blonde.  Too much of that frosty glittery make up they wear.  Young, cute.  A little on the chubby side.  

"Yeah." I smiled.

She beamed back at me. "I saw you on TV."

"I'd like a number 8--"

"What were you on TV for?"

"I don't recall."

She looked confused.

"Look, I don't want to make conversation right now. I want a number 8, so please punch the button with the picture of a chicken and an 8 on it and call me when it's done."  I kept my voice calm.  Kind, without a hint of sarcasm.  Careful to have only the words sting.  When the words sting the voice is kind.  When the words must be kind the bile hides in subtle tone shifts and body language.  This juxtaposition is the backdoor to their psyche.  Always twisting and wrenching, building yourself not only a home but a way in and out to which only you have the key.  You've got to know when too far is too far though.  For some girls you can call them the dirtiest names in the book and they'll take it and love you for it, but look them in the eye while you're fucking them and you'll lose them. 

I had started my routine on automatic, but as usual I was getting into it.  That little piece of brain that never stopped buzzing had filed everything, the freshly cut hair, the perfect teeth, the immaculate uniform-- and the little piece that had alerted me.  She was trying too hard. And although I didn't bother putting it into words, I knew that this was a girl who read every article in every woman's magazine on the shelf.  Her makeup especially showed it.  Reminded me of one of those 16 year old pop stars they put on Teen People -- I see so many burnt out women of 24.  Everything about her was overdone, compensation for her inability to live up to the models and actresses she idolized.  The image came to me then, of her staring at herself in the bathroom mirror, maybe even crying. She's bulimic, or anorexic, or whatever, at least a little. Right now she's wondering why her ditzy cute bit doesn't work on me.  Right now she's wondering, "What's wrong with me?" I checked out her ass as she walked into the back.  Nice.  A little thick, but fuckable.  Definitely fuckable.  In five years though... she'd be as big as a house.  

For a second I worried that she'd spit on my sandwich.

I sat in the very back, down two steps, behind a partition with fake plants.  The fat lady and her kids walked out, leaving crumpled balls of greasy paper on the table.  As she and her herd of cow-children left, in walked this beautifully built brunette–– first a haughty twist of her head then she took a look around the room. As her eyes passed over me, I pretended to study one of the framed prints on the wall. 

I always wonder about the people who eat at these places. Woman especially, who can get away with a lot less as far as their bodies are concerned. I wonder about myself too. Eating at the Burger King is one of those guilty little habits I can't seem to get rid of. I'll eat salad for a month, low fat dressing and all of that. Then one day I'll get a craving for greasy fries and hamburgers and break down. 

As I sat waiting for my order number, I remembered all the times my parents had brought me into McDonald's and Burger King–– all the happy meals I must have eaten. As a kid, when I went with my mother to the laundromat we would always stop at the McDonald's afterwards. I would play on the toys.



How pathetic that so many of my happy childhood memories feature that lurking pedophile clown. That purple pant-load Grimus. That overall wearing dyke bird. The Hamburglar. The Hamburglar for christ's sake. I'm sure if I thought hard enough I could remember the names of those animated chicken nuggets. 

The brunette ordered a salad. She sat down somewhere far away, and I put her out of my mind.

"52."

"Number 52!" 

The checker's voice sounded both strident and bored. I ignored her of course.  Eventually she came down the steps.  She set the tray down but wouldn't meet my eyes.  I waited until she turned away.

"Lindsey?"

She stiffened a little, then turned back. "What?"

"Your... name was on your badge there."  My eyes flicked down to her chest, stayed there a half second longer than necessary before returning to her face.   I stared at her.  A girl like that doesn't get a full on stare during daylight hours. "I owe you an apology for the way I talked to you earlier."

"No, it's--"

"I was in a bad mood and I took it out on the first person I saw.  Actually you remind me of an ex-girlfriend of mine and -- well I guess you don't need to know all that."  I gave a flustered sounding little laugh. "Anyway, I wanted to say I was sorry for being rude."

Then something went wrong. The chubby girl wasn't looking at me anymore. I turned to see the brunette hovering over me.

"Don't you know you're not supposed to hit on girls while their working?" The brunette asked slyly.

The spell was broken. Chubby looked me over, decided I wasn't worth her time, and walked away. Trapped between the two of them, in a situation I hadn't foreseen, I was unable to act. The brunette walked out the door, not angry, businesslike. She must have felt she was just doing her everyday duty to womankind.




















































Sinatra








My name is Jack-John.  Not Jack.  Not John.  I picked up this forename-squared in junior high, when a teacher who could not remember whether I was a Jack or a John stuttered out a stream of Jack-John-Jack-John-Jack  It amuses me now and then to hear this same stuttering stream from the lips of whatever girl I’m working on.




I am 25 years old.  I've been doing porn for the past five years. I  expect to make my first million in three years, conservatively.  Because hey, I want all that too.  Chalk my name up on the fucking scoreboard.  

My all time hero is Sinatra.  I could give a fuck about his music (he felt that way too, that’s what made him great), but there‘s a quote of his that always gets me.  Some guy asks Sinatra how he can get laid more often.  Sinatra thinks a minute and says, “Double your efforts—halve your standards.“  Great advice for whenever life gets tough.   I also like that guy who came up with the Girls Gone Wild videos.   He gets drunk girls to flash their tits camera, then sells the choppy, hissy videos for twenty bucks or so, through advertisement on cable television. He‘s made millions. Doesn‘t he look like a loser?  Doesn‘t he look like he should be working at Blockbuster or Taco Bell or something?  He was just some lone, pasty frat boy who happened to come up with the right marketing at the right time. A true American success story, which I‘m a sucker for
.

What‘s the difference where I start anyway?  An end is an end, but a beginning can be anything, back to the primordial ooze or the big bang or the big bang before that—ad infinitum like black cat firecrackers popping on a never-ending string or those purple phosphine explosions you get when you press your eyes with the heels of your hands. I have to think that these atoms have been here before.  Flung apart countless times they come together until I am here again.  Same girl. Over and over again. Same choices.  An end is whatever is happening right now, but a beginning could be anything or anytime you want it to be.  Call this a beginning. Or don‘t.  There are things you need to know before we get to the end.

I recount my exploits.  May you become as bored with my casual brutality.  For example that girl, Lindsey, I took home and fucked out of ennui.  She was simply one among many but for a single detail, and I tell you this only in a moment of complete indiscretion that may or may not occur again, as I had her on all fours, sliding up and down my cock to her own rhythm, I couldn’t cum until I had imagined her throat slit and her blood flowing down the back of her forward-bent neck and head, through that thick bobbing knot of blonde hair, and painting a new brush stroke on the canvas of my bathroom floor with every thrust.   






Stalking



I do not play games among women. A stock broker must not toy with his clients, creating lying number games for his and their entertainment. I am not looking for a mate; I need them speared pleasurably on camera. You don’t flirt with meat. So I questioned myself at that point, that is, standing half naked peeking around the edge of the window. What could I need from her, this thin, olive-skinned, racked brunette, the girl from Burger King?  There was an innocence in her eyes that caught me even then-- something that I would never learn to synch with that slutty strut and the clothes she wore.  For a month now she had walked the alley by my apartment, always at the same time, always towards the bay and never returning the same way. Maybe it was just her after-lunch walk but I knew she was doing it for me.

After the first week I became used to her schedule and whenever I wasn’t busy would wait for her. First a quick peak through the necessarily dark curtains. Then longer, gradually, day by day letting more light in.  I wanted her to see me—perhaps a little pale, but fit, muscular, with not a single close cropped pubic hair out of place. At first I imagined that she would be repulsed, later, that one day she would burst through my eternally unlocked door and attack me in a rage of lust, tearing off clothes as if escaping skin, and release the evil lurking in my loins. Other days I imagined I would push her off, saying, It is not me who wants you, but them, and fuck her through the camera. I would guide her, showing her how and where to put her finger, eventually a cock. I realized that I did not want a worldly, dull, banal woman, but a girl.  An idealized pastiche of innocence that knew nothing of sex or the sleaze I was caught up in. Mine to destroy. Maybe she would even cry, but then she would understand that the devil’s temptations are not entirely empty, and that it is also the camera, and the eye, that fucks. However, my peepshows were barely noticed, or met with only annoyed glances.  From the window I could see the perspiration on her chest and count—one, two, three undone buttons—but she pretended that she could not see me.  I continued, not really knowing why. If this was a game, somehow I was letting it become her game, and it had begun to infringe upon my other activities. Unacceptable.  

So I broke the schedule, knowing that it would unnerve her. I no longer waited at the window. I wanted to be closer. Everyday I would try a new hiding place – the foyer of my building, the dumpster across the street. But my goal was never met. She treated me with the same disregard every time, squinting as I began to follow her. She wanted me though. I could see it as she began to wear less clothing, at points revealing her naval. I liked this. 

I could see it as she invited me into her life, leading me to various drugstores to come out with bags of prescription pills, taking me to scummy porno shops to leave with a big black boxes, pulling me to stinky convenience stores to buy pack upon pack of smokes.

However, she could deal me away if she wanted. I go back to the glare: every time our eyes locked, I felt shivery and cold as if she saw me only as a marble statue. 

I had let myself roll downhill in stalking her. I was unshaven, poorly dressed and finicky enough to run if she got too close. And I did, flying back to my apartment in a blur of panic. I had to stop this.  
I consider myself a student of history. Some battles you fight from on high, showering your enemy with flames. Others you fight moving uphill, pressing forward and braving the fire.  It is necessary to know them both. To follow your enemies’ path and sleep deep inside them, before they can be gutted and their pride bled out on the sand.

On the first day of our second month, I strolled down the stairs to the foyer and waited for her to pass the revolving doors. She wouldn’t expect me there, like that: freshly dry-cleaned blue suit marked by the exception of a tie, spit-shined wingtips, dark trench-coat. I would peer into her ritual unnoticed, and learn what could only be learned by following the sway of her hips and tilt of her head.  Because our muscles remember a lifetime of loves, hates, fears.  This is the body’s history, and it cannot be hidden from one who has written books worth. 

A dark and shiny head of hair flashed by.  I counted to ten and followed.  

A half block ahead of me I caught sight of her. She held herself rigid, and walked with a self-conscious momentum that I knew and recognized as a lie. This girl had nowhere to go.  We passed countless coffee-shops, all claiming the world’s best cup of coffee, past the library where bums go to sit and stare off into space during the day, dirtying the bathrooms with their puke and smeared shit, past a free-clinic where I sometimes find girls eager for a dollar and an older brother, and finally stopped where she could go no further. The docks. She stared out over the breakers as if expecting Moses to work his magic.  Moses that old huckster, whose miracles beat out Jesus’s any day of the week and twice on Sundays. If the sea opened up she could continue her walk forever, over the flopping fish and dark mud that littered the fresh abyss.  I did not know her yet, but I already hated her for wanting this escape.

“You’re the flasher.” It was a statement of mere fact, and she continued staring at the dark, gray waves.  


When I’m caught I shrug.  Our ancestors evolved the shrug as a way of showing each other that we weren’t carrying weapons.  For some reason, in me it had become a kind of nervous tic.


“Don’t lie.  I hate liars.”


“I wasn’t going to.”


“I came here to be alone, not be harassed by perverts.”


Then she turned her back on the bay and walked past me. Through me. I didn’t follow.






Shame
I used to be ashamed of everything.

I guess everyone has that awkward teenage phase where they hate themselves, the way they dress, look, speak, act.  When you're a teenager shame is your mode.  Here's a sociological experiment for you:  walk through the hallway of  any American public high school and just yell out the word "fagot" or "queer".  Half the males whip their head around like they've been zapped with some kind of machine. Call out-- not yelling, just calling out like you'd call the pigs in or how you'd call your dog-- "slut" or "whore", and all the girls whip around.  How about this—just laugh.  Just laugh and their bodies will stiffen for that dreadful instant as they try and figure out if they're the ones being laughed at, and if they're not, whether they can laugh too.  And none of them ever realizing that most everyone feels the same way.

For most people, part of that feeling stays with them their entire lives.  And because of it almost no one becomes everything they could be. 





Green-eyed Lady

One-o-clock the next day. I did not bother to unclothe or peer out the window. I had better things to do than stare down her shirt and wonder how her pillows jiggled as she was getting rammed. I got up, and was just about to do some editing when a buzz came over my intercom from the front door. I peered out the window to see who was there, but my view was obstructed. The buzz came again. 

“Hello,” I said into the speaker.

“Oh, hey. I’m here about the ad for aspiring young models... is this the right place, apartment 351?”

“Yep,” My mind twisted at the familiarity of the voice. I had decided long ago that the best judge of a woman is her voice— a deep sultry husk, devoid of care and value for life— it provided a good chance that the speaker would twist and moan for you under the camera lens. It did not whine incessantly as the penetration became deeper and more rough, but stayed constant with the overall suggestion of, ‘do you want to fuck.’ A voice like that made stressed-out, undersexed servants of the lord quiver in their white briefs, and that voice that greeted me now.

“Can I come up?”

“Not yet,” Familiarity coursed up and down my spine. I needed to pin this voice down. “Height?”

“What?” The voice’s pitched rose angrily. 

This isn’t women’s lib, you deaf bitch. You heard what I said. 
“How tall are you?” I asked condescendingly slow, as if ordering at an Asian restaurant.

“Five ten. Are you gonna...”

“Weight.”

“One twenty. Look...”

“Eye color.”

“Green. What is this? If you want to get a picture of me, let me up, and you can see for yourself. The ad said models needed.”

 She was angry. Good. This was the weeding process. I didn’t need anymore of the track-marked, nympho, dope-heads I usually got out of the paper. They knew what ‘modeling’ meant, and their vagina sagged as they became more ‘professional’. Curtains of brown beef do not attract men trying to fulfill some highschool fuck dream. It wasn’t accurate. I needed virgins from the coffee-stand, college freshmen who didn’t party, librarians who thought the Kama Sutra was a ‘forgotten’ text, not some hooch into plow and pay.

“Listen lady. I run a tight business. Do you know what that means? The requirements aren’t loose,” I said cooly. “I’m a successful man who makes successful women.”

“Oh, I see. That’s why you run an ad in the personals section accompanied by various fags and prostitutes ‘looking for love’.” She was one to break. I did not need a challenge at this point, but I could tell that she was unconsciously making the decision to give herself up. Another lonely one looking for love in the worst places.

“What do you want.” I mused, interested in skinning this cat in more than one way.

“I want to be a model, you ass. I just...”

“Come up,” Moaning the command, my lips touching the receiver. Breath so hot it stung my tongue, traveled through the wires, out the speaker, into her ear, making her warm nether regions quiver and melt into a soft tub.

“Well, that was easy.” She laughed, and began to sing. “Green eyed lady, passion lady...”

I clicked off the receiver in disgust and felt a tinge of pain in my hand. I opened my palm that I realized had been tightly gripped. Four patches of dark blood – where each of my nails had been – spotted my palm.
I don’t usually call on Jareeb in the middle of the day, but the princess who was making her way up from downstairs needed to be dejected from her throne. She wouldn’t be able to sit on it after this. 

Following a strange and ancient Indian custom, Jareeb’s parents had performed massages on his penis meant to increase its size. When all was said and done, Jareeb’s size far exceeded what was necessary for pleasure, and resembled a well ripened zucchini. When I found his information in my Rolodex, I lifted up my desk-phone and placed the call.

“Hello.” A thick, Indian tongue rolled through the lines.

“Jareeb. It’s JJ. Twenty minutes.”

“Jack John, family is home. Wife she...”

“Get the fuck over here Jareeb.”

“But...”

“Now.” I slammed down the phone. He would come. No man can resist the temptation of free, dateless sex. 

I had barely enough time to brush up my appearance, leave the door unlocked and stand facing the wall opposite the entry before the knocking came. 

“It’s open.”

 I turned to greet my visitor, at first staring at the floor. 

“Look, I’m very sorry for what happened. Can I offer...”

I looked up.

The walking girl, the women's lib bitch from Burger King, stood in my doorway. She was smirking, and then she flat out laughed. 

“I thought this was your place. Ha, the flasher. We meet again. So, is the ad for real, or...” 

Before she could finish I ran past her to the doorway and checked if anyone had seen her come in. Somehow I had found myself housing the Anti-Christ, and it was jabbering at me nonstop as it perused my private space, saying. “What are all these monitors for... You just keep getting stranger and stranger.”

I slammed the door and turned to look at her. The noise had not startled her in the least, and my shaking voice had similar effect. “Wait, now, you're not supposed to be here. Stop that!”

My yell got her attention and she dropped the digital camera back on the desk where she had found it. 

“Do you want a drink?”

“About fucking time.” That smart-ass smirk back on her face.

“Drink?” I repeated.

“That's right drinky, drinky.” Then on my way to the kitchen: "Bloody Mary–– something with vodka in it anyway.”
I felt like vomiting. In the kitchen now,  I went through the motions of fixing her drink. I was pouring the tomato juice over the ice when the intercom buzzed–– Jareeb. Shit.

As I ran through the front room, slamming her drink down on a coffee table, she looked inquisitively at me and said, “Were you expecting a convention?”

I shook my head ruefully and clicked the intercom. What does Jareeb hate, I thought. Think... black women. 

“Jareeb, change of plans buddy. She’s black”

“Jack John... My dick, you know how hard it is to get up. Why did you call me down?” 

The intercom was louder than I remembered, and the girl peered over the couch, “What did he say?”

“Jareeb, shut the fuck up,” I hissed. “I didn’t know. Now just go away. I’ll call you tomorrow with a different girl, but for now go.”

“Jack John, what is going...” I clicked the intercom off. 

The girl cocked her eyebrow at me over the edge of the couch and lifted one of the various magazines. “Good reading? Who was at the door?”

“No one.” 

I needed to get her out of my house. This was not going to work. She was exposing some sort of weakness in me that needed to remain locked away, and I could tell if she stayed here I was going to end up doing something very bad.

 “Do you want coffee.”

“Here?”

“No... out. Do you want to go out for coffee.” I faked the best smile I could, and felt sweat forming on my face.

“I thought we were having an interview.”

“Um, yeah... how about we continue it over coffee.”

“We haven’t even started. What’s going on? Don’t you want to hear my resume`?”

But I had already grabbed my coat. My hands shook out of disgust as I reached for the one she had hung on the wall. 

“Over coffee.”    

We walked to the coffee shop on the corner in silence.

“You know, I didn’t really expect you to take me on such a nice date.” She stared up at the walls of the coffee shop, their complexion stained a putrid yellow from years of nicotine. 

I hated places like this, places where evangelical feminists and leg-crossing faggots came to sip back shade-grown, free-trade coffee as if their once a day caffeine ritual was relieving years of fascism in South America. Fuck them.

“Why did you come to my apartment?” 

“Well, I wanted to model.” 

“Are you sure?” 

“Well, in fact, I thought this was all legitimate. It seemed so. I mean, it was in the paper.” She looked down and away with her last comment and put her hand through the back of her hair.

 “No really, why did you come to my apartment?”

“Look, I didn’t know it was your place, and if this has anything to do with your little flasher bit.” She laughed a little. “You’re not as attractive as you think. You have this really big birthmark in the middle of you chest. It looks like you have a third nipple from the street.”

“So you came to model.”

“Yes. I thought that was pretty clear. Is that what you do? You’re a model agent?”

“No, I’m a producer,” I smiled and stirred my coffee.

“So, you make porn.”

The statement didn’t hit me off guard, though I winced a bit with the harshness of the last word. “Do you want another cup of coffee?”

“I’ll take that as a yes, and no. I’m doing fine on this cup.”

I didn’t want to uncoil whatever spool of yarn she had set for me. If she was so adamant about exposing me, she probably knew all there was to know. I was beginning to feel as if I had a disgruntled fan on my hand, dissatisfied about some recorded penetration she found disturbing. It was her turn now. 

“So, it’s already obvious you know what I do. I’m not going to argue with you about it. What I want to know is why you came to me after you figured this out?”

“I didn’t come specifically for you. I wanted to model.”

“But you walk past my window everyday. You must have a good idea which apartment I live in.”

“Sweety, I hate to inform you, but you’re just a blip on the radar-screen. Fact is, you took interest in me. You showed yourself off.   I wanted to know who this weird guy who flashes me on my way to the bay was.”

I bit my tongue and squeezed the spoon. I was not that simple. I had plans. I understood her, her inadequacies. She understood that life flowed downhill–– until you can do no more than sit in a home, shitting your pants and waiting for the nurse to come wipe you. I could smash her. I said deeply, under my breath, “Why do you go to the bay everyday?”

"I like the view.”

“No, it’s because you are completely and utterly dissatisfied with your life and you’re searching for the way out, some master plan. After a time, you noticed me. I would show you the way. You knew I did porn–– you had seen my ad. You came over to my place looking for ‘it’. Fucking, sucking, penetration. You want to be destroyed.” 

I stopped . My head was spinning. I hadn’t taken a breath for a while, and my anger was getting me nowhere. I wondered if I had imagined my outburst, but the look on her face told me otherwise.

“Again, I go to the bay because I like the view. You – on the other hand – you can’t help whatever psychotic delusions you have about me, you, and your ‘master plan’. So you followed me because you’re too fucked up to break yourself away from your little world for one second to realize that nobody looks at you, and if they do it’s a goddamn glance. You are a user. You think that every little bitch you come by should bow and polish your shoes with their wet pussy, and when that doesn’t happen you flip out...”

“You have absolutely no idea who the fuck you are fucking with,” I said, my hand clenched so hard around the spoon I could swear it was bending in half.

“Oh, yes I do. You’re a man... a pornographer... and like any normal man, you need women to do your dirty work. You pay sluts to fuck, but when they refuse, guess who’s at a loss?” She whispered, smiling.

“I don’t need this.” I threw a twenty on the table, way more than necessary. “Feminist cunt.”

“Oh, correction.” She sipped the last drip of her coffee and got up, following me out of the shop. “I’m not a feminist. I like porn. I masturbate to it a lot, and I wanted to know what the industry had for me. Which brings me to my last question–– why didn’t you let your friend Jareeb fuck me?”

“What?” 

“Your friend Jareeb on the speaker phone.” She lit a cigarette just as she pushed the door open for me. “Why didn’t you want us to fuck?”

“Because it didn’t feel right at the moment... I thought you were somebody else, not this crazed whore in front of me.” I looked her up and down. She was petite, her legs accented by low-cut jeans. A strip of dark, savory skin showed at her belly. Her face was thin, with high cheek bones. Brown hair flipped itself up in a curl just below her shoulders. And green eyes. I wished I hadn’t called her a whore.

“You keep telling yourself that.” She smiled and took a drag of her cigarette, blowing it in my face. “You keep telling yourself that.” 

And she walked off, unmoved, as if nothing I said had affected her, as if nothing I said would bite at her as she slept tonight. As if I was powerless over her.

Mom calls #1

Why don't you answer your phone, hon?  Don't you still love me?  I just want to talk to you, to say hi.  Your voice machine message is so cold sounding... you should change it.  The Greyners have a new message on their machine that sounds like Johnny Carson from that show your father and I used to watch.  Maybe you could make it something like that?  Your father and I went to dinner last night at that restaurant down the street from our church, you know, the one that used to be called the Rose Tree or something like that.  Now it is called Max's Grill, but the food is just as good as before.  I'm so happy now that I can eat whatever I want now that I am off that diet.  Rose Garden!  That's what it was called.  Your father is going to the dentist today I'd go with him of course except that Marty called me last night so I am going over to her house for brunch and then maybe a walk around the lake.  What's that dear?  Johnathon, your father says hello.  Well, I'm gonna go make myself a sandwich.  It is so nice being able to eat bread again!  I hope everything is well with you, hon.  Please call me back.
Pornography and the Temple of Commerce

There are two kinds of pornography, Fantasy and Voyeur.  The fantasy classics of the seventies with their platinum blondes and grotesquely endowed men, are what most people think of when they think of porn.  These “films” had budgets comparable to other B grade movies of the era, and actual story lines, albeit limited ones.  Beautiful alien woman descends from mars in search of sperm, or some such nonsense.  But, first with the advent of home video technology, and later with the internet revolution, the voyeur variety came into dominance.  More natural looking women, and more natural looking sex became the rule during the eighties.  Voyeurs don’t want the ideal.  They want fat sloppy chicks getting rammed by pale men with average dicks.  In the early nineties, internet technology raised the bar on the underground tape trading market, the pervert niches like the foot fetishists and tranny lovers.  On the internet, every whim could be catered to.  Lately, “reality” sites have become the new vogue.

I saw my first pornographic picture when I was 13.  My landlord told me he needed help with his computer, lured me into his office, then flashed a full screen image of a sinewy cock entering a big wet pussy. It made me feel uncomfortable and sick to my stomach so I left. There was no permanent scarring done.  At the time I thought he was just a really weird and stupid old man, now I realize he was a pervert.

 There are more pornographic web sites than anything else on the Internet.  More searches for pornography than anything else.  And naked celebrities, which are like everything else in America, all marketing and no product.  It‘s almost funny.  You follow link after link promising at least one of little Christina Aguilera‘s nipples, but you never get there.  You rack up hits just the same.  A click is a click is a click--  is 1/64 of a cent, you stupid statistical American you.  You schmuck.

People have forgotten that home video technology—camcorders, VHS, BetaMax—was driven by pornographers.  Amateurs making tapes, trading copies back and forth. If you think about it, pornography is the first real product of the World Wide Web.  Instead of buying a Pottery Barn vase, or a CD through Amazon that comes UPS, you actually buy the image on your screen.

You‘ve tried to stop it, but you can‘t.  Periodically, the subject surfaces on the news.  It‘s like passing a dead body floating in a pond everyday, and giving it a good poke with a handy tree branch before continuing on.  There‘s always more further down the path: junkies, gays, terrorists, violent kids, profane music, profane movies, video games. 

There are programs designed to block it out. When you do a search, sites with naughty words -- tits, ass, pussy, cock, blowjob, fellatio, cunnilingus, analingus, sex, orgasm, clit, clitoris, penis, vagina, fuck, dick, and unfortunately cum, a Latin verb frequently found on university and literary sites -- are left off the retrieved list.  But there are ways around every one of these “safety“ devices that any tenth grader can find.  

You‘ve tried to cut it off at the source, but we are vapor. We are your neighbor, your brother, your convenience store clerk, your professor.  You can‘t end the flood because there is no way to satisfy the gaping maw of America‘s consumer culture.  It needs every gas guzzling SUV, every sports car, every hamburger, every 16 year old pop stars nipple, every cock, every dripping pussy it can find.  It needs to be filled.

Three college age girls live in an apartment together.  They post daily movies of themselves having sex, with each other and with girls they approach in public places.  The movies show not only the sex, but the girls initial approach and their conversations leading up to taking them back to their apartment.

One guy specializes in older women.  He talks them up at the grocery store and fucks them in his car.

Five black and Mexican men cruise LA in a white van stopping to pick up girls off the street.  They promise the girls money and talk them into group sex.  All five huddle around the girl fucking her, all while chanting and hooting “G-B-S! G-B-S!” Gang Bang Squad.
Recorded seduction.  There is a very human story there that isn’t just tits and ass.  

Let’s face it, people think what I do is the lowest of lows—  the sale of the human body. It's perfectly acceptable for commercials to inform easily persuaded children that, contrary to what they might think, they are in desperate need of the remote control car that can make ninety degree turns and flip over without missing a beat. These children play with the toy for maybe a day or two before it ends up in the basement with the others. Disposable products from a disposable society, all available at your local mall, the temple of commerce. 

I don't have to advertise my product. I don't buy sixty second blocks of television time during Friends or the Super Bowl. People find my product on their own. They search out my product. Because people want it, and they need it. 

I come to the mall often. I don’t buy things. I search out new talent. People that jockey the mall are capitalists. I once saw a tee-shirt that summed up the mall attitude perfectly, “He who dies with the most things wins.” They immerse themselves in things like a child surrounding himself with plastic balls in a McDonald's bin. Adults have money though. 

I needed a fresh face. No one buys pictures of the same girl over and over again. It was my policy to have a new movie up every Friday, and my members were expecting it. On average I pulled in close to thirty-five thousand hits on Friday nights.  I wasn’t quite ready to go through Leroy. Leroy’s girls were beautiful but they were real whores and looked like it. So the mall was the only option. I kept thinking back on my dark haired girl though.  She was interfering with my work.

Isn’t the mall great?  Isn’t it just such a beautiful idea?  Does it come as any surprise that I can approach a girl in the lingerie shop and offer to buy her a few items if she’ll model them for me, and end up with her back at the apartment sucking off my man Jareeb in front of the camera?   

The wild girls go to malls.  I guess sluts like to shop.

 I decided to try the food court.  If you come at the right time of day, on a weekend, you will find it so crowded that people wind up sharing tables.  It was the right time of day. I grabbed some Chinese food and started the hunting.  

I was alone, which can be a major disadvantage.  Oddly enough, people feel safer joining a group than going off with some lone guy. Being surrounded by friends somehow proves that you aren’t a creep.  Best of all would be to have a girl with you.  I’ve seen programs online that boast they can teach you to talk any woman into stripping and bending over for you and the camera, but this is simply not true.  Even for someone with experience it’s a numbers game.  You scout them, then maybe approach them, then feel them out, then start the full court press.  The fewer girls who run out the door when things starts getting scary, the better. 

I sighted a cute blonde sitting alone not far off, but she looked like a genuine, sour-lemon priss. I didn’t have the time or the money to spend getting her naked, although I would have enjoyed the challenge.

I started across the plaza, scanning.  A fragile-looking redhead sat alone eating a McDonald’s salad shaker with a plastic fork.  I approached her, but then I noticed a stroller.  That wouldn't work.

I found a brunette eating sushi. Near her feet were several bags: Sears, The Bon, Gap.  You like to waste money, so how about wasting some time on the pool table with your legs spread?  I’ll call it Brunswick Bloodbath. Nah, I’d need a saucy chick for that one.

I made my way and placed my tray down on the table opposite her.  “Mind if I sit here?” 

I sat down before she could answer.

She looked up. “Feel free.”  

Her face was exquisite from this angle, chubby, rose petal cheeks and a slightly upturned button nose. Gotta remember that angle for the money shot.  She went back to her food.

The key is to take everything in steps.  Start out like you don't quite notice her, perhaps stare at your food while eating.  Then, as though on accident, glance up at her.  It’s what she expects.  Have confidence.  Be open. Each glance should get longer. She will make eye contact with you. This is inevitable.  Be open.  Act a little guilty.  Don’t be afraid to pop a corny line.  Apologize and say, “I'm sorry for staring.  You’re just so beautiful.”

She smiled and her cheeks turned a darker red.  “Thank you.” 

“Doing some shopping today?”

“Yeah.” Her eyes had a guilty flicker.

“Credit cards are great huh?” I laughed. Honest. Friendly.  Just making conversation.

More guilt.  In the way she forced her smile and lifted her eyebrows.

“I guess so.”

Back to her sushi.  Let her stew on that post-shopping spree depression for awhile. 

I expertly removed a business card from my left breast pocket and tapped it on the table.  “If you don’t mind me saying so, a girl like you should be shopping with someone else’s credit cards.”

That got a laugh.

“Yeah right.”  She leaned forward just a little.

“Hey, anything’s possible.  On a day like this? Who knows, right?”  

I am a sleazy bastard.

I stood up in my chair and peered over her head as if searching for someone in the crowd.  Returned to her when her eyes involuntarily followed mine. Shit brown eyes.  I sat back and smiled my smuggest and most self-satisfied smile. The one that would piss of the wrong type of girl, saving me a great deal of wasted effort.

“I’m Jack-John.” I handed her my card. That one said talent scout. “I know, silly name right?”

As she read her lips moved.  

“Look, I’m not going to try to trick you into anything.  What I do is take nude pictures of beautiful women.  I have the best job in the world.  Plus, it’s a great way for a girl your age to make some pocket money, maybe pay off those credit card debts?”

She had the look of an animal caught in headlights.

“I have a nice, warm apartment around the corner where my assistant Kaitlin and I—” That last part was pure fabrication.  If you can’t have another woman with you, then make one up. “––take the pictures.  The whole process takes less than an hour, and you’ll walk with at least three hundred.”

She sighed.  She needed the money, which I had no intention of giving her.  It’s not like these girls can go to the cops.

“Ok.” She said, as if surprised at herself for agreeing so quickly.  “Let’s do it.”

“You’re ready now?”

“Yeah.  Let's go.”





Pizza Boy

I led her to my place.  She went back to the spare bedroom to change while I fixed myself a sandwich.  The hard sell was coming up, but I had dropped enough hints that she would be expecting it, on some level.

I heard a knock and glanced down at my watch. 1:38.  Who the fuck would be knocking on my door?  Not the neighbors. Those people can’t even make eye contact. Not Jareeb, who would just now be sitting down to a nice family dinner with his wife. I pulled myself away from my sandwich, used my pinky to push in a piece of bologna that hung from my mouth.

“I think that’s Kaitlin,” I yelled into the back. “Just give me a second to tell her what’s up.” I am such a sleazy bastard.
The buzz came again. This time, it didn’t let up.

"Who is it?" I walked to the door.

"Pizza." A male voice.
I made it to the peephole and confirmed this.  A gangly kid hunched in a red uniform.

"Wrong apartment kiddo." 

"I don’t think so bud.  I’ve got you in the system.  Jack John, right? Mr. John?"

He had some kind of portable pizza delivery computer and he tapped the screen and held it up to the peephole. For a second I almost wondered if I had ordered a pizza. Then the knock came again, making me jump.

 
"Hold on a second!"

I walked back to the closed bedroom door and told the girl to hang tight. I had some kind of lunatic to deal with.  I walked back to the door, determined to get rid of the punk.  I checked the peephole once then swung the door open halfway without warning.  

The kid had red hair and freckles.  His red hat and shirt said Dominoes as well as the pizza box in his hands.  He was at the age where you need money but have no experience, so you take one of those low paying robot jobs where if a mistake crops up in your robot programming you get bitched out first by some fat lady who takes her fast food way too seriously, and then by your hair plugged manager when you have to give the bitch her free meal.

"Look, I told you already, I didn't order a pizza."

"I know..." His voice trailed off as his eyes drifted floorward.

"What?” 

"The box is empty, it's just a cover up." He opened it to nothing but a knocked over barbie table and grease stains.

"You're shitting me, right?"

He shuffled his feet.   I sighed, wondering why I didn’t slam the door in his face and get back to business.  

"Look at me. Who are you, and why are you here?"

"Can we do this inside?  I'm kinda embarrassed."

"Jesus Christ." I stepped back in and swung the door open all the way.

"I hear you do porn." His voice went soft when he said it.  He was sweating.  Good.  I wanted him dehydrated. 

"Little louder please."

"Porn! I mean—“ Too loud, then too soft, “are you in the industry?"

I started thinking of a trail that could connect this kid to me.  Impossible to know how, who, or why. 

"How'd you find this place?"

"A girl."

No help there, but I found my fork in the road. Invite the kid in and risk my next centerfold walking out on me, or tell him to fuck off and have every one of his horny friends knocking down my door every hour of every day.

Best deal with it.

I led him to the kitchen, leaving the door open behind.  He set his empty box on my counter. I went to the back room and cracked the door open.  

The girl had on some cheap black lingerie that would be great for getting out of.  “Could you give me a few more minutes?  I’m sorry there’s someone here--.”

“Well get rid of him!” she said. She was worried someone else would see her precious, naked body.  I had a couple magazines and she picked one up.  

Back to my new, redheaded, pal.

"So, what's your story?" I asked him.

"Ok, there's a girl at my school. Rumor has it she's been in a porno Everyone says that she answered an ad in the paper and--"

"What does that have to do with me?"

"Well, rumor has it-"

"Stop saying rumor, damn it. Just talk like it's true."

"Ok, uhh she came here and was in a porno and it's on the internet."

"What makes you think she came here?"

"Well, I went home and watched it and saw that sign in the back-"

He pointed to my window.  Somehow he had caught a glimpse of the deli sign through the curtains and used it to trace me back here.  He had to have watched it fifty times to catch that.

"Did you masturbate?"

"What?"

"Did you stroke your dick?"

His cheeks flushed. 

"So then it was a good "porno," as you call it?"

"Yeah, I guess."

"Guess? It must've been Rusty-- which is good for you because you look like you couldn't get laid if you were the last man on earth and women needed you for populating the planet."

“I wanna be in a porno.” He blurted it out.

“No.” I loved this kid.  He was entertaining.

“I could tell people about you I could show that girl’s dad the movie she’s in.  I could—“

“Alright, alright.  You’ve convinced me.”

I took an enormous bite of my sandwich.

The funny thing was I could almost see using him.  He was tall and had that lean and dangerous hillbilly look. Perhaps he’d be good for something called “Poppin’ Out West.” Real nasty.  His red hair had been gelled into little strands and sat on top of his head like a squashed, stiff-armed octopus.  It looked like I could reach out and break those arms right off.  The overall effect was sleazy, but a kind of trendy sleaziness.  Just ask Eminem—white trash sells.

“What’s your porn name?”

"Oh actually, I was thinking along the lines of maybe...Al Fucken."

"Al Fucken?" I almost choked on my sandwich.

"You know, like the guy from Saturday Night Live who played Stuart Smalley."

"First off, that's too blunt, secondly, that's an insult to the great Al Franken.  I think I’ll call you Rusty.  Hey Rusty, that girl from your high school she make you hard?"

He didn't want to answer.

"If you want to be in one of my movies you need a hard dick.  Lot's of guys think a big dick is all they need."

"I have a big dick."

"Sure."  I paused.  "Pull it out."

"Uhh, yeah alright. I guess."

He unzipped and dropped his jeans.

"Get it hard."

"Man..."

"Even though we use digital here Rusty, there's going to be people all over the set," I explained.  "You need to be able to get it up and keep it up on command."

"I know it's just... weird with only a guy around."

"It's not like I'm jerking you off bud."

"Man, don't even say stuff like that."

I walked up to him and grabbed his nuts with one hand, my sandwich still in the other. I bit casually from it. 

Al Fucken.  These stupid fucking kids can't relate to life other than through movies and television.  Vomiting lines back and forth.  Hip kids gotta stay hip.  Gotta learn this week's codeword or you are out on your own, little monkey.  I ate more of my sandwich as I raged. All they can do with their lives now is sit back and say, how dull, how banal.  But this is happening to you, shitface.  Not Dirk Diggler from Boogie Nights.  Not Pacino in Scarface.  Not Stiffler from American Pie 2, Another Slice.  How hard do I have to squeeze your balls before you know that?  To think your ancestors were Roman, same as mine.  Do I have to leave your future descendants in a pulpy pile of blood and jizz on my carpet before you get it?

"The Romans Rusty, think of the Romans," I muttered.

"What?" he gurgled.

"Think of your Roman fathers or I'll twist your balls off."

"Romans....uhhUHH... SURE."  Every muscle in Rusty's body had contracted, like their was string pulling him up into the sky.

"When the Romans conquered they absorbed a culture.  And often as not they absorbed a virus or two. I don't mean a literal virus Rusty-- an idea virus." I was on a roll. "Think of the Roman's not as conquerors, but as a horny guy, fucking every piece he could get his hands on, and too much dick-think to consider wearing a rubber."

"SURE."

"Ok.  Now these idea viruses wormed their way into the deepest recesses of the Roman heart.  And they said things like:  Why should you bully other people around?  What makes you better than anyone else? Surely it would be easier for a camel to pass through the eye of a needle than for a rich man to enter the kingdom of heaven  And, my personal favorite, the meek shall inherit the earth. Rusty we tell the meek that to keep them meek."

"CAN YOU.... LET... GO... NOW?"

“No.  I want you to go home Rusty and never come back.  I want you to think about your ancestors whenever you get some fool idea in your head and I want you to never mention any of this to anybody, or I will leave you a crippled wreck of a former man.”

I had him pinned against the wall, my face inches away from his.  His heart pumped loudly in his chest.  If he pissed now it would be all over me.  

From behind, I heard the clack of shoes on linoleum. I gave Rusty’s goods one final twist and pushed him in the direction of the door.  I turned around and the girl had her clothes back on.  I didn’t bother saying anything as she swung her shopping bags over her shoulder and walked past Rusty, who was picking himself up and fumbling for his pants.  I grabbed him by the collar and jerked him off balance.  With his pants still around his ankles the kid went down like Jenga.  I kicked him a good one in the guts and watched him crawl out into the hallway.  I wanted to hurt him more but I was afraid one of my neighbors would call the cops.  I went back inside for my keys.  If I hurried over to Leroy’s I could pick up one of his tramps and get the movie done by 1 am.  A little late, but forgivable.

    



  The Eye of the Needle

My father worked for everything he got. He was a schmuck.  He loved working those 11 hour days. Swear to God. He was addicted. At first we were poor--we actually lived in a trailer park.  Jerry Springer, that’s my family right there.  But gradually my dad's business took off, and by the time I left, my parents had built their castle on the hill, a 5,000 square foot, three-story, stone monstrosity that loomed over the other houses in the area as an insecure middle finger to the class system.  

I spent my childhood upwardly mobile.  In a scummy little town called Blynn–  1800 people, two gas stations, six churches, enough said.  I was there till highschool ended, then got my own place and started classes at the local community college.  First one in my family to make it to college, and damn did they bitch when I dropped out.  I got a job cooking in a decent, middle class place, and Financial Aid paid my tuition.  I worked and went to school and that was about it.  I pretended to learn, pretended to listen to what some old failure thought about the mere miscellanea of life, when a library card and a couple free hours every afternoon could have served me just as well.  Late at night I would take the elevator down to the abandoned bottommost floor and sit alone in the half-dark, as if waiting for something or someone to happen to me.  Nothing. So I dropped out of college halfway through a computer science degree and started doing pornography.

Leroy and the Smell of Cat Piss
The tall blond leered, batting her painted eyelids. She held her head up under her leopard print umbrella. She wasn't fooling anybody. A byproduct. A part of the America no one really wants to talk about. There was vast emptiness in her eyes, an emptiness she had attempted to fill through loveless sex and drugs. The bags under her eyes... trophies of night after night of smoking crack in between johns. She wore a small mini skirt, really little more than a halter top pulled up around her waist. It was just long enough to cover her black laced camel toe. 

She stunk of desperation. It seeped out of her stilettos and crawled out of her sagging tits crammed into a wonder bra two sizes too small. Her make-up stunk of it. Desperation. The underling force that drives drones, desperate for something, money, sex, power. Or maybe just women trying to live in the steaming cesspool of drug addicts and desperate perverts. Their desperation wrenches their brain when they see her–– the one they've always wanted but could never in a million years carry on a conversation with. Everyone in this city smells of it. It smells like cat piss. 

I hate that smell. 

That smell just reminds me how pathetic this culture has become. How everyone is racing around being a good little worker-bee while the queen slowly dismantles the hive around them. No one cares to look around to see what is happening right in front of their face. 

This blond girl fits right in with the rest. She just chose a different sort of rat race. Or had it chosen for her, which to my mind is just as bad. Maybe I should put a knife to the whores throat, I thought, maybe do it in a movie while Jareeb fucks away what little innocence she has left.  

There is little for her parents to recognize now, no twinkle in her eye or joy in her smile.  Just the cold body and aging face of a desperate whore.

“Where’s Leroy?” 

Leroy was my perpetual plan B. When the middle American Fuck-Tarts run home with their twat between their legs I go to Leroy. I had established a working relationship with Leroy after a chance encounter on the street. I found he had an excellent mind for businesses and shared a similar disposition. He recognized weakness in the worker bees and exploited it for personal gain. I had always liked Leroy. 

The girl lead me to a motel in dire need of new paint. I guess when you rent rooms by the hour you don't really worry about your paint job. We walked across a black parking lot, neon lights reflecting in the rain soaked asphalt. She opened the door to one of the suites, where Leroy sat on a plush recliner watching a football game.  Behind there was a worn leather couch, cracks like wrinkles on a weather worn face. Three girls sat on the couch.  Occasionally one would lean over and carefully cut a line out of the small mountain of coke on the end table. I slowly looked them each over, imagining what angles would best accentuate their particular features. Leroy turned from the game and stood up, offering me his large brown hand. 

“What can I do for you, JJ?”

I had always had a great respect for Leroy, he had grown up in a place where many people fall victim to vice and get stuck in a tailspin of depravity. His mother was a junkie, so he was raised by his grandfather. His grandfather had always told him that you can't let yourself get pushed around, that a man maintains control at all times. The grandfather died when he was 12, so he went to live with his mother full time. From the start he established himself as the dominant male of the household. He told both his mother and her various boyfriends what was what and how things worked. Even though Leroy had never in his life thought of using drugs, he started selling them when he was fourteen. There were several girls that would trade sexual favors for drugs and over the years he turned these girls into full fledged hookers. By the time he was twenty he had made enough money to buy a modest house and two not so modest Cadillac's. Now he had established a successful business. 

I took his hand.

“I need a girl, Leroy.  My new meat ran out the door.”
 

Leroy let out a hearty laugh and beckoned me to sit in a chair next to his. 

“Losing your touch?  You've been coming to me more often.”  A cocked eyebrow rose from behind his Ray Bans.

“Well,” I thought about it. “Yes. The fish have stopped biting.”

He lowered his sunglasses so I could see his eyes. “That's your problem with you, JJ. You can't count on the fish to bite. You gotta jump in there and throw the fuckers in the boat. Look,” He pointed to the football game on Television. “You see, I know who is going to win, because last year I met the home team's tailback at a party and sold him some ecstasy.  Now he's buying rocks from me three or four times a week.  In a way, I own him.” He replaced his Ray Bans, folding his hands in front of his face he watched the game intently for a few moments. "I told him if he didn't throw the game I would cut him off.  I also told him I had pictures of him smoking crack and that those pictures might find their way to the coaches desk.”  Silence as he watched, his dark blue double breasted suit flickering in the unearthly light.  

I sat back, absorbing what I had just heard. After several moments of silence Leroy spoke again. 

“How many are you going to need?”

 “Huh? Oh, sorry, just one.”

“Well take your pick, you know the rate,” He continued to watch the game, not once looking up while he spoke. 

The one sitting on the far end of the couch caught my eye.  She had life in her eyes, something that most girls from Leroy lacked. 

I took a business card from my coat pocket and handed it to her.  “Be at this address in one hour.”  She nodded.

“Careful with that one, JJ.”  He removed his sunglasses and smiled at the girl.  “She's my new project. I thought you might like her.”





Living Like a Monk

I present myself.  On the nights I expect a new girl, whether they are new to the business or new to me , I make sure that my finest clothing gets some use.  After striking out at the mall and crawling back to Leroy, I came away from my closet with a combination of browns and blacks with no tie.  Dark brown jacket and pants, black button up, with light brown shoes and belt.  Accentuated accessories. 

The light pitches I can hear from my third story apartment window scream a Hollywood-esque persuasion of desperate fake lips waiting to get their manufactured silicone around the dick that will make them famous.  When I watch classic porn, there’s always a good, big, strangely bent cock moving in and out of some girl’s various points of entry.  Good genital chemistry makes good pornography.

I prepared my apartment for work related company in a way that has become habitual.  I turned off the over head lights in the living room so that the only light came from tall lamps in opposite corners of the room.  The bright lights in my spare bedroom would beckon for her to enter without my saying a word.  I unlocked the front door and placed an assortment of jazz records (Thelonious Monk, Charlie Parker, John Coltrane) into my five disk CD player and set it to shuffle.

Some jazz playing on the stereo gives off the aura of sophistication and good taste to the generic, uninformed party girl.  These girls are mass-produced and don’t listen to jazz.  They’re too caught up in the clubs that cater to ass-shaking’ and dry humping, which is nothing more than a barbaric regression and ritualized fucking.  It’s a shame the only music I can play during a scene is the same electronic filth that has b-movie action film written all over it.  I have a large selection of that trash, and each girl picks her own track.  This makes them more comfortable, and it also lets them know that I can be democratic.  

It was two-fifteen.  She would be here any minute.  Leroy is good at timing his hookers.  It's good business.  

The camera was already poised,  an overhead shot.  I stuck a blank cassette into the machine and placed a couple more tapes near the base of the tripod.  

With nothing more to occupy me, I moved to the living room window where I could comfortably watch the street below.  This was my meditation posture.  With the music, it allowed me to transcend into the observer.  Observing–– this was why I knew more about some people than they knew about themselves.  I see men around here dressed like college frat boys, slacks and tucked in collared shirt, grown men who could never leave behind the fun of college three-ways.  The least they could do was spring for a decent pair of shoes, maybe a sport jacket. After these “men” feel around the top of their heads to make sure their hair is still spiked, they remove their wedding rings and go to work.  They strive for ass, nothing more.  My motive is different.  I  want to understand these girls.  It's like observing an animal.  The women I encounter are at a level of intelligence that I’m sure I breached by the time I was twelve.

I heard a door open in the apartment hallway and minutes later a series of fuck sounds making their way through the wall, overcoming the genius of modern music that blared from my shelf speakers.  I turned up the music, allowing competing waves of audio into my wide-open ears.  They used the porn formula next door as though watching adult films has been their only means of sex education.  The formula is always the same.  Get a good sequence of cock sucking, then maybe get your male actor to eat pussy, but only if you as the director feels that will sell. Usually it won’t.  Porn is a male market, and the biggest consumers of Internet porn live in the red-assed heartland.  My customers tend to fall in the demographic of heavy bible thumpers, who don’t even fuck their wives before they get married.  Not as compatible in bed as you thought?  Good, then I've got the product if you have American money.                       

Here, watch this chick suck a dick that’s got six inches on your tiny member, pretend it’s you, and pop your nut on your keyboard if you’re alone in the house, or run to the bathroom and shoot a load into the toilet while that hometown wife of yours watches Pinocchio with your three blonde darlings who would cry their little eyes out if they knew what daddy was doing.  There’s no sympathy from the devil. Just remember that God is watching.

The buzzer went off.  Leaning towards the pane of glass in the window, I could look down and just see her waiting at the door.  I strode over to the intercom and hit the green button marked “door.”

I settled myself back into the position in front of the window.

A knock on the door.  Feeble handjob paws only knock once.  

“Come in,” I said. with only the best of intentions.  

She pulled the door wide open and took a few hesitant steps.  I examined her from  across the room. 

 I had to make sure that she would appeal to my primary customers.  I don’t take butch girls, girls with too many tattoos, or black chicks.  Black girls don’t go over well in the mid-west.  They do surprisingly well in Texas, but states north of the former Mexican territory are a different story.  

She wore translucent pink heels, and her legs were chicken thin.  Right above her knees the seam of a black jacket wrapped her tiny body, and I assumed there wouldn’t be much underneath.  Her eyes resembled those of an anxious cat, her lips soft, and her hair blonde and curled at the bottom.  Retro. I liked it.  

I gestured towards the well lit bedroom with a jerk of my chin.  She nodded and walked across the room, stepping over the power cable from the camcorder and moving around the tripod, sitting down on the bed without hesitation.

I followed her and sat down on a stool behind the camera.  I flipped it on and gave my first instruction.  “Take off your clothes.”

She slipped out of her heels and slid her panties to her feet.  Without asking, she started fingering herself.  She moved too slow and faked getting off.  After that, I pulled a large dildo out of the drawer.

“Try this out, and try putting it in your ass.” I tossed it onto the bed where it bounced like a live thing. 

She sucked the piece of rubber for a bit.  Then she turned to face the camera and ran the toy down past her breasts into her pussy, where she did actually have an orgasm.  Then she stopped.  I stopped the camera.





Mishap During Filming
I hate fortitude in women. I hate when they see some guy’s massive rod and say ‘I can take that.’ I hate when, even though tears leak from their eyes and their back spasms with every thrust, they still act as though the cock is a piece of God leading them to Mecca.  They remind me of monkeys, writhing over one other for social gratification in place of speaking. Though they may think it, their fucking is not unique – it is a descent to a lower rung on the evolutionary ladder. I film fucking to capture this devolution. I do not break their anyone. They break themselves. I am just an eye. A pornographer.

This girl was tiring me. I was not interested in a slow, sensual love-fucking. I wanted her torn and bleeding. The audacity, thinking that I was paying for her, for me. Had she seen my clothes? Had she seen my apartment? Did she think I needed a streetwalker? It disturbed me to think that such a lowlife would be blind to my superior class. Jareeb and his member would put this bitch in her place. I owned his mind, his life and his dick.

I always called his cell – he’d never given me his home number. Most often, he’d  make me wait a second until he found seclusion from his family. In the early days, we’d piss around for minutes trying to find an excuse for him leaving so suddenly – he was a janitor, a security guard, a school counselor. Finally, he found an on call, personal trainer position at ‘JJ’s Gym,’ a perfect explanation for why he came home smelling of sweaty crotch. I had tried to attack this dilemma earlier by offering him a shower after scenes, but he refused. When I asked him if his wife cared that his cock smelled like pussy, he said she didn’t go down there, ‘That’s why I work for you.’

I dialed his number. The phone rang a few times, and then he picked up, “Hello?”

“Jareeb, its JJ. I’m going to need you in oh...” I looked at my watch. “Ten minutes.”

“JJ, I can’t. My son turns seven today.” I could hear kids screaming and laughing in the background. “It’s his day. I need to be with him. Plus, this is becoming suspicious.”

“Jareeb, you like to fuck, right?”

“Yes, JJ, of course...” His wife yelled for him, “But, you know, my wife. She...”

“No, Jareeb, I don’t know your wife. I don’t know her problem, and – frankly – I don’t want to hear it,” I opened my freezer and grabbed some ice cubes, “Either you get the hell over here, or the only pussy you will ever see is that women’s pregnancy fucked hole.”

“JJ, I have to be with my family sometimes. I mean... My son, since I’ve been working for you, he never sees me,” He began to breathe heavily, and his voice dropped, “And my wife, she’s always around this new guy... She thinks I’m a deadbeat.”

I carried the ice cubes to a cup on the counter, grabbed an extra bottle of vodka from the cabinet and began to poor myself a glass, “You are a motherfucking deadbeat,” I said it so mater-of-factly I had to drink to myself, “You have no day job, so you come fuck whatever cunt I tell you. In reality, you’re useless – just a big dick with legs. Now, if you really want to, you can try your hand at the open market. Go ahead, go to Wal-Mart or McDonald’s. See if they sympathize when ‘your son has a birthday.’ I’m just like them––when I want you to work, you work. Don’t tell me when or where or how, just be here in ten minutes.”


“But JJ, the last time you called me... With the black woman... I had to go straight back home,” His voice had hushed to a whisper. “My wife asks, ‘who needs personal training for twenty-minutes at ten at night?’”

“I thought you guys didn't let your women boss you around."

“JJ, please, just this once...”

“Ten minutes, Jareeb.”

“JJ...”

“Ten minutes,” I put the phone back to the hook. He would come.

I headed into the other room to check on the meat. The alcohol that I had left in their was nearly gone. What was I thinking, pouring expensive firewater down this chicken’s throat? She wallowed in her drunkenness, rolling her naked body over the sheets as I entered the room.

“God, you look hot.”

I could hear the rehearsal in her voice. I stepped over to the bed and ran my fingers through her hair. She quivered, and grabbed at me through my pants, “You’re... So cold. I’m naked. I want you. Why aren’t you hard.”

She groped me, bringing her face to my crotch, licking my slacks. I sipped my drink and stared down into her eyes. She was young and may have been pretty before she met Leroy. He had drained her. He had fed her crank and heroin to separate her consciousness from her animal soul.

“Sweety, you can try, but you don’t excite me. I see you everyday. Every girl I meet is you.” I grabbed her hand and put it to the lump on my ass – my wallet, “There, you don’t want me. You want what’s in there.”

The side of her eye twitched angrily, but she grinned and growled, “Then fucking get it over with.”

I heard the speaker-box whir in the other room. Bringing my mouth to her ear, I whispered, “Oh, I will. I will.”

Jareeb buzzed. I opened the door, and pulled Jareeb in by his collar. His face close to mine, I asked if he was hard.

He lifted an eyebrow, “Yes. Yes JJ I’m hard. Listen this needs to be quick. Where is she?”

“She’s in the spare. Hold on though, we need to talk.” I sipped my glass. “I’m a little upset. I’m sure you’ve noticed by now. I want my product to sell, but I need something avant garde – something scary.”

Jareeb leaned back. “Yes... What?”

I finished my drink. “Jareeb, you put a video of some sobbing prisoner slowly getting his head sawed off on the net, America jumps on it. Out loud they say, ‘That’s disgusting, horrible,’ but on the inside they're thinking, ‘God, where can I get more.’”

“JJ, I don’t really follow. Look I need to...”

I pulled him back to my face, so his eyes watered from the alcohol on my breath, “America has violence in its blood. That’s why if you give Schwarzenegar a machine gun and let him mow down a village of gooks, the monkeys flock–– en masse. The same thing happens if you slide Ron Jeremy’s cock into some hooch’s gaping hole. Sex and violence. Love and Hate. Diametrically opposed, yet one and the same.” I slid off my belt. “Summon the hoards with the regular fuck-flick. Let the audience get hard, and then.” I rapped the belt around Jareeb’s neck, startling him. “Tie them down with destruction.”

He pulled the belt from his neck and held it in his hand. Eyeing me, he shook his head. “You want me to choke her?”

“Yes.” I pulled him into the spare room and the girl sat up startled. I clapped my hands and laughed at her. “Are you ready for some fucking?”

"Why do you have to make it sound like that?"

Obeying the dogma of the porno industry, I had Jareeb and the girl do five minutes of fellatio. This was quick and easy–– she gives him head, he returns the favor and then inserts the stick. After twenty minutes of missionary position, I felt anger running up and down my spine. The girl layed their like a dead fish, her head following me as I tried different camera-angles. She let out contrived oohs and ahhs, smiling, thinking that she had my goat. I could see into her though–– years of fat, older men asking, "didja come too?"  There could be no pleasure in sex. She knew she was pissing me off. I had shown her the ice that covered my soul earlier, and now she was tempting me. She had invaded me – the walking girl. All I could see as I stared into this bitch’s blank eyes was her smiling at me with a cigarette in her mouth... the waves crashing at the bay... asking me, "is that all you’ve got?"

I wanted the walking girl hurt, maybe dead. I wanted to see her face scrunch up, her lips quiver and tears and snot run down her face. I wanted her to not walk for days, and just leave me and my window alone. I saw no outlet for this desire but Leroy’s whore. She would be the one to deal with it.

“Jareeb, doggy-style,” I ordered.

He flipped her over.

“Harder,” I said, and he obeyed. 

“Harder.” The girl bared her teeth.

“Harder.”

 Her head hitting the backboard. 

“Now use the belt.”

Jareeb wrapped the belt around the girl’s neck. She wheezed. Her eyes bulged. Her face turned pale and she gagged.

“Alright that’s good enough. Ease off on the belt.” 

Jareeb dropped the reigns and the girl shot into the backboard with a dull thud. Her arms gave out and her hands twitched, but Jareeb kept pushing, slamming her head harder. 

 “Jareeb?” 

He didn’t answer me, and began to push into her with more ferocity. His breath was stuttered – almost a whimper – and he began to cry as he recognized the limpness under him. She rolled to the side. Jareeb still pushed, with nothing in front of him. 

I dropped my voice. “Jareeb, fucking stop.”

He rolled of the bed and stood up, cradling his face in his hands. “I don’t know... I don’t know... JJ, why did you make me do that? She’s...”

“Jareeb, shut up.”

I walked over to the limp figure on the bead. Her back rose as she breathed coarsely. I grabbed her by the hair and lifted her head from where it was wedged between the headboard and the bed.

“Oh, fucking shit...” 

Blood pored from a large gash on her forehead, plopping onto the white bed sheets. 


“Fuck... Fuck, fuck, fuck,” I yelled and whipped my head over to Jareeb. “What the hell were you thinking?”

“JJ, you told me...”

“I didn’t tell you to break her face in.” I dropped her head and she moaned. I paced around the room. “Leroy is going to kill me, goddamn it. Look what you did. I said to choke her, not... Shit.”

“JJ, I didn’t mean to.”

“Jareeb, just shut the fuck up,” I rubbed my temples and stared at the pile of clothes on the floor. “Get dressed. We’ll put her clothes on, bandage that thing on her head up and go to the hospital.”






Hospital Trip

I locked my door. Jareeb and I had hoisted the girl between us, sliding her limp legs across the floor. I didn’t have any bandages, so I applied a layer of paper towels to the wound on her head. Neighbors stared as we pulled her down the stairs. One man leaned out of his door with a bent cigarette in his mouth and asked, “What the hell happened to her.”

“She fell.”

We made it to the front door. It was late, and a few rogue cabs rolled down the street. I refuse to own a car. By the time I had found a parking space, fought for my turn and finally wedged my car between two mammoth SUVs, my potential product would have been long gone. Plus, what would I drive? No car defined Jack-John. So, I walk everywhere... and when I find myself in a dilemma such as this, I’m fucked.

I waved down a cab. I ripped open the door and shoved Jareeb and the girl in before I sat down. The cabby turned around, staring at the girl. “Hey, hey, hey... She’s bleeding. Get her out of here. What do you think this is, an ambulance?”

I reached into my pocket and grabbed my wallet – this was fast turning into the most expensive film I had ever made. I counted out 100 dollars and stuffed it into the cabby’s hand. “Hospital... Now.”

“No shit,” The cabby laughed, and pulled the car out into the street, “What happened to her?”

I pulled out another 50, waved it in his face and dropped it in his lap  “Nothing. She had a little too much to drink and hit her head.”               

Outside the hospital I sent Jareeb and the cabby away. I stood in front of the sliding glass doors and looked at the girl, blood from her nose and mouth had dried in a circle around her lips.  It looked like she'd made a mess of a chocolate bar. I told her to open up but she didn't seem to understand.  She did however, stand just outside the cab like a good girl while I pulled her lower lip down and tilted her head back.  Blood and saliva pooled below her gums, but I couldn't tell where the blood was coming from.  The girl was fucked up. She was fading in and out. Walking in she didn't know where we were.  Her feet kept catching on each other and on the cracks in the pavement. I drug her through the sliding glass doors like she was my pet zombie.  

There was an unoccupied stretcher just inside and for a second I thought about picking her up, setting her on it, and leaving it all behind.  But this was a problem I'd be carrying around for awhile. And if there was any hope of forgiveness with Leroy it would lie in responsible action.  The least I could do was make sure she got in alright.  No marks, Leroy always said.  Well this girl might need thousands in dental work.  Christ, maybe they'd have to wire her jaw shut, and that's certainly no good for business.

There were a few people in the waiting room. Most looked like they didn't have anything worse than a bad flu.  Some were obviously homeless and had just come in to get out of the rain.  

"We went over a bump," I said, "and she hit her head on the roof of the car."

The nurse paid no attention to me.  Her eyes went to the girl and she stood up.

"Sweetheart are you alright?"

The girl mumbled something that could have been a yeah.  The nurse called back for someone to bring a wheelchair, which seemed like overkill to me.  They took her back and tried to get me to sign some paperwork but I said I didn't really know the girl that well, just knew her first name, didn't know any relatives they could call or if she even had any relatives.  Yeah, I'd fill out the police report, but first could I go call a mutual friend of ours? I'm sure he'd like to know.

I went to the phone just outside the waiting room and called Leroy.  He was calm.  I was calm.  Everything was cool.  Of course it was.  Right now Leroy was worried about his girl. Right now that was all that mattered.  He'd figure out my punishment later.  I hung up the phone after telling him which hospital and walked back into the waiting room.

Waiting room.  I like a name that says what it means.  

While waiting, I concocted a story for the cops.  The girl was an acquaintance from work. We were sharing a cab and the crazy cabby sped over a pothole.  He took us to the hospital but I didn't get his name.  Something Arab.  Jareeb something...  Leroy would be coming soon, that dark little switchblade of a man...   The girl is just inside.  She'll be alright.  Everything's cool. I don't know what happened, man.  I don't know what happened.  Jareeb just went crazy.  I was watching and Jareeb just fucking flipped out.  I was running the camera. I don't know what happened, couldn't stop it, couldn't make any of it stop.  I was just watching.

I had to get out of that room.  I couldn't talk to the cops.  How could I talk to a cop in that situation?  I stood up and went for the door.  The nurse said something, but I ignored her.  Consequences didn't matter at that point. As I left, over the nurses partition, I caught a glimpse of the girl I had hurt in her newly fitted hospital gown, floating over the polished floor and grinning like a moron.  A doctor pulled her by the arm but she kept on grinning.  She looked like she had meat in her teeth.



    Mom Calls #2

“Joooohhhnnnyyyyy...” Mother again. “I was in church last week...do you still go to church Johnny? I hope you do...” There was a pause i could see her pinhole pupils trained on nothing. “Oh. Yes,” she came back to life “Well I was in church last Sunday and...well you know Misty Genero from 9th street? Oh of course you do. Are you still attending church in that big city Johnny. I hope you are.” More silence. Goddammit Mom. “She had my dress. Can you believe the nerve of her. The audacity.  I t was the dress with the green flowers on it. I was gonna get it as soon as we get this publishers something house check back. You go to church on Sunday of Saturday Johnny? I hope you still go to church.” There was momentary pause. “Johnny....” Several moments of silence were broken off by the voice mail robot. 
                      



A Wal-Mart Family
I was headed to Wal-Mart. I needed new sheets and bleach to clean the blood off my hard oak floors.I tried my best to put the call from my mother out of my had, it was just another thing to wigh me down. 

On my way to Wal-Mart I happened to fall in behind a man and his family. He walked ahead of them, just far enough so he could not see them in his peripheral vision. His wife lagged behind trailing two little blond girls, subdued looks of momentary indifference sat on their drawn faces. Their mouths were slightly turned down at the sides and their eyes slightly pink, as though they had just been crying and were not too far from it again. Their outstretched hands were secured in their mothers as she struggled to keep up with her husband. Her mouth lay flat across her face, her eyebrows were slightly turned downward, her true feelings shining through. She focused intently on her broad shouldered husband as he passed through the automatic sliding doors into the massive warehouse. I had seen this before, my own mother had been so preoccupied with everything but me. 

I followed them into the cavernous mega store, the kind that forced you to walk through countless aisles of poorly made but cheaper products. You have to walk past the jeans that were made in Pakistan for 12 cents but are currently on sale for $14.99 before you can get anywhere.

The man slid past the shopping carts, the woman quickly lifting the smaller of the two girls into the cart, the older of the two pleading for a moment before her mother curtly informed her that it was her turn next time. I noticed bruises that in the shapes of fingers around her neck, she wore her hair down in a poor attempt to hide them. Thick make up dulled the marks on her cheek and jaw bone. The sleeve of her sweat shirt pulled up her arm exposing more bruises that wreathed her wrist just above her hand. She dragged the little girl after her father into the clothing section as I veered of towards the cleaning isle. 

After careful deliberation, I chose the Wal-Bleach that cost 79 cents less than the name brand; it was probably bottled by some minimum wage monkey  who had to drop out of high school when he knocked up his pasty faced girlfriend. Ten years later he’s working the same job earning the same low wage, he’s drunk every night and beats his wife when she “gets out of line.” He practically ignores his two little girls. He lies awake in bed and wonders how he got stuck where he is. He could have gone somewhere and done something but she had to get herself knocked up. He’s stuck; stuck with her. 

She’s stuck, too. Stuck to him. She can’t stay away from him for long. He loves the girls.  She’ll get the courage to take them to her mother’s house and then he’ll call her up and coax her back. She's weak. He always knows the right thing to say. Always forgiving him when he got upset she would come crawling home to another night of punishment. She hopes that she will soon be looking back on this; that things will be alright. What she can’t understand that he resents being tied down, yet he can’t leave and give up his control. After dropping two calves she doesn’t look like she used to, and boy, I tell you what, those girls sure do look like their mother. His world is work, the bar, home. He gets no respect at the factory and he comes home to crying children and cold corned beef so he takes out his frustration on the easiest targets. Another victem of America’s eternal rat-race. No where to go. Nothing to care about. 

I couldn't help but think of my mother. She had been trampled by that same race. Victim of housewifery. She spent all day in the house while I at school and dad had been deeply submerged in another twelve hour day drinking bloody marys and vacuuming or dusting or mopping. She stuck to a strict schedule. Always very punctual. As if her life depended on it she would mop the kitchen floor even if there wasn't so much as a spot on it. A victim of routine. And every Sunday she would go to the first methodist for morning mass. Same routine every week, like clock work. And there was never room for her husband or her child. 

The Wal-Couple was deep inside a  trench that they were locked in. She couldn't leave, bound to routine. It's rough at times but it's comfortable.

People are too scared to commit to change. They get stuck in the world in front of them, ignoring what may or may not be out there.  

Trapped.

Was, I trapped too?

 No.

 Fuck no. 

I know all I need to know to exist in this world. I can do anything I want in this the land of opportunity. I understand how this shit works. I see it go down every damn day.  I've done pretty good for myself. No college needed. Look ma no degree. I had as much formal education as this factory working monkey yet I see more than three times as much as he will in a year. I read between the lines. 

I could see the frustration of this man's face. I felt it, too. We both had our ways of dealing with it. He had a wife. I had a camera a whore and monster dicked maniac. 

I emerged from the brightly colored maze of potato chips and headed towards the check out stand. While waiting in line I heard the wail of a small child and turned towards the frozen foods section. The wife stood straight up, wavering like a tree in the wind, mascara running down her face. Her husband berated her under his breath while the littlest child wailed unnoticed between the two arguing parents. I had just taken my change from the cashier when I heard the woman shrilly yelling, I turned and I watched the squat woman jog out of the store, a girl under each arm. She had left again.   

The doors slid open in front of my face just in time for me to see a beat up blue mini van drive away, two blond heads bouncing in the back windows. I watched the man storm down the street and duck into the liquor store. I approached him as he walked out of the store tearing the top off a bottle of vodka.  He was an example of the unimportant worker bee, buzzing for the system, no sense of self. Forced to live this life or strict routine. His wife bears much of the weight of his frustration. Just the house had borne the brunt of mothers. It’s not violence for the sake of violence. He has his reasons. Just like I have mine. I decided to play.

“You always put up with this crap?”  I probed.

“What,” he grumbled, and walked a little faster.

“Do you always let her get away,” I poked at him, not letting him get away.

“What are you—“ 

I didn’t let him interupt, “You always let her win?”


His eyes narrowed and he quickened his pace. “Your crazy buddy. You don’t know what you’re talking about.” 

My words may not have sunk in at first, but I had made a strong impression. Later, as he gets further through that bottle, he’ll remember what I told him and call her from a pay phone and she’ll return home. He’ll loom over her in the dark, devouring her body in his massive silhouette. When he finally slaps her, it will sound like cold meat hitting a marble floor. He will rob her of her mistaken power, raping her as she cries silently – careful not to wake the girls. 





Bleach

I smiled as I turned the key and pushed my door open I thought of that woman, her husband bashing her head against the wall as he fucked her. I chuckled softly imagining the half drunk look on her bloody face. I wondered who was more of a whore, Leroy’s girl or this woman who kept coming back to the same man and enduring regular abuse. The smile on my face broadened when I realized that at least Leroy’s girl got paid for it. 

 My mood changed when I saw Leroy in my Barca Lounger eating chow mien accompanied by Jareeb’s “accident” girl who stood in front of the window, a turban of white gauze on her head. There was a thump as the bleach slipped out of my hand and connected with the floor. I hadn’t expected Leroy so soon. He slowly finished chewing and wiped his mouth.

“You owe me, JJ,” he said, still staring at his meal, “You fucked up one of my girl, JJ, and you’re gonna have to pay for it.” 


I wasn’t about to let that little fat pig get away with this. “Just because your whore gets oversexed and bumps her head doesn’t mean it’s my fault,” I hid the fear shaking in my throat, “I took that bitch to the hospital, I did my part. In fact I think you owe me for the cab fare.”


He turned, lowering his dark sunglasses and looking me in the eyes, “JJ, this attitude will not help your situation. Yes, you did take her to the hospital and you did call me, both of which I appreciate. However, not only did you run away like a bitch, you are now denying any responsibility. When I give you one of my girls I am putting her safety in your hands. You can choose to deny it like a small child or you can be man and take responsibility for your fuck up,” He let his words sink in, shoving another bite of chow mein down his throat,  “So, JJ, What’s it going to be?”


I knew perfectly well I was responsible and should give Leroy every penny he asked for.  I knew he was a valuable resource that I would be flushing down the toilet. But I didn’t care. I wasn’t going to give him shit. 


I thought about the woman from the store, she always let things run her over, she never took the wheel herself, “Fuck you and your loose cunt whore, It’s not my fault that she can’t keep her head up.” I wasn’t about to let myself get run over, I was in the drivers seat. 


“Well, JJ,” He said, the carry-out carton screaming as he closed it, “I’m sorry you feel that way.” He stood up, “because you will pay for what you did. I promise you that. You can deliver three thousand dollars to me or you can wait for me to take it in any way I see fit.” He clapped his hands together. That was the end of it, he and the girl walked out. 


I had always liked Leroy, he was very professional in making a point. I picked up the bleach and headed towards the bedroom. A smile crept across my face as I thought about the whore’s face when Jareeb was bashing her skull against that headboard. I’m sure it was the same look that’s on that woman’s face when her drunken husband fucks her into submission. I sat on my bed and yawned. It had been a hard few days. As I eased myself back on the mattress, I cupped my hands over my eyes. I needed sleep. I could feel the burning over my corneas and my brain pulsated as my mind slowly shut down. As I drifted off, I chuckled lightly to myself. Leroy will never see that money.




























At the Docks


I felt heat on my face. The sunlight glared in through my open window, and as my eyes adjusted to the brightness, I noticed that I still had my pants on. I was losing my mind. I never go to bed still wearing my pants. My schedule had been lost in a slow progression of strange events, and I felt an unwanted change settle over my mind; I could give a shit less about myself. The visit from Leroy and the whore had put my mind on stand by. I was an oblivious innocent. It wasn't me who sent her head into the wall. I was drinking while directing the shoot, thus I was not responsible for the outcome of the film. Plus, why should I pay? I still don't know the actual damage done to the girl. It must've been pretty bad if Leroy had to make a house call, but I wanted a statement before I started paying.

I was pissed off that I'd slept with my pants. They were wrinkled and I didn't look presentable, but I had to get out of the apartment. It reeked of alcohol and pussy, a good mix most nights, just not at 10 in the morning. I changed my clothes and slipped into one of my suits with a black undershirt that asked in big, screen-print letters, "What are you looking at this for? The goods are down south." It was my favorite shirt because it was true. No one ever saw it – in public. That would be unfair to the female race, telling all of them to look at my bulge and expecting them not to jump me. Who would be so cruel? I considered it a victory prize for anyone who saw it. It meant they'd been invited back to my place.

Leaving the door unlocked, I made my way out into the morning light. I didn't have a destination, so I just started walking. No one ever pays attention to a guy who's walking. Standing in the middle of the sidewalk and staring a spot in front of them is a whole lot different. However, as long as you're walking, people assume you're going somewhere. So I let them assume. I passed the alley where I was reminded of my mystery girl and it dawned on me that I hadn't seen her in several days – or she hadn't seen me.

I decided to walk the route I had taken when I followed her. I didn't want to run into her, yet at the same time I kind of did. Our conversation was unfinished. She'd left me unsatisfied at the dock. I needed closure – or opening. Just a little opening where she'd let me into her world. I'd begin to break her down in my mind until I felt ready to unleash myself upon her. Then she would become putty in my hands, another moldable lump of skin for the camera.

However, it was 10 AM, and she only passed my place at one. Right now, I didn't care. I wasn't going to stand around in my place all day waiting for her. No bitch was going to have that kind of power over me. 

As the alley opened into a busy section of street, I felt a tinge of deja vu pushing through the sea of people. They must hate their lives. Having to wake up early to go to work so they can support the American dream of a white picket fence bordering a two-story house that holds a loving wife, two beautiful children and that adorable little dog that never gives you grief. And, yet, they find themselves here; deep in the heart of a undulating ooze of twenty-four/seven jobs where not a day goes by that they wish they could give it all up for a brief moment of not having to deal with the stress of bills, pleasing their wife in bed, having the dog chew their slippers, washing the graffiti off the apartment walls that replace the white picket fence and having their balls abused by their “mistake” kid running in every Saturday morning and jumping on the bed asking if they can watch cartoons all morning just because you taught them to be proper and ask before doing something. That isn’t the American dream. I am the American dream.

I made it to the docks. They were vacated. I went to the spot where she had been standing that day, looking out over the water that beat against the pillars buried deep in the dark mud. There was nothing to see. What did she find so entertaining?

"Hey," I recognized the voice instantly, "You're in my spot."

I snapped my head in her direction. Our eyes met and I stared, refusing to relinquish control. I turned back around, mumbling, "Not my problem."

"What are you doing here?" she asked.

"I could ask you the same thing," I tried to stay monotone, no sarcasm greasing my voice.

"Well you'd just get a lie." She chuckled, and moved closer to me.

"Same here. So why ask?"

"I thought you might actually answer instead of being an ass," her voice inched forward, and I heard the dock squeak under her feet.

“I’m the ass? What are you doing here?”

"I'm taking a break from work,” She moved around, putting herself in front of me so I had to look her in the face. I felt my stomach twist, and a frown spread across my face.

"What do you do?" I asked.

"Things," she blew smoke from her cigarette in my eye.

 “How long is your break?"

"I got about ten more minutes."

I looked back out at the bay, "So what do you find so fascinating about this place?"

"It's soothing."

"This brown, polluted water is soothing?" I laughed.

“Maybe if you closed your eyes and took the time to escape into the sounds of nature, you would see what I mean.”

“Oh yeah, the cars and people talking really put me to sleep,” I said as I briefly closed my eyes in a mocking expression.

She shook her head at me.

“What are you doing here?” she asked.

"Just out for a walk."

"Bullshit. Nice walking outfit.”

I looked down at my garb. I was a bit ridiculous; "I like to look good when I'm out in public. I would hate for people to have the wrong impression of me."

"And just what might that impression be that you're trying to avoid?" she asked.

"A flasher."

"Well you're succeeding admirably,” she pitched her smoke over the guardrail, into the murky water.

"I'm Jack-John. J.J.," I held out my hand.

"Well that came out of nowhere." She didn't return the shake and I lowered my arm.

"Are you always this rude?" I asked.

"I am to guys that flash me, stalk me and wait for me."

"You think I was waiting for you?"

"Weren't you?" She lit another smoke, inhaled and cocked her head towards me.

"Possibly,” I returned to the bay.

"Why?"

"You pass my place everyday and show no emotion to me. What the fuck is wrong with you?" I let my anger seep out.

"So what? Must I do what you think I'm supposed to do? Am I supposed to fall in love with your cock and come banging on your door until you let me in so I can blow you until the cows come home?"

I stayed quiet, and pursed my lips. I felt my hands tighten and grip into a fist.

"Good answer," she grabbed my hand and unclenched it, forcing me to shake, "Hello J.J.,” she smiled and laughed, "Jack-John? What were your parents smoking when you they named you?"

I let the question pass by as if she hadn’t asked it at all.

She dropped my hand and pointed to herself, "Well, J.J., I'm A.G."

"Interesting name."

She flicked her smoke at me, turned and began to walk away.

"Where are you going?"

"Time's up," she said pointing to her watch.

"Can I walk you to work?"

"If I say no are you going to follow me anyway?"

"Yes."

"Good boy." She patted me on the head like I was her pet.

I'd play her little game. Sometimes sweet meat comes with a little effort, and I could see this broad had something desirable.

"Well come on," she urged me along.

We walked together down the sidewalk back in the direction towards my apartment.

"So, you're here at 10 AM on a weekday. What is it that you do that gives you time to just wait around for people?" she asked.

“I wasn’t waiting for anyone,” I lied.

"Whatever. How long would you have waited for me?"

“Hard to say, shit happens. I might’ve found someone else to, as you would say, “stalk.”

“You can look, but you won’t find any better than what’s in front of you right now,” she said posing, as if she were modeling her clothes.

“You’d be surprised.”

“A little cocky are we?”

“Me, the cocky one? You’re the one who believes you’re on a pedestal above everyone else. If you’re so great, how come you’re doing nothing but living in this dump of a city?” I snapped.

“You don’t know what I do. You don’t know who my connections are. How dare you make assumptions about me. You don’t know me! You don’t know the half of me. Walk one day in my shoes and you’ll wish you were never born.”

I gave her no response, letting her guess what I was thinking. I wasn't going to give this bitch any more ammo to play with. We walked in silence the rest of the way.

"Well this is my place so this is where you and I go our separate ways," she said.

I looked up. "What, an apartment building? I thought you were on a work break."

"Why should I tell you the truth?”

“Fine, be that way. Forget you then.”

She walked up her front steps and I couldn’t take my eyes away as her ass swayed back and forth. I was mad, but damn I wanted her. She turned back to me just before she got to the door.

“212.”

“What?” I asked in total confusion.”












































































“I live in apartment 212,” and she let the door close behind her as she walked into the depths of her complex and out of sight.
Thugs
Late afternoon the next day. There was no change in the ever-overcast sky, save a few rays of dying sunlight creeping through the city’s smog; a putrid, asphyxiated purple glow hovering over the rain-washed streets. The pavement felt sticky as I walked; swirls of oily rainbows twisted as I displaced them with my feet. I could still smell cheap martini on my silk shirt. My day had officially gone to shit.

I had been denied. A few minutes ago I was sitting next to a busty blond in some ambiguous, scummy bar a few blocks from my apartment. I tried to make conversation with her – this about my carrier, that about how beautiful she was. I ordered her a drink. When it came, she swirled a little sip and squirted it – through the gap in her front teeth – in my face. The rest of the glass slowly wound up on my shirt as she dumped it with a severely smug smile. I had reached for an ash tray. I didn’t care who was there. I was going to smash this broad’s skull in until light grey matter littered the room. But I found my hand pinned by a hefty bar tender, who pulled a .44 from behind the counter and stuffed it in my ear, telling me to, ‘Get the fuck out.’

So, I decided I should go home. I needed to relax,  listen to some Monk, smoke a joint, eat a quick dinner and masturbate. That would have been perfect, but it didn’t happen.

I rounded the block to the entrance of my complex, grabbed for my keys and realized that the entrance was blocked by two, Fridge-sized black men.

“Hey, you know a guy named JJ?” one of the thugs said as he picked his nose.

“Nope,” I scratched my neck, and started to back up.

“Where the fuck are you going?” the other thug blurted, “Looked like you were going here. The fuck you turn around and head off, huh? You know JJ?”

The other thug pointed at me, “Yeah, where’re you going, mutherfucker. Don’t you fucking leave.”I turned and ran back around the corner. This was ridiculous; one minute some overzealous fuck-bunny is pouring a martini on me, the next I’m being chased by two Mister T’s. I knew they wouldn’t catch me, but I still felt compelled to break out in a full sprint, rounding the backside of the complex and ducking into an alley. I could here them yelling at each other as they rounded the corner and stopped, What the fuck, why did you stop? Why did you stop, you fucking cocksucker? Don’t you try to blame it on me. Leroy didn’t give us a fucking picture. Just said he lived there. Yeah, but that shit-bag was suspicious. Well why didn’t you jump on him, asshole? 


I needed a place to go – now. Leroy was obviously out of the picture; I had brutalized one of his girls – destroyed his product – and now he wanted me to taste my own blood. Jareeb said he was quitting – as if drunk chicks were comparable to heroin – and poked a big, curry stained finger in my face telling me not to call. I was not about to stay with any of my ‘actresses’; the devil does not taint your soul one evening, and the next come for dinner. I had no friends. Everyone was an acquaintance to me. I see you, I bribe you, you get poked. This lifestyle was like prison; either you get raped or you don’t, but both ways you’re fucked. I needed someone close, someone dependable who wouldn’t care if I ran in smelling of martini and sweat. Someone who didn’t understand reality.


Why I ran to AG’s house I don’t know. Partially, I felt we mutually shared power over each other, and this was due reason for her sympathy of my situation. Maybe she’d put me up for awhile. No, she would definitely put me up for awhile. I had to go.  It was against the nature of things; she deserved to be hung by a guitar string and slowly skinned with a dull razor, and for that reason she deserved my presence, or I deserved her hospitality for putting up with her shit. I must sleep with the enemy. The thugs had walked off awhile ago. I left the safety of the alley and headed down the street towards AG’s. I reached the door to the complex – hospital blue, much like mine – and pressed the speaker-box button for her place. I heard the annoying whirring, and then, “Hello?” The voice was somewhat sickening, like listening to a high pitched buzz for too long.

“Hey AG, this is JJ. I’m in a little bit of shit. Can I come up for awhile?”

“No.” What the hell. Did this little puss not know my plight; why would I come to her for any other reason. I never asked for her, she asked for me – assuming control over my schedule. And now she wouldn’t let me up? 

To my left, I heard loud footsteps coming from around the corner. Thugs. Walking slow like fat gorillas. They were whooping and carrying on about all the awful things they’d do if they found me. This wasn’t a personal vendetta between Leroy and I, it was simply an exchange of services; I have one of his hoes fucked up, he sends a couple of brutes to fuck me up. If I was unwilling to pay for damage to his property, mine was next. 

I hit the speaker button again, “Listen, I really need to get up there,” A bit of sweat sprouted at my temple and made its way down my cheek. I could hear rustling over the speaker, and just barely a snort of laughter.


A Zippo clicked, and I heard her inhale. Blowing the smoke on the receiver, she coughed, “Why? Tired of dropping you pants from so far away?” 

“Come on, that’s in the past. I’ve gotten myself into a load of trouble. I just need to use...”

“Cry.”

“What?”“I want you to cry. Ask yourself, ‘How desperate is my situation?’ Do you really want in, or could you care less?” I couldn’t believe this. Here I am, ready to be shanked by Black Panther defects, and this bitch wanted me to cry?

I had no choice.

“Alright,” I said with a lower tone, preparing the tears to flow, “Look, I gotta get up there. These guys are gonna kill me and,” I started breathing sporadically, pumping my chest a few times to force the secretion of the tears until my eyes twitched and I unleashed the deluge. Around the corner, barely audible, a deep voice came. Did you hear that?

I panicked, feeling my mind go blank. My vision tunneled, and I leaned as close as I could to the receiver, whispering, “Come on, come on. They’re right around the corner. I’m dead if they find me. They’ll kill me, goddamn it. Please! I won’t hurt you, I won’t touch you, I won’t even talk to you. Just do me this favor this one time, please...please.” My face seared with fear born heat, and tears dripped down to my chin. I cupped my hands together and looked skyward. What was I doing? Religion was for monkeys, and I was about to ask God for a favor? 

I heard the apartment door buzz.

I scrambled up the stairs – tripping over myself – until I reached her door. I went to knock, but I felt my arm go limp and stomach bile creep up my esophagus. This was really stupid. If I asked this bitch for help, I would never see the end of it; I had already destroyed my schedule, fucked up Leroy’s girl and – the worst part – moaned and cried because of her. She wanted me broken and worthless. She fed off my confusion, bathed in my anger and drank off my tears. How was I supposed to find safety in the mouth of the beast? I would not be fucked; I am the fucker. I wiped my eyes, gritted my teeth, pulled my hand into a tight fist and rapped on her door. From inside I could hear a muffled, ‘It’s open.’ I wrenched the doorknob, sending the door flying open as I entered. She sat in a small breakfast nook by a window across the room from me. The noise hadn’t startled her. Sucking calmly on a cigarette, she stared over the street and blew the smoke towards the glass, whispering, “You’re a pussy.”

I ignored the comment. I didn’t want to deal with the streets below – getting tossed out wasn’t a high priority – so I calmly asked, “Why didn’t you let me in at first?”

“Well,” she laughed, “You’re a pussy.”

I turned my head. I could still feel the moistness around my eyes – I no longer needed to force the tears. The first time, her comment angered me. But now I saw the reality behind it, I had just sobbed for her to save me and she loved every second of it.

“Listen,” the side of my lip twitched, and my voice felt scratchy, “There were two guys ready to kill me down there. I just want to know why wouldn’t you let me in?”

She swung around in her chair and glared at me, “JJ, why should I trust you? C’mon, for a month you sat in your apartment with no balls to come down and meet me; you’d just show your junk. And then you follow me? I mean – what the fuck – just cause you are in some shit I’m supposed to let you up? Fuck you.”

My cheeks blushed, and I leaned my head forward so she could only see the whites of my eyes. “Where the hell is your heart, bitch?”

She stood up, looking me up and down. “Where the fuck is yours. Don’t even talk to me about hospitality, you asshole! I am inviting you into my home not even knowing you.”I could see her growing larger than me, crushing my ego with every word. This had to be stopped. As I backed up towards the door, I scanned the room with my eyes. Tucked in the corner of the doorjamb was a baseball bat. My mind blanked, and I grabbed the smooth, weathered wood. Brandishing it high above my head, I moved slowly towards her, “Where the fuck is my heart? Where the fuck is my heart? You slimy cunt, all you do is waste my time with your self-righteousness. You think you’re so smooth? You think you’re so intelligent? You’re a monkey following the pack, stealing the crops and complaining when others ask you for help. I should kill you.”

She stared blankly at me, brought the cigarette to her mouth and exhaled the blue smoke in my face, “Do it. Go ahead, hit me. Take me out of your world.” She narrowed her eyes and pointed at me, “But you know what? If you kill me you will have no one left to hate. You wanna talk about stupid monkeys; I’d say you’re shitting where you eat. Your eyes are closed. You’re fucking blind; all you see is your action, not the outcome. When you’re done with me, where will you go?”

I lowered the bat, and sighed. My hands shook and I realized I couldn’t go on with this. There was no way I could argue with her – she felt right in a way. 

“Just sit down,” Her voice was calmer, and she walked across the room and stamped her cigarette out in the ashtray. Her advice sounded good. I dragged the bat behind me over to her couch, sat and used the upright piece of metal to support my head and arms. 

She came and sat by me, “Why are thugs chasing you?”

The fear within me weighed like a cinder block on my shoulders. I hunched further forward on the bat, “I hurt someone.” The vagueness in my answer pissed me off. I wanted to be up front, but it was not in me.

“That’s it?” she pried, lighting another smoke.

“That’s all I want to tell you. Well, I didn’t actually physically hurt someone – I just condoned it,” I could tell that sounded worse than my original answer. She nodded her head, and I leaned back into the couch – letting the bat down to the floor.“So, someone has put a bounty on you because you sent people to hurt someone else?” she snorted and giggled to herself, “Ain’t that karma.”

“Yeah, something like that. Not really a bounty though. At least I don’t think so. More of just like a vengeance kind of deal.” I turned to look at her, but she wouldn’t make eye contact.

“You can stay here. Don’t touch me, don’t get violent and don’t try to insult me,” She stood up and walked towards a room that looked like her bedroom. She stood in the doorway and turned to me, “You can sleep on the couch. The bathroom is down the hall. Why don’t you think about turning in early – you look like shit.”

The statement was warranted – I could feel the sagging beneath my eyes. I took my shoes off and stretched across the couch. AG said nothing as she stared at me in the doorway. Without warning, she slapped off the lights and slammed the door. The sudden darkness, unleashed something in me – something deep seated and hateful that boiled through my eyes, making them impossible to close. I could’ve killed her so easily – I still could, but something had held me back. It wasn’t pity, it wasn’t fear of the consequences; I had already passed the line of sadism. It was just her. AG’s personality reminded me of road kill: disgusting, but so intriguing. I hated myself for my inability to do what I wanted with her. She was unstoppable. I cringed at that thought, forcing my eyes shut and attempting to relax. I felt exhaustion mute my thoughts as I drifted slowly away from the unwholesomely fucked up situation I was in, and my mind finally went black.

Trapped

I woke up around twelve. The house was dark and rain streamed down the windows, highlighted by the streetlights outside. I rolled my head to the side and saw AG standing in the corner of the room, She was naked, but light fell only on right her leg – as if she was wearing a long dress of darkness, cut high to her waist.“What are you doing,” I should have said nothing, but she startled me past the point of non-caring laziness.

“Watching you.”

“Why?”

“Go back to sleep.”

I closed my eyes, listening to her walk across the room. I felt her undo my belt and slowly ease down my pants and underwear. She unbuttoned my shirt. Putting her hand under the middle of my back, I was forced to lean up as she pulled the silk garment down my arms. She ran her fingers down my chest, and kissed me below my naval.

“Don’t touch me,” her voice rattled as she laid on top of me, “Don’t even move.”

I was crushed underneath her. Though we were both naked, I felt no intimacy – and I could tell, that she didn’t either. Her breath blew against my neck and her hair tickled my nipples. My eyes closed and I drifted into the deepest sleep that I had ever felt.  

I had awoken to the sounds of the front door slamming shut.  For a couple of minutes I was disoriented and didn't realize where I was.  Then it came back to me.

I was still on the couch, naked.  My clothes were piled in a small heap beside the bed.  The night before had left me confused in a way that made me extremely uncomfortable.  Yesterday I despised AG, yet now I almost regretted not seeing her before she left.  Who did that bitch think she was?  She can't just climb on top of me and tell me not to touch her.

I really didn't know anything about her, except that she made me angry in a way that most people never do.  I could’ve killed her.  I could’ve taken a knife out of the kitchen and then gone into her bedroom during the night and slit her throat or have taken the bat that now lied lifelessly on the ground asking to be picked up and beat her savagely.  Maybe I would have stabbed her after beating her, just so I would know what it feels like to penetrate flesh with a blade.

I have never seen the inside of a human being before ; I have never felt the still warm blood of the recently deceased cover my hands.  Being involved in the adult video business means that you can get exposed to some extreme videos, including snuff films, but to see somebody die in front of you would be a life defining moment.  To have her look into my eyes while the life bleeds out of her, as her chest slowly rises and falls until she lets out one final, painful gasp.

Perhaps strangulation would be the best method to rid myself of AG's unpalatable behavior.  I have heard that to strangle someone is the most intimate way to kill.  There would be no cold piece of modern machinery between us then. The strength of my hands would be the weapon.  My fingers would pull the life force from her.  I would feel her pulse stop in the palm of my hand.

Not only had I been unable to manipulate her, she was somehow manipulating me; she had a strange control over me that nobody had ever had before.  She had made me cry!  
If there was a way I could anticipate her actions, to know what she is thinking before she thinks it, then I could control her.  I couldn't predict her seemingly sporadic behavior, though.  Maybe if I could find some things out about her, I could use them as ammunition then next time we crossed words.

I picked up my boxers off the ground.  It disgusted me that I had to wear dirty undergarments, I was usually so careful to shower everyday and wear only the cleanest of clothing.  Leroy would pay for that.  Opening the door to AG's bedroom with my hand, I stuck my head in cautiously, half expecting her to be lying naked on the unmade bed even though I knew she had left only a little while earlier.
The first thing that struck me was the bureau in the far right corner of the room.  None of the drawers were closed, and it appeared as though she simply stuffed the clothes randomly into them.  The bureau was covered with three or four dozen orange and white prescription bottles.  I stepped over to the front of the dresser and read some of the labels.  Some had her name on them, but most didn't.  The stickers described a library of different types of pain killers, uppers, downers, and everything in between.  All the bottles had one thing in common though, they were completely empty.

I noticed a book lying open beside her bed.  I bent down and flipped it over out of curiosity.  “The Theory of Social and Economic Organization.”  It wasn't exactly what I would have predicted she would read for pleasure.
I opened the drawer to the night stand and found two boxes of condoms, some lubricant, and an assortment of sex toys. 
I replaced everything exactly as it was when I came into the room, turned the light off, and left the room.  This chick wasn't right.  I had gotten mixed up with some sort of pill popping nymphomaniac.  For a moment, I was tempted to put on the rest of my clothes and walk right out of the apartment, but I knew I couldn't find somewhere else to stay and I wasn’t ready to encounter those thugs.

I sat down at the table in the kitchen and picked up the newspaper.  It was a couple of weeks old, and folded open to a particular article.  The caption read: “Minister Dean Graham and his wife Melinda Graham are leading a crusade for family values.”  

Minister Dean Graham.   He had been running his so-called “crusade” since before I ever got into the business.  Family Values?  Who decides what family values are anyways?  Some Methodist minister from some bullshit church?  Shouldn't it be up to each family to decide what their own values are?

I had had a run-in with this particular moral police officer before, and it had been extremely unpleasant.  I encountered his wrath while at the Consumer Electronic Show in Las Vegas when I was just getting started.  The CES is a trade show meant for all those big faceless corporations to show off their expensive gadgets that no one can afford to buy.  But while they show off their money holes, a different kind of trade show takes place upstairs.  Up above is nothing but porn.  Booths lined up offering porn on all types of media.  I had set up a booth hoping to get my name out there.  When you first start producing movies, you have to suck a lot of proverbial cock in order to make any money, and that trade show was one giant cock.

You know what's funny?  Most people that go to the CES, go to play with expensive gizmos that they know they will never buy.  But after ten minutes they get bored and end up on the second floor.  There had to have been twenty times as many people perusing the adult media than there were looking at the so-called “family friendly” products.

My booth had been nearest the elevators, and that was probably my downfall.  Taking a page from the animal rights activists, the minister had come out of the elevator carrying a bucket of vegetable oil.  He quickly doused my booth with the oil and began yelling some incoherent bullshit into some megaphone that seemed to appear out of thin air. 

Vegetable oil.  

Fucking vegetable oil!

To say I was pissed off would be a gross understatement.  A homicidal rage might more accurately capture the moment.  I began hocking my oil covered VHS tapes at the minister while screaming something at the top of my lungs.  I can't remember what I was yelling, but it was probably along the lines of, “I'm gonna fucking kill you,” yadda yadda yadda, “you're fucking dead,” blah blah blah.   One of my airborne tapes hit the minister in the head, and soon we were both being hauled off to the Las Vegas city jail.  The minister managed to get out of prison a full thirty-six hours before me.  Sure tells you something about the so called “separation of church and state.”
I crumpled the old newspaper up in my hands and tossed it back onto the table. Who do these moral crusaders think they are?  Can't they see that it had nothing to do with them, nothing at all?  My making porn concerns my models, my customers; and me. Not some minister or a fifty-year-old mother with empty nest syndrome.  I never grabbed a child off the street and forced them to watch a fuck video.  Yet people feel like the fact that porn is being made, it is going to corrupt their children and rape their mothers or something ridiculous like that.  But nobody has to corrupt anybody; nature corrupts us all.  It’s human to want sex, and it is human to be a voyeur.  Is it any different when you tap your brakes as you drive by an accident on the freeway so you can take a nice long look?  That's voyeurism.  Reality TV is nothing but voyeuristic bullshit.  For some reason though, there are types of voyeurisms that are acceptable and others that are taboo, and the reasoning behind why each is what it is doesn't make any sense.  You can sit down and watch the TV show “Cops,” where people are being beat down with batons and chased by viscous dogs while they are probably at the lowest point in their lives, and we find that acceptable. While on the other side, a video of two people who are consenting to perform sexual acts on each other is immoral and wrong, and should be kept in the darkest corners of our society.  What do my videos teach children?    It certainly doesn't teach them to, as some people say, objectify women, because we have Hollywood to do that long before a kid figures out how to find porn on the Internet.  Yet “Cops” shows violence, something far more likely to change the way their mind will evolve than watching some people having sex.  People will pursue sex regardless of the availability of porn. 

I scrounged through the fridge looking for something to eat, but found nothing more than mustard, baking soda, and several half eaten Styrofoam boxes of assorted take out.  

I wondered if Leroy was eating takeout right now.  It seemed to me that he was always eating takeout when I went to visit him.  I could picture him sitting in a big stuffed chair with a smug look on his face. This being only a week earlier when I had great respect for Leroy.  We shared a common outlook on life; punch first and punch hard.  Leroy was punching hard, and I was trying my best to dodge, but I had a feeling in my stomach that his metaphorical fist was going to connect with my jaw before the week was over.  Leroy was not going to forgive easily, seeing as he specifically asked that I return that girl in good shape.  Maybe I should have just given him the money he asked for; or maybe I should have told Jareeb to be a bit more careful, that this was Leroy's new pussy and he wanted it returned in the same condition as when it left him.

But it was neither Jareeb's, nor my fault.  She was a professional, she should have known better than to have her head so close to the wall.  I can't be paying for every whore that gets a scratch while I'm filming.  I have to make the bottom line, just the same as Joe Blue-collar.

But something had happened to me.  What was it?  One week earlier I would have probably paid Leroy, but for some reason though, when I found him inside my apartment with the girl beside him, her head wrapped in white gauze, I couldn't have cared less what Leroy was asking for.  He could have just asked for bus fare, and I still would have turned him down, told him to get the fuck out my house Leroy, you disgrace for a human being, you waste, you conniving fuck.  Was it that I just didn't give a shit about anyone else at that point?

No, it wasn't that I didn't give a shit.  But I wanted Leroy to be pissed.   Not pissed at me, just pissed in general.  I wanted him to be angry and hateful and I wanted his day to be ruined by the continuous thoughts of what I did not give him. 
I can recall a time in high school when I had felt the same way.  I was in a history or science or some sort of class, I don't remember and it doesn't matter.  I was doing a group project with one other person.  The assignment was due the next day, and we were supposed to have each brought in our last chunks of the project.  I had done my work, and so had he, but for some reason I told him I didn’t do my work.  I told him I didn’t felt like doing homework at all the last few nights, so I decided not to do it.  He became furious, which, of course, is exactly what I wanted.  I didn't care about getting a bad grade or having the teacher keep me after class for a one on one conversation.  I just wanted that kid to be angry.  I wanted him to feel miserable, even if it were only for an hour.


The only light in AG's second story apartment came from the street, and I sat in almost complete darkness on the couch for over an hour with the only audible noise coming from my breath.  I could hear the miscellaneous bullshit talk from the sidewalk, but it just sounded like dogs barking.  


All I wanted to do was fall asleep.  I couldn’t.  It’s always much better to fall asleep after a shower and a busted nut, so I stood up straight and went to the bathroom.  Having not showered all day required me to do so.  As a man, it is my duty to wash my penis every twenty-four hours, no exceptions.


When I dried off and came out of the bathroom, a message awaited me on the cellular.  Mom again.  What the hell is going on?  I put the phone to my ear, and awaited the embarrassing verbal slop.



I looked at the clock on AG's microwave; it was only 2:30.  I took a look at the couch in the other room and decided that a nice long nap would do me good. 

Valium, Please
I woke up in the same sitting position on her couch as I dozed off in.  Taking a quick peek at my attire, I noticed I was still dressed only in dirty underwear, and my collared shirt.  Stubble.  Way too much of it had grown in the past thirty-six hours, so I needed a shave.  Being way too comfortable, I couldn’t stand up, though I knew that going to back to the nap would be a bad call.  Maybe tonight I’d check and see if Leroy had finally vacated his goon squad from my premises.  The lamp above my feet shone dim, and it was already dark outside.  I took a dazed gander at my watch.  Five o’clock in the afternoon.  The night is young, and where the hell is AG?

As soon as the question boomed through my head, AG stormed through the front door with a bag of groceries in each hand.  Fresh vegetables.  There was also a small, brown paper bag with a foreign address on it hanging out of her mouth.  As soon as she put down the grocery bags, she slid the brown bag into a drawer under the counter.  

“What, are you gonna cook for me now?” I said to her, still sitting up with my hands behind my head and legs spread apart to the point where a nut was visible from where she was standing.

“You have to eat something good.  As much as you might contest, you need it.”  Great, now that this girl is cooking for me, what does she expect, a marriage? I already have a mother. Her behavior was so inconsistent, I was never prepared for what she said or what she did.

“What’s in the brown bag?”  She turned to me and sighed.  I saw her come in with it, so she had no choice.

“It’s valium from Islamabad.”  

She couldn’t be serious. “You order that shit from the Middle East?”  

“It’s cheap.”

“You want to let me have one?”

“I guess.”  

“What do you mean, you guess?  Give me a Valium or I’ll cut you open.”

“Then cut me open you cheap bastard.  What do I care?”  I took a knife from a drawer, and held it up to her throat.  She froze, and as I pressed the blade harder into her neck, I reached into her pants and grabbed her crotch. My adrenaline was pumping hard.

“Say I go through with this, and take all of your drugs.”  Right when I finished my sentence, she grabbed my arm, and tried to slice the knife into her own neck, so I pulled back quickly, and she turned around.  I noticed a small slice in the side of her neck, and it bled down onto her chest.  For a moment, I wanted to lick the blood off of her breasts, and then suck the rest out of her neck like a vampire while I jerked off.  That would be ideal.

“I don’t want your fucking drugs anyway.  I have to go home.”

“Where, to your apartment?”

“Yeah, so what?  Those guys are gone for sure.” I had to lie to her if I was ever going to get out of there unscathed.  

“No.  You’re staying.” She was persistent, and it was getting on my nerves.  I stood up and started walking to the other room.

“Give me one good reason to stick around.”

“First of all, you invited yourself here.  I didn’t have to let you in.  I could’ve let those thugs tear you apart, but no, I didn’t.  I let you in here, I let you sleep on my couch, I’m cooking for you, and I let you put a knife to my throat.  You can dislike me all you want, but until you dress nice, sit down, and eat a meal with me, you’re not going anywhere.” Good enough.  I decided to stay.  It should be interesting.  We’ll have a lot to talk about.

“Fine.  I’ll get dressed.  I’ll let you have your way.”  I didn’t say anything after that, and for a moment, she just glared and smiled at me.  She started to go to cut some vegetables, and although curiosity came over me, I didn’t ask her what we’d be having.  Instead, I went to the other room and found my pants and sport jacket hanging up next to an ironing board.  At least the stench would be out of them now.  I put on my pants and found my belt on the bed sheets.  Looking sharp once again, I walked back out to the kitchen while I pushed my hair back into something of its original position.  AG was putting rice in her rice cooker.

“That suit is great on you.  The three button really works, especially for your figure.”

“Yeah, I look good in all my suits.”  I went and sat down on the couch again, and saw that the table had been set.  Two candles and some well placed plates and silverware on a dark blue tablecloth.  A nice dinner for a man who comes off as nice, but who is really doing the world a service by letting them jerk off to good porn by taking advantage of girls and sending them back to their pimps bleeding.  I may be considered a bastard in America, but that’s only because the populous doesn’t know what’s good for them.  No regrets.  Audiences relate their experiences in life to villains and their wrongdoings.  It allows room for their petty imperfections, and if evil-like porn exists in the world, each person gets their own villainous leeway so they can endow themselves with different levels of evil.  Yes, it is all very black and white.

I sat down at the counter, and AG handed me a drink.  Gin, straight, it was just what I needed. 

“What’s that cooking in the oven?”  It better be lamb.

“Lamb shanks.”  Good.  “We’re also going to have some sautéed vegetables on the side.”  

“I can deal with that.”  Admittedly, I was very hungry.  I hadn’t had anything decent to eat since before I found the goon squad at my apartment. I moved myself from the counter to the table and sat down and waited. Waited until she was ready for some questions I had.

Looking up from my food, I saw AG staring at me in the way a cat eyes a caged mouse.  I wasn’t a toy for her to play with.  There was no way I would just let her paw me around like some sort of paralyzed rodent.  I dropped my fork onto the half eaten lamb shank before me, and leaned back in my chair.

“What?” I snapped.

She flashed me a mocking smile, “I think your rosy cheeks are cute.”  

Cute?  What the fuck does that mean?  Does she think I some sort of dog she can gawk at?  “What?”

“Is that all you can say?” she asked coldly.

I stared blankly at her.  I refused to dignify a question like that with a response.  Several seconds passed before either of us broke our silent staring contest.

“Why do you make fuck films?”

“It’s a business.  I make money.  Do you have a problem with that?”

“That was a quick response.  Did I hit a touchy subject?  Are you sure there isn’t some Freudian reason you feel the need to...”

“No.”  I didn’t let her finish.  She wasn’t going control me.

“You don’t think there is some psychological reason, like maybe you were molested by your dad or maybe you’re just another impotent shell of a man?”

She was trying to get a response from me.  She had seen my body before, she knew I was fully formed man.

“I noticed last night that you weren’t hard, even after I climbed on top of you.  Maybe you’re a fag?”

“I don’t get on my knees for anyone.” 

“Then why are you here?” 

“Fuck that! I’m here because I’m a low-life pornographer who got a girl from a pimp and had my lead actor bash her face until it was bloody. I’m here because I don’t know a single soul in the neighborhood that I live in. You are the only one; the woman who can look me square in the eye and tell me whatever bullshit you want. Well I don’t want to hear it anymore. You talk too much, you’re intrusive, and you force relationships with other people. Fuck that. I don’t know anybody and I don’t want to know anybody. I am my profession, and it has no room for a woman whose aspiration in life is to force different emotions upon herself with drugs and friends.” I could feel my hands shaking, my heart pounding, and my eyes watering. AG was staring at her plate, frozen and thoughtless. I could tell I hit artery. “I repeat: I do not get on my knee’s for anyone,” I said, emphasizing each syllable, “especially not for a manipulative cunt like you.” 

She winced at the word cunt, then shot up in her chair. “Get out.” She spat, razors leaping from her eyes, “I don’t kneel so easily either, especially not to rude power hungry men who speak to me like I’m a piece of meat.” We were face to face, our eyes inches from each others. I could smell the lamb on her breath. I felt like a dog pulling at the end of short leash that was about to snap. We were locked in time, all I could see was the hate in her eyes and the loathing in her soul. 

She tilted her head and placed her cold lips on mine. I could feel her mouth open slightly, her tongue probing. Pushing her off me she fell against the table and I spat on floor in front of her. Wretched anger swelled inside. I turned and left the room. 

*
*
*

My head was spinning as I stood in front of my apartment door. I felt like vomiting, and I had to cup my face in my hands to keep from passing out. Where was I going? Why didn’t I just let AG have her way, let her demean me more. It didn’t mean anything to me, her need to poke and prod. It was just annoying . But I sunk into her game. I let her make me mad. I freaked out, and that’s what she wanted. Giving into her was the last thing I needed to do.

I remembered the last time I was here. I didn’t want to go back inside. Waiting inside for me was a life of sex, lies, deceit, everything that had led my life to this defining point. I’d lived my life trying to get women to be my possessions and never really looked at them as humans.

I took myself back to grade school on the playground during recess. The age isn’t important but the event is. A girl told me that some other girl liked me. It was the first time I knew of that a girl liked me. Being a curious young boy, I began spending more and more time with her. Pretty soon she had me carrying her books, walking her home from school, making me call her on the phone. She had put me under her spell. I was so deep in the forest I couldn’t believe how stupid I was back then. The way I broke the trance was a fortunate incident when I saw her kissing another guy. How dare she used me like that. She had suckered me into her little game and I was just a pawn following her orders. It was then I vowed never to let it happen again and not give myself up to women. I’d begun being up front and direct with them. Girls tend to like a man take charge. The more they agreed with the bullshit I told them, the powerful I became.

Pretty soon I became aware of that green stuff called dollars. I had a gift, I needed to use it to my advantage. That’s what brought me here, at my doorstep, reflecting on how I’d just repeated the process of grade school, only this time, with a conniving bitch named A.G.


As I stood there in an indecisive daze my cellphone began to ring.  I answered it on the second ring.  My dad’s voice was always cautious. Today wasn’t different, “Jonathan? It’s dad.”


“I know who it is. What do you need?” I said, scratching my tooth.


“Hey has mom... um... your mother, has she been calling you?”


“Every now and again,” Of course mom was calling me. What did he think?


“She sound strange? I mean, did she make like anything was wrong?”


“Dad, it’s mom. Something out of the ordinary is always happening to her. Nothing momentous,” I mumbled, “Just complaining about that diet and that one lady at church.”


“Missy?”


“Yeah.”


“I see,” his voice drained off like he was going to say something else. I needed to interject.


“Dad, look, I don’t know what you need. So, I have to go. Need to get some stuff done,” that was a lie.


“But you didn’t notice anything about your mom?”


“No. What?” I knew I sounded pissed off.


“Well she... um... she went to the doctor yesterday,” my dad paused. He needed to think about his words, “He said something about high blood pressure, and, well you know your mom – ‘everything’s a catastrophe. That was Saturday. So, Sunday and church...”


“Dad, how does this affect me?”


“Jonathan, you need to come home. Your mom, she just isn’t well. I mean at church, she... well her and Missy... they just started...”


“Dad, what do you want?” maybe I could derail his diatribe. It was leading nowhere. Mom got in a slapping contest with missy. What’s new?


“Jonathan, I already told you. You need to come home. You mom’s sick. Well, she’s sick in a number of ways,” as if I didn’t already know this, “Look, they had to take her down to the station, and the psychologist down there said something about manic...”


“No.”


“‘No’ what?”


“No, I’m not coming home.”


“Look now son, we provided for you – brought you up,” he said matter-of-factly, “I think you owe us some help. I mean, you haven’t been home for so long. When your parents get old, they need you.”


“When a child is young, it needs its parents,” my voice was low. I wanted him to think about what I said.


“What?” he obviously didn’t get it.


“Why should I help? And don’t tell me, ‘because you raised me.’ You didn’t raise me, the TV did. It’s sad when one of your first memories is watching ‘Peoples Court’ because your mom has been awake all night, and you just woke up, and your hungry, and you don’t know how to change the channel so you can watch cartoons. So, you try to wake up mom, but, no, she wants to sleep – don’t bother her. Do you remember that, dad? Oh, no, you were at work because you couldn’t take a day off to see you fucking son. Just one day dad. I have no fucking memories of you,” I was yelling. I calmed myself, and said slowly, “So, no, I’m not coming to mom’s rescue. She never came to mine. She was always asleep.”


“Jonathan, it’s your mom. Let that be the past, but...”


He had already said that, so I cut him off, “‘But’ nothing, dad. I’m going places. You guys, you never were. You just landed on some money, but you were never going anywhere. And you sure as hell didn’t point me in any direction. I pointed myself. Do you hear me? Myself. You didn’t give me anything, so I don’t need to provide for you.”


“Jonathan, I brought you into to this world,” his voice cracked. I had made him cry.


“No, dad, you dropped me into this world,” let him cry. 
I couldn’t let her get away with it. I turned myself around and started back towards A.G.’s retracing my steps. I’ve always hated retracing steps within a span of ten minutes. Seeing people for a second time. It made me uneasy. It made me wonder what they thought to me. But now it didn’t matter. There was only one thing on my to-do list and it involved A.G. All these gawkers who watched me speed by them could go to hell.

Her apartment building came into view as I approached her block. The closer I got, the more my head spun. Each step was like walking in some nuclear waste and I was transforming into this unstoppable monster with uncontrollable rage. Only a few paces away now. I saw someone coming out of the door of her building.

“Could you hold that please?” I asked as I broke into a jog to get there more quickly.

The man held the door open and I thanked him as I brushed by and into her building lobby. My heart was pumping fast. Not from fear, but from anxiety. I couldn’t wait to knock down the door and show her true control. And that would only be the beginning. 

As I walked down the hallway I noticed the door was open. Not wide but I could see the metal in the doorway where the latch usually stayed when the door was in its closed position.

I pushed the door in and called out, “AG? Hey... um... can I come in, we need to...” On the floor I could see large footprints, highlighted in slick, dark blood. The room smelled like iron, what I always expected death to smell like. My face felt hot and my leg twitched uncontrollably as I walked around the front room.  “AG?” I said, quietly this time.

I moved slowly into the back room, where AG slept. The apartment was dark, but a small glint of light streamed out through the ajar door.  My anxiety morphed into fear.  “AG?”  I posed the question to myself more than anyone else who might be inside the apartment.  Somehow I knew exactly what had happened.

The back of my brain told me to just forget AG and leave the apartment for the last time.  I knew what happened, there was no need to see the gory details.

My head told me to leave, but my legs kept moving forward, one shaky step at a time.  Standing before the light framed door, I placed my hand upon the grimy doorknob and gave it a soft shove.

Mixed emotions filled my head. There on the ground, laid A.G., bloodied and expressionless. I found more of the same bloody footprints I’d seen earlier inside of the front  door, only these were more clear and defined. I cautiously avoided the tracks and walked over to her body. Her eyes were closed, her hair was tousled as if she had been thrashing around. It had to be Leroy. 

She still had a bloodied knife in her hand which made curious as to what had actually happened. Had she killed herself because of me? Had I driven her off the deep end and she found no reason to live? Was she actually fond of me but didn’t want to show it? Shit. This entire time I’ve been doubting myself and my actions and thought I was losing my edge but that’s not the case. I’m stronger than ever.





This is the End

I walked out of her room, and down the hall. I punched the button, waited for the elevator to come up, took it down to the ground level, walked through the lobby and out onto the street. All without seeing anyone. The street was deserted too.  It was the time just before the city would darken and the bums would start looking for a warm place to sleep, and all the good, upright citizens would be safe and high above the streets in their apartments. They looked down on me, if they bothered to look at all. I could go for Leroy now, but would it solve anything? I owed it to A.G. to feel righteous and angry, to descend on Leroy like a wrathful angel, to Fuck Him Up, but I couldn’t make myself feel it anymore. I was just tired of all of that.

There was nobody. There was nothing. The streets were broken and nobody had any reason to be there. The sidewalk was cracked all over. It heaved up in chunks, making walking difficult. I concentrated on the walking. The cracks ran around my feet, shooting here and there, leading off into a shadow, disappearing into a wall; bent back, crippled like grandma’s arthritic fingers.  There was one wider than the rest, as if the street were a band-aid over a fault line, and the plates had shifted in the night. A dark, ragged, gash. Someone should really do something about that.

 Here is nobody. Here is nothing.

The crack was a crescent that disappeared behind A.G.’s building. I hopped back and forth over it, right foot to left, then just right, just left. I tried to whistle, but it’s hard to whistle while you jump. Suddenly, I came down on both feet; the rubber smack of my sneakers echoed only in my mind. From the alleyway, as if on cue, came an animal noise, wet and quiet. Still goofy, I hopped on one foot around the corner expecting a smashed cat. They crawl sometimes into alleys to die.

 It was all garbage. Then the sound came again. I walked past the dumpster, around the mountain of black bags that were piled up beside it. A brown overcoat lay moaning and gurgling, nestled half under the pile.

I stuck one fist into the air, thrust my chest out, and stared into the horizon. “Never fear,”, my voice came out as a whisper, “Superman is here.” I crouched down over the woman’s head. She shifted under her thick coat as if trying to hide. She was dirty, her hair and coat encrusted. Even among the garbage she smelled. Her sooty, ageless face twisted, and she moaned. At some point, she had pulled down several bags from the mound next to her in an attempt to cover up. She was buried up to her waist. 

Maybe she had been hit by a car. Maybe someone had beaten and left her there. I thought for a second that Leroy could have done it, but the timing didn’t match.  I ran back to the street for a wild second, looking for help. Still deserted.

“Don’t worry,” I said, bent over her once again, “I’ve called the police, and they are on their way.”

From the sound of her breathing, shallow, liquidy, she would die soon. Right now her lungs were filling with fluid. She was drowning on dry land. Who knew how many hours she’d been lying back there waiting for it, bleeding inside. Her eyes would open off and on but she didn’t seem to be seeing anything. I kept thinking of the tunnel everyone talks about, how I had read that it was just a physiological side-effect of the brain being deprived of oxygen. A powering down like unplugging a radiator. No matter the cause of death, it’s always the brain running out of oxygen that ends it. And for some reason we see a tunnel and a light.

I told her about this.

“It’s a joke,” I told her. “It’s random or it’s a joke.”

I told her some more. It was starting to get cold. I laid down and the ground was even colder. I settled myself in beside her. 

I wanted to know what it felt like.

“Why else would I be here with you?” I asked, referring to the randomness of it all. 

“I suppose even pain can be fun. What do you say sweetheart, was it all worth it? Was there some kind of redeeming beauty in getting fucked over and over again by the world?” 

I looked over at her. The smell was starting to bother me. Beneath all the dirt she could have been in her early thirties. Her eyes were green. Her lips were thin and had no color. Her nose was rather large, a bulbous, man’s nose. Close enough to feel her warmth,  I saw the wide pores in her skin, the old acne scars, the blackened teeth behind the drooping lower lip as she breathed through her mouth. She looked like any old baglady you’d see on the street.  Only, I’d never looked that close. 

“You’ve had it worse than me, clearly,” I told her.

I watched the lights dim for awhile. Now it was really dark. I wondered whether anyone would come, but I didn’t think so. The earth beneath me sucked at my bones. I kept turning from side to side, trying to keep one half warm. Someone would come for A.G. for eventually, but no one would ever come for this woman. I looked on her as a resource. And I was helping her too. Without me she would die alone.   

“On the count of three sweetheart I want you to stop breathing. I really think that would be best.” 

“Ready?” 

“One”

Inhale.

“Two”

Exhale.

“Three.”

She kept breathing.

“Oh come on.”

She kept breathing.

“Enough of this!” I got up on one elbow.

“Just stop it right now!” I laughed at her.

I was cracking up, I thought, yelling at a dying woman like that. I calmed myself and lay back down. If it had been warmer I would have taken off all my clothes right then. I was really cracking up. I reached across her shoulder and pulled her over to me and hugged her close. It wasn’t sexual thing.  I don’t know what it was, but it wasn’t sexual. She was just warm, and eventually I fell asleep.

Of course she was dead when I woke up. I pushed the cold, heavy thing off of me and got to my feet. My sense of time told me I had been asleep for less than an hour. There were still no police on the street, and I wondered how long it would take them to find the body. The upstairs body, I mean. Enough time for Leroy to leave town?  I realized that for all I knew, Leroy could be dead.  Then I realized that I didn’t care. I never wanted to see him again, not even for revenge. 

Was there enough time for me to leave town? To stop back at my apartment and change out of my garbage-smelling clothes?

Surely there was. I walked drunkenly in the direction of home.





Later

Every American city is the same. Whether they’re cold or hot, whether they’re dark or light, whether they’re rich or poor, they’re all the same. You, can still find a Wal-mart full of white trash, you can still find a coffee full of short-cropped  feminazis, you can still find a mall full of mindless glitzy monkeys, and you can still find a BK full of meat – human meat.

“So, are we going back to your place? Is this a deal?” the girl stared wildly across the greasy table at me. She adjusted her hair in a quick flip, “You think I’m pretty, right?”

“Sure, sweaty. You’re beautiful,” I flashed her a toothy smile, “I’d love to do some work with you.” 

I stood up from my seat, offering my hand to her. She took it, and laughed anxiously. I stared around the BK – bright, neon, overdone like everywhere else. I closed my eyes slowly, and chuckled to myself. The knife felt heavy in my back pocket. I grabbed it, adjusting it with no anxiety. Life is wonderful.    
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